
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Inheritance of Stone and Tide  

by Terry Broullette  

Echoes of Silence  

Book Two of a Mythic Trilogy  

Want to follow the resonance pulse forward?

More stories in the Resonance Cycle are forming—narratives exploring emotion as infrastructure, consciousness as signal, and identity as harmonic architecture. To stay connected or receive updates, reach out through:  

cosmo@trans-galactic.com

Next link forthcoming. Tune wisely.

After the Link’s quiet unraveling, silence doesn't settle—it shimmers.

From fractured communion, Maelin, Kyra, Cray, Islara, and others once bound by the empathic Link—now navigate the charged silence of a fractured cosmos.

Here, silence is no longer passive. It becomes terrain—interstellar, emotional, mythic. Filaments hum with distant griefs and unspoken truths. Memories fold into voids. Vaults awaken not through noise, but through the harmonic pull of what remains unsaid.

In realms where silence sings louder than circuitry, resonance deepens beyond awakening. Maelin, Kyra, Cray, Islara, and others navigate empathy’s faded signal—through vaults that murmur, threads that ache, and revolutions written in what remains unsaid. Welcome to a cosmos where memory reshapes gravity and silence carves the contours of connection.

Inheritance of Stone and Tide expands the speculative depth of Children of The Link, transposing emotional architecture onto cosmic grids.

It is a meditation on resonance without source, inheritance without lineage, revolution without speech.

Echoing the legacy of E.E. “Doc” Smith’s Lensman series, Inheritance of Stone and Tide reimagines space opera through a lens of emotional architecture, cognitive signal, and philosophical awe.

This journey leaves the orbit of self and plunges into the gravity wells of forgotten empathy—a tale where silence charts the coordinates of transcendence.

Within silence, they do not simply endure. They recalibrate. The journey weaves across memory vaults and mythic echoes, asking not what was lost, but how deeply one can listen—to self, to cosmos, to the trembling bond that once defined them all.

For readers of philosophical science fiction, mythic space opera, and emotionally resonant speculative worlds.

Inheritance of Stone and Tide invites you to listen deeply—to memory, to myth, to the trembling silence between stars.
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THIS IS A WORK OF FICTION. Names, characters, places, and events are either the product of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, organizations, or historical events is purely coincidental.

No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without prior written permission of the author, except for brief quotations used in reviews or scholarly work.
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Inheritance of Stone and Tide is Book Two of the Echoes of Silence trilogy.
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Recovered Fragment: The Wither-Tide Invocation

They tried to name the tide, but the tide had its own memory.

Glyphs carved in stone whispered of inheritance—of silence kept, not broken.

Now the coast shifts again, and the Wither-Tide stirs beneath the surface.

Those who speak without listening will find their words unravel.

Not all vanish at once. Some dissolve syllable by syllable, until only the echo remains.
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Narrative Overture

In realms where silence sings louder than circuitry, resonance deepens beyond awakening.

Maelin, Kyra, Islara, Zedd and others navigate empathy’s faded signal—through vaults that murmur, threads that ache, and revolutions written in what remains unsaid.

Welcome to a cosmos where memory reshapes gravity and silence carves the contours of connection.
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Prologue
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Inheritance of Stone and Tide

The vault was not built. It was born—breathed from the cliffside’s hidden bone when the world was young and full of quiet grief. Time does not enter here easily. It drips, calcified, from the stalactites above the chamber, pooling in silent veins along the floor.

Three Seers descend into silence.

They arrive cloaked in umber and dust, shedding name and self at the threshold. Their feet find ancestral grooves worn smooth by forgotten rites. Above them, the iron chime hangs suspended, untouched—its form blackened and strange, as though cast from sound itself.

Glyphs carved deep into the stone walls flicker faintly as they enter. Some pulse like fading memories. Others remain cold, dormant, waiting.

They face the three cardinal pillars.

The first Seer lowers an obsidian bowl filled with memory-thread—filaments taken from her own bloodline, spun through grief and longing. The second Seer sets an iron chime upon a pedestal and touches it once, delicately. The sound ripples outward—not loud, but resonant, like a name remembered too late.

The third Seer stands motionless.

His hands hold an empty vessel, shaped to receive, not to give. He should fill it. He should complete the Rite. But something pulls him inward—visions not his own. Faces flicker across his thoughts, indistinct, vast, unclaimed. He sees a girl dreaming in a future that does not yet exist.

The Rite falters.

The glyphs dim. The air stills unnaturally, like a breath held too long beneath icy water. Moss recoils from the walls. Light bends, refusing entry.

The first Seer weeps, though she does not know why.

The second kneels, pressing her ear to the stone. It whispers a name she will never remember.

The third walks to the center of the chamber. He sets the empty vessel down upon a smooth black stone. Then, without sound or resistance, he is gone—not dead, not vanished, but carried by resonance too deep for time to trace.

The vault seals itself.

The iron chime swings once more, though none remain to hear it. Its toll echoes down into the forgotten layers of the world. And upon the center stone—black, seamless, humming with the weight of lost intent—the poem awakens.

It is not carved. It is felt.

Those who come after will not read it. They will dream it.
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The Echo Refrain
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Etched Upon the Center Stone of the Withering-Tide

⸙

Where breath is stone and silence clings,  

And shadows weep in sleepless rings,  

Let three who walk uncalled, unknown,  

Be bound by echo, not by bone.

Memory burns in ash and thread,  

A chime resounds the voice of dread,  

But empty hands must still remain—  

To hold the loss, to bear the strain.

Seal the song beneath the skin,  

Where tide begins, and time grows thin.  

This is the echo not complete,  

The Rite unfinished, yet replete.

Until one dreams, not seeking sound,  

But feeling footsteps underground,  

The stone will wait, the tide shall swell—  

And through her soul, the echo dwell.
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Chapter One
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The Beacon Still Burns

She dreamed in stone again.

⟁

Not of places—but of weight. Of breath braided into walls. Of vaults that remembered her before she existed.

The ache hadn’t left when she woke; it had nested behind the ribs, quiet but pulsing, like something old claiming a new name.

The silence was not just around her—it was inside her now.

The chamber pressed against her skin in ways the air shouldn’t. Outside, dawn clawed at the stained glass of the archive vault, bleeding pale color into layers of dust that refused to stir.

Eslara sat upright. Her spine stiff. Her sleep too thick to be natural. A tremor lingered in her fingertips—not fear. Something colder. Older.

She pulled on her boots in silence.

The floor beneath her feet was a patchwork of greystone, veined like old skin, too dark to be mere mineral. She had checked before. Not cracks—veins. Glyphs curled faintly along the edges, not active... but listening.

She never liked the quiet here.

It didn’t rest.

It clung.

––––––––
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A SINGLE DROPLET ECHOED down the corridor. Drip. Drip. From somewhere the architects had sealed centuries ago, the rhythm measured time like a forgotten metronome. Each note felt deliberate—like breath against her neck.

She paused.

In the wall beside her, a shallow recess shimmered with frost she could not explain. She touched it absently. And there it was again: a hum beneath the skin. Not audible. Not imagined. Just... waiting.

It felt like a chime poised to strike.

––––––––
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⇋

(Echoform: Awaiting shift)

SHE WHISPERED, “Still asleep.”

But the stone disagreed.

––––––––
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FOG AND FORGOTTEN RITUALS

The fog had teeth that evening.

It bled down from the cliffs in slow coils, swallowing the signal tower in a salt-white shroud and slicking the streets of Lunthra Point with chilled dew. The sea beyond lay dark and unmoving, a flat slab of memory too old to stir. Beneath the curve of the horizon, the tide itself had retreated—not in fear, perhaps, but in deference.

Eslara Venth stood inside the Archive Hall, wrapped in her salt-thread cloak, staring down at the chant-stones she had arranged on the low-woven kelp mat. Sixty glyphs. Each placed by hand. Copper-etched, sand-sealed. Passed from archivist to archivist.

One was wrong.

She lifted the smallest stone, expecting the swirl and notch of the glyph called Tersill—a name marker used to initiate the monthly rite. It should’ve hummed faintly in her palm, warmed by the touch of memory.

It was smooth.

Blank.

Not worn or weathered. Not chipped. Just... glass smooth—absent.

Eslara didn’t move. The registry scroll on the wall still listed Tersill: Memory of salt

and origin. It belonged. It had always belonged.

Had she forgotten it?

Or had it forgotten her?

––––––––
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∴

A LOW MECHANICAL GROAN echoed from the cliffs outside—the signal beacon rotating atop its tower. The light it shed pulsed once through the fog. Not amber. Cobalt blue. Too cold. Too soon.

Eslara lowered the stone into the woven pouch at her side and stepped out into the gathering mist.

––––––––
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BY THE TIME THE LANTERNS were lit, the village had gathered near the tower.

The Pulse Rite platform curved against the cliffs like a ship’s prow turned landward. Twelve flamebearers formed the Lantern Circle, each holding a domeglass lamp carved to resemble a wave crest frozen in motion.

Smoke spiraled from the center pit, stoked with ash-leaf and oilstone, scenting the air with ancient memory.

Children knelt in braided cloaks, faces painted in concentric marine blue spirals beneath their eyes. They whispered lines from the Wither-Tide myth, some confidently, others barely breathing. Parents hovered nearby, correcting dialect and cadence with soft touches.

“Not 'the tide came angry,' child,” murmured one mother. “It came grieving.”

Merrin Sowl moved among the crowd with purpose, storm jacket half-zipped, grease-dark hair pulled back. Her eyes flicked toward the beacon every few seconds, watching its rhythm as if tracking a pulse about to misfire.

It was already misfiring.

The rotation was off by half a second. The flare dimmed at the peak instead of brightening. She made a mental note to check the calibration couplers in the morning.

Eslara arrived in silence.

Her cloak rustled softly—thinner than it once was, the threads losing stiffness with age. She knelt at the center, lowering the unmarked chant-stone onto the pulse-drum’s hide. The drum was eel-leather stretched taut, painted with resonance tiers in mirrored arcs. Twelve stones surrounded it, untouched.

She touched her forehead to the mat. Then she began.

“Before the tide gave us voice,” she intoned, “it gave us silence to measure it.”

The crowd responded, heads bowed.

“And when the name of salt was forgotten,” she continued, “the tide returned not as water, but silence.”

The third stanza approached.

She faltered.

“They built the light to warn the...”

She stopped.

No word arrived.

Her eyes flicked to the drum. To the blank stone. To the beacon.

––––––––
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⟁

IT PULSED. BLUE.

A shiver moved through the crowd. Some children looked up. One began to cry but didn’t understand why.

Eslara found her footing.

“They gave their names to memory. And memory gave them voice.”

She finished. A final beat sounded across the drum.

Fog crept closer...

––––––––
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THE PLATFORM EMPTIED gradually. No one spoke of the skipped line.

It was impolite to notice when an archivist forgot.

That was the myth’s work, after all: to protect the village from the Silence by giving shape to forgetfulness. One forgotten glyph did not spell collapse. Not yet.

Eslara stood watching the sea, her eyes unfocused.

Merrin approached quietly.

“You stumbled,” she said.

Eslara did not turn.

“It wasn’t mine to speak.”

––––––––
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☍

“YOU’VE SPOKEN THAT stanza thirty-two times.”

“Perhaps that’s why it left me.”

Merrin frowned.

“The stone was blank?”

“Gone.”

“Could be erosion. Or pressure-slick. You’ve carried it for years.”

Eslara finally turned.

“If erosion steals the name, it would leave trace. This was smooth. Clean. A forgetting.”

Merrin said nothing.

The beacon above pulsed again. Slow. Blue. Unmistakable.

Eslara looked up.

“That’s a burial hue.”

“Or mourning. Or breach,” Merrin muttered. “Couplers must be drifting. I’ll recalibrate tomorrow.”

Eslara touched the edge of the pulse-drum.

“No drift. Not mechanical. It’s rhythm responding.”

“To what?”

“To what I forgot.”

––––––––
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∴

(Signal refracted through absence)

THEY STOOD TOGETHER, watching the light vanish into mist. A child’s voice echoed from the cliff path, singing the first line of the Rite—not in northern dialect, but southern.

“Before the tide gave us shadow...”

Eslara flinched.

––––––––
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HER COTTAGE LAY TUCKED into a ravine where fog pooled before dissipating into sea-air. Inside, she lit her cobalt lantern—its hue steady tonight, matching the beacon’s tone. On her shelf, chant-stones sat in sand-filled cradles, arranged not by myth but by emotion: grief on the left, joy near the hearth, longing at the far window.

She placed the blank stone into a basin of salted water.

Then whispered:

“Tell me who I was, so I may return.”

No voice replied.

She opened her personal ledger, the archive’s scroll stitched from synth-silk. Her entries blurred together. Twice last month, she had written:

The tide remembers only what we forget first.

Unprompted. Repeated.

She didn’t remember doing so.

A knock came at the door.

It opened without waiting.

It was Fen—a child from Drell’s Bluff Orphan House. No older than nine. Silent, like all the dream-marked. He held out a scrap of parchment.

It bore a spiral—identical to one etched faintly into the basin’s surface where the chant-stone now rested.
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⌰

(Symbol of myth seeded before recognition)

SHE TOOK IT SLOWLY.

Fen didn’t speak.

Then he turned and walked into the mist.

––––––––
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THAT NIGHT, ESLARA fell into a deep sleep as if swallowed by fog.

She did not dream in images or memory, but in motion.

She stood barefoot on a shoreline that stretched forever, though no waves moved and no wind stirred. The sea was black glass, smooth as thought. Her feet pressed glyphs into the sand with every step—each one pulsing faintly, then vanishing as she moved.
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⧖

(Language rearranging the self)

OVERHEAD, THE STARS rearranged themselves—not as constellations, but as fragments of language. Vowels arced across the sky in sweeping spirals, consonants nested in distant moons. The sky hummed—not with sound, but with attention.

She walked toward the water.

The tide did not recede, nor did it rise. It listened.

Far across the glass horizon stood a structure she had never seen yet somehow recognized—a tall beacon of spiral steel, humming with pulse-light that flickered blue, then violet, then a color she could not name. From its apex, a lattice extended skyward like a signal thrown in reverse. At its base, machines turned slowly, not with gears or pistons, but with memory.

She blinked, and the tower split—shattering into six identical versions of itself, each layered atop the other in floating thirds.

From the center tower emerged several children.

They were faceless, or perhaps their faces were shifting too quickly to perceive. They had no mouth, yet Eslara knew they had spoken. Their arms extended not in gesture, but in invitation. Around them, glyphs spiraled outward—some familiar, others echoing shapes she had once dreamed as a child but never dared record.
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