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The Mist and the Memory

The morning mist lay thick over the village of Rhistel, clinging to every rooftop and winding path like a forgotten dream refusing to fade. Liora stepped outside her small cottage, wrapping her shawl tighter against the cold. The silence was heavy, broken only by the occasional creak of timber or the distant hoot of an unseen owl. Her breath fogged before her, and the weight of the unseen pressed gently on her chest.

She walked slowly down the gravel path, her boots crunching softly underfoot. Though she had taken this path a thousand times, it felt unfamiliar today, like walking through a story half-remembered. Every branch and stone felt placed with intention, as if whispering of an ancient past. The mist swirled at her feet, curling around her legs like it recognized her, like it had been waiting.

Liora’s fingers grazed the wooden fence by the herb garden. The scent of dried thyme and lavender still clung to the air, stubborn against the cold. Her grandmother had planted those herbs—had whispered tales of forgotten realms and magic sealed beneath the veil of mist. As a child, Liora had believed those stories. As a woman, she feared they were more truth than tale.

Inside the village square, only a few figures moved. The blacksmith’s forge was quiet. No sound of hammer on iron rang through the morning. The baker’s shop was closed, its windows dark. Even the well in the center of the square stood still, untouched. It was as if the entire village held its breath, watching, waiting for something to shift. Something inside her told her that shift would begin today.

She approached the stone well, her fingertips brushing the worn edge. Stories said it was older than the village itself—built before the mist ever came. They said if one listened closely, the well would echo back the voices of those lost in the fog. Liora closed her eyes and leaned in, listening. There was only silence, but her heart quickened nonetheless. The silence felt alive.
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