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            On Memory & Legacy

"Roots remember what branches forget; in their silence lies the story of all beginnings."

On Courage

"Hope is not born of safety, but of standing in the shadow of ruin and daring to heal."

On Balance

"Power that seeks only to conquer turns to ash; power that listens becomes life."

On Time & Redemption

"Three thousand years may bury a heart, yet a single act of faith can make it beat again."
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Prologue
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Three thousand years ago, the ancient Shu civilization, with the Bronze Sacred Tree as its axis, forged the Mirror Shu Kingdom—a realm where reality and the spirit world intertwined. The lifeblood that sustained both worlds was the ever-flowing Source Flow. Yet, a cataclysm born of greed and ambition, known as the Great Annihilation, reduced nearly everything to ruin. The Sacred Tree withered, the Source Flow ran dry, and the power of Guixu, like a creeping shadow, began to devour all remaining life.

Three millennia later, beneath the Sanxingdui ruins in the mortal world, a dark tide began to stir once more. A young girl, Ayue, burdened with the fate of the "Child of Bronze," awoke amidst the ruins of the Mirror Shu Kingdom. In her hand, she held the Golden Scepter, now whole again, but with it came a responsibility far greater than she could have ever imagined. In the world of reality, her dearest friend, Xingyu, and her father, Old Shi, discovered that the museum had fallen under the control of a mysterious power. A ritual centered on the "Mask of Annihilation" was secretly underway, a ritual intended to draw the power of Guixu into their world.

The barrier between the two realms began to crumble. Random spatial fissures, uncontrolled storms of energy, the reawakened spirits of the ancient Shu dead... all signs pointed to a single, horrifying truth: the Heart of the Sacred Tree—the true wellspring of the Source Flow—was dying.

Guided by the Pit Guardian, Shipan, and the legacy of the Jade Crafter, Ayue had to journey deep into the root system of the Sacred Tree and confront the "Heart of the Sacred Tree," now corrupted by Guixu. Meanwhile, in the real world, Xingyu and Old Shi had to risk everything to unravel the conspiracy of Qin Li and Chimang and stop the completion of the "Termination Ritual."

This was a war that spanned dimensions, a trial of memory, legacy, and sacrifice. As the boundary between reality and the mirror world blurred, as the shadow of Guixu fell over both realms, Ayue and

her companions had to make a choice—to watch as everything spiraled towards its end, or to ignite the last embers of hope and awaken that which had long been slumbering...
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Chapter One: Embers and Glimmers
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The air was still thick with the acrid stench of clashing energies, mingled with the peculiar, musty odor of Guixu—a scent like the end of all things. Ayue coughed violently, each breath a searing pain in her chest. She knelt on the ground, her hands clenched tightly around the now-complete Golden Scepter. The Sun Disc at its tip was no longer dim; a gentle yet immense power, like warm blood, flowed through her palms, merging with her own Source Flow and soothing her nearly depleted meridians.

But this warmth could not entirely dispel the chill in her heart or the profound exhaustion that wracked her body. The cataclysmic battle with Lu Huaisha had drained her of almost all her strength and spirit.

"Ayue! Are you all right?" Shipan's anxious voice cut through the haze, laced with a pain he could not suppress. He struggled to rise, but the wound on his leg and the backlash from over-exerting his bloodline's power sent him stumbling, nearly causing him to fall again. The glow of the Mark of Chen on his chest was as faint as a candle in the wind, his face ashen.

"I'm... I'm fine..." Ayue's voice was terribly hoarse. Using the scepter for support, she managed to get to her feet. Her eyes swept across their surroundings—a scene of utter devastation. The already dilapidated main chamber of the Sacred Tree's roots had been ravaged by the recent energy storm. Broken bronze roots, like the limbs of a colossal beast, twisted towards the void. The ground was scarred with blackened marks and craters from the impacts. The remains of the dark bronze guardians and Soul Devourers controlled by Lu Huaisha were slowly dissolving into a foul-smelling black smoke.

And not far away, Jade Granny lay motionless on the ground, her breath so faint it seemed it might extinguish at any moment.

"Granny!" A knot of dread tightened in Ayue's chest. She staggered towards her.

Ignoring his own injuries, Shipan scrambled to Jade Granny's side. The old woman's eyes were shut tight, the wrinkles on her face etched as if by a knife, her parched lips utterly bloodless. Her life force had been forcibly drained, and the backlash from a broken ward had left her utterly spent.

Without a moment's hesitation, Ayue raised the scepter, aiming the Sun Disc at Jade Granny. She closed her eyes, forcing away all distracting thoughts, and tried to recall the gentle sensation of the scepter's power as it had healed the roots before.

"Please... please help her..." she whispered, a prayer directed perhaps to the scepter, or perhaps to some unseen presence in this desolate world.

The scepter seemed to understand. A soft, golden light, gentle as the dawn, flowed from the Sun Disc and washed over Jade Granny. The light was not intense, but it held an ineffable vitality and soothing power. Where it passed, the strange black veins beneath the old woman's skin, a result of the broken ward, slowly melted away like ice in the sun. Her furrowed brow seemed to relax, and her breathing grew a fraction stronger.

But a fine sheen of cold sweat broke out on Ayue's own forehead. Healing was far more taxing than destruction; she had to control the output of energy with extreme precision, terrified that the slightest misstep might harm the old woman's fragile life force. She had endured a great battle, and now her head throbbed, dark spots dancing before her eyes.

"That's enough... Ayue... stop for now..." Shipan saw her struggle and quickly intervened. "Granny's condition has stabilized, but you can't afford to use any more of your strength!"

Only then did Ayue slowly lower the scepter. Her body swayed, and Shipan caught her in time.

"We have to leave this place..." Ayue gasped, her eyes scanning the silent ruins. "The commotion was too great... it will attract other things soon..." She couldn't be sure if Lu Huaisha had other traps laid, or if Chimang's minions were on their way.

Shipan, with great difficulty, lifted the unconscious Jade Granny onto his back. Ayue, leaning on the scepter, forced herself to scout ahead. The complete scepter granted her a sharper perception; she could "hear" the subtle sounds of the energy flows around them—mostly whimpers and silence. But in one distant direction, there seemed to be a faint, yet relatively stable, pulse of energy, like a single firefly in the darkness.

"This way," Ayue pointed, and the two of them limped onward, navigating the labyrinth of giant, bronze roots.

With every step, Ayue felt the agony of the Sacred Tree beneath her feet more clearly through the scepter. It was a deep, bone-aching decay, a slow march towards death. The depletion of the Source Flow was like a body with dried-up veins, while the corruption of Guixu clung to it like a festering disease, relentlessly spreading. The scepter resonated with a warm thrum, a gesture of comfort, but also a heavy weight of responsibility settling upon her heart.

At last, after avoiding several still-sizzling energy fissures, they found a hidden cave. The entrance was concealed by a few naturally formed bronze rocks and glowing vines. The space inside was small but dry and stable. In a corner lay some rotted animal hides and crude stone tools, seemingly the remnants of a temporary shelter left by some ancient Pit Guardian.

They carefully laid Jade Granny down. Shipan, exhausted, slumped against the wall, panting heavily as he tended to his leg.

Ayue walked to the entrance and, by the faint light of the vines, raised the scepter once more. She sank her will into it, trying to spread its gentle power like ripples on a pond, softly blanketing the cave's mouth.

As the energy flowed, the glowing vines seemed to drink it in, growing thicker and more vibrant, almost completely obscuring the entrance. A nearly invisible golden shimmer flickered for a moment, forming a simple ward of concealment and warning.

Having done this, Ayue finally let out a breath. The tension in her nerves eased slightly, and a wave of boundless fatigue washed over her. She slid down the cold rock wall, her gaze falling upon the scepter in her hands, the object that had changed her destiny.

It was no longer broken, but glorious and sacred. Yet, Ayue felt no joy, only a profound weight. She had won a battle, but she was far from winning the war. The Sacred Tree was still dying, Chimang still lurked in the shadows, her friends in the real world were in unknown peril, and Lu Huaisha's betrayal had filled her with a wariness and sorrow for this world that she could not put into words.

Outside the cave was an endless, oppressive lead-grey sky and a silent, slowly crumbling world.

Inside, there were three battered survivors and a newly whole Golden Scepter, now burdened with the task of saving a world. A faint light glimmered in the ruins, but the embers had not yet died. The long and arduous road had only begun.
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Chapter Two: Ripples in Reality
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The sharp, antiseptic smell of disinfectant pierced through the fog in Xingyu's mind, pulling her from a chaotic darkness.

She snapped her eyes open to the monotonous white of a hospital ceiling. After a moment of disorientation, memories flooded back like a broken film reel—the shrill chime of the Bronze Bird Bell, Ayue's terrified face before she vanished, Qin Li's cold, scrutinizing gaze, and her own desperate act of pouring all her will into... something.

"Ayue!" she cried out instinctively, trying to sit up, but a violent wave of dizziness sent her reeling. Her temples throbbed as if pierced by an awl. Only then did she notice the IV drip in her arm, a profound weakness suffusing her limbs.

"Lass! You're awake! Don't move, don't move!" A familiar, anxious voice, thick with a Sichuan accent, spoke up.

Xingyu turned her head with difficulty and saw Old Shi's face, lined with exhaustion and bloodshot eyes, leaning over her. He looked as if he had aged ten years overnight, the wrinkles at the corners of his eyes frighteningly deep.

"Uncle Shi... Ayue, she..." Xingyu's voice was dry and raspy.

Old Shi's expression darkened instantly. He shook his head heavily, his fist unconsciously clenching the bedsheet. "She's gone... not a trace at the scene... it's like... like she vanished into thin air..." His voice filled with a sense of helplessness and suppressed anguish. "They're saying it was an equipment malfunction that caused infrasound, leading to mass hallucinations and temporary blackouts... What a load of bull!"

He practically spat the last sentence through gritted teeth, a vein throbbing on his forehead. His daughter had disappeared right under his nose, in a heavily guarded museum, and he could do nothing. The feeling was driving him mad.

Xingyu's heart sank. She struggled to explain, "No, Uncle Shi, it wasn't a hallucination! It was the bell, it..."

"I know, I know," Old Shi cut her off, his voice dropping to a cautious whisper as he glanced towards the door. "While you were unconscious, that Professor Qin came to 'visit'. He was fishing for information about your research notes and hinted that you shouldn't spread any more 'unfounded rumors'... His people have practically taken over the entire underground area of the museum."

then, the door to the ward opened. A man in a white coat with a cold demeanor walked in—it was Qin Li. He was followed by someone who looked like an assistant. "Miss Xingyu, you're awake. How are you feeling?" Qin Li's tone was flat, devoid of any real concern, more like a routine inquiry. His sharp eyes swept over Xingyu's pale face, finally settling on the notebook on her bedside table, its edges slightly scorched.

Xingyu instinctively covered the notebook with her hand and forced a calm reply, "Thank you for your concern, Professor Qin. I'm a little dizzy."

"This incident has had a significant impact. The museum and the higher-ups are taking it seriously," Qin Li said, getting straight to the point, his tone carrying an unchallengeable authority. "For safety reasons and for the subsequent investigation, the Bronze Hall and all related underground research labs will be closed for an indefinite period of maintenance. All data related to this 'anomalous energy fluctuation' will be handed over to our expert team for unified analysis."

He tilted his head slightly, signaling to his assistant, who immediately stepped forward and handed a document to Old Shi.

"Technician Shi, this is a notice of your temporary transfer from your current post to cooperate with the follow-up inquiries. Please put aside your restoration work for the time being and fully cooperate with our investigation." Qin Li's voice was icy. "As for you, Miss Xingyu," he turned his gaze back to her, "you are still weak and need to rest. As for those immature speculations and unverified folkloric symbols, it's best not to waste your energy on them for now. Leave the professional matters to the professionals."

It was a blatant warning and a stripping of her research rights.

Old Shi's face turned ashen. The hand holding the document trembled with rage, but he was powerless to act, constrained by the man's status and authority.

Xingyu's heart pounded. Beneath Qin Li's seemingly calm gaze, she felt an extreme coldness and a desire for control. He wasn't here to find the truth; he was here to cover it up and monopolize every possible avenue that might lead to it.

"I understand, Professor Qin," Xingyu said, lowering her eyes to hide the emotion in them. "I'll rest well."

Qin Li seemed pleased with her compliance. He nodded. "Good. I wish you a speedy recovery." With that, he nodded once more and departed with his assistant, giving them no further glance.

The door closed, and a heavy silence once again descended upon the room.


After a long moment, Old Shi slammed his fist on the edge of the bed with a dull thud. "The audacity!"



But Xingyu slowly looked up. Though her eyes were still filled with weakness, a stubborn flame had been kindled within them. She gently opened the scorched notebook, her fingers tracing the beak-shaped sigil. "Uncle Shi, the more he tries to hide it, the closer we are to the truth." Her voice was soft but unyieldingly firm. "Ayue must be out there somewhere, waiting for us. They've sealed the museum, but they can't seal off all the clues."

She looked out the window. The city skyline looked peaceful and ordinary under the afternoon sun, but Xingyu knew beneath that calm facade, a crisis concerning two worlds was quietly brewing.

The ripples in the real world had only begun to spread. And they would not, could not, sit idly by.
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Chapter Three: The Jade Crafter's Legacy
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The light in the shelter was dim, with only a few sickly green rays filtering through the vines, along with the steady, warm golden glow from the Golden Scepter, barely keeping the oppressive darkness at bay.

Jade Granny's breathing, once as faint as a silken thread, had finally evened out, though it remained deep and labored. Ayue dared not use the scepter's power for a deeper healing, as both she and Shipan needed time to recover from their own wounds and exhaustion. She placed the scepter gently beside the old woman, allowing its gentle energy field to continuously nourish her depleted life force.

Shipan had crudely cleaned and bandaged his leg with some rotted hide and water. The sharp pain made his forehead break out in a cold sweat, but he clenched his jaw and made no sound. For the last apprentice of the Pit Guardians, enduring pain was almost an instinct.
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