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A Safe Place 
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Drifting notes of a gentle song. Light and carefree, it danced on soaring wings. Humming with the rough stone surface that tucked around her soft, white feathers. Wrapped around her form in an earthen embrace. 

This place, this little gift from Rhenumbrea, perfectly and preciously her own. 

Perfectly tucked away from the rest of the world, the entrance just big enough for a cub-chick like herself. The entrance became a window of the gorgeous sky above. Big enough to feel free, sheltered enough to hide her from the wind and sand’s bite. 

On good days, and in bad, this little pocket of earth welcomed her. Carved out a little place for her to sit and breath in peace. Listening quietly to her gentle, beating heart and softly whispering back in response. Hearing her song, and making her not so alone. 

The walls vibrated, the whistling voices echoed. The earth sang back to her. Here in this place, she wasn’t alone. She curled up tight, and sighed at peace. Her young heart blissfully unaware. The cub-chick must grow.
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Memories of You
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I remember when you first entered my shop. Panting and gasping with wild eyes- you looked like you’d escaped a ghost.

When the searching guard had passed, you settled down, and stopped to view my wares. Cast a hand reverently across creations of stonework and pewter, amazed when I said the work was all my own.

You broke a vase- and you must have thought it was sacred for how you were inconsolable you were at its fracture. Perhaps it was a divine instrument since it gave you an excuse to stay.

As I cleaned up the mess, you plied me with questions, and I filled you with answers. I remember so clearly, how your eyes sparkled in awe and grief, caressing the broken shards and admiring the shattered glaze...

Goddess or no, I said, I expect you to make it up. I could have just asked you to pay, but then... I was a selfish, little creature. I insisted you help make the new one instead.

I remember your first time with the clay. Your moon-white feathers littered with earthen clumps. I’m sure unsure of how you managed to spill it down your back. 

You were terrible- squashing each attempt with your heavy-handed thumbs. But you’d delighted, and you’d persevered. 

Your first piece was (supposed to be) a simple cup. The bottom fell off. You said it was an artistic piece- ‘unquenchable’ I titled it. You nearly knocked over half of my workshop from laughing so hard. And, well... I could hardly let you get away with leaving me to fix them alone, could I?

A dozen broken pots- a dozen little excuses to see you again. I wish those days could have been bound to our own perfect piece of eternity. Sadly, it was not to be.

The day they pronounced you dead... It still shakes my heart to this day. I sneaked out amidst the vigils, and found you amongst the dunes. No shelter- no comfort- no company. You sobbed into my shoulder, and we curled by the fireside, with each other as our only light... I wasn’t sure the dark would ever bow to dawn.

But pass the shadows did, and look how you rose, my most radiant star. More than a goddess, you became a shelter for the lost and abandoned, a beacon of hope and love. My darling, I am so... so proud.

I confess... I almost did not go to find you, that day amongst the dunes. But not a day goes by that I don’t thank the gods and goddesses for the courage chase my heart. Not once do I miss the life that would have been: staying in that little shop- never to have another pot broken... how miserable a life I would have had.

Rest assured, my beloved goddess, not even my cowardice could keep me from you... and I will cherish every moment, as we live and breathe.

Know that through the darkest days, when the world offers me it’s cruellest trials- when my thoughts turn against me, and my mind becomes too much to bear.

It is the past that I turn to, so that I may find my memories of you.
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Sisters- Oh Brother
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“There you are, you little escape artist. I was looking all over for you.”

The young griff called into the night, she’d full grown into her adult feathers, but was still growing into her adult body. The world had taken on a dusky hue, lit only by the town’s few outdoor hearths, peppering the middle distance with little specs of amber, and the pale light of the night’s eternal companion.

She hadn’t been expecting to find her little sister on top of these earthen roofs- mooning over the spread of their hollow, dune homes like a lovelorn yearling. What, she’d been back two days, and the younger had already had enough of her?

Rida had been looking forwards to visiting home from her Akartarr peregrination, for around two or three rainfalls now. She’d been able to do little more than exchange letters for far too long. The Hunter’s grounds were great, but she’d been getting restless for a taste of home.

She’d been so excited to see how her obnoxious, little squawk had grown- a sentiment that’d seemed to be echoed back in the youngster’s writing. But now, well. It seemed her younger sister was bored of her already. It was strange- she wasn’t usually the ‘hiding up on the roof’ type.
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