
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Lord of the Earth

“The events described in this book may be entirely fictional, or they may be unfolding somewhere in the world—perhaps right where you live. What matters is that these stories could be happening very close to you, maybe even right beside you. If that’s the case, then this book is actually describing you.”

İbrahim Sarı

01.07.2025

© Copyright 2025 Haven Publisher. All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, published, or distributed in any form or by any means, including electronic media, without prior permission.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Preface

[image: ]




This book began as a field notebook and a superstition.

The notebook held sketches of terraces and culverts, shopping lists for o-rings and shade cloth, measurements in the margins where coffee had tried to edit the numbers. The superstition was simpler: that places remember kindness if you repeat it. Pour the first dirty minutes of rain into a little room and the river will speak more gently. Tip a fence into the winter wind and the snow will wait for June. Hang an amber sleeve on a lamp and the moths will live to tell the owls what they saw.

I have worked with farmers and foresters, road crews and station managers, range wardens and schoolchildren. They taught me that most “miracles” are boring rituals done on time by people who agree on thresholds written where hands arrive. If there is a theology here, it is made of pegs on boards, bells on beams, and the soft courage of maintenance.

You will meet four guides—Arven of earth, Selora of water, Ignar of fire, Aerya of air. They are not saviors; they are ways of paying attention. Arven listens to ground with a telling-stone; Selora measures without making numbers cruel; Ignar carries fittings and jokes in equal quantities; Aerya ties wind to signals that travel farther than speeches. With them stand local stewards—people who already belong to a place and want to belong to it better. Around them pad the clever-pawed folk, leaving small clay tiles that distill each lesson into a picture a child can memorize.

This is a novel of verbs. Chapters are named for what a place can learn when neighbors conspire with it. An orchard learns to cast its own shade. A rail corridor learns to drink the first flush. A desert lake learns to wear a fringe. Hills learn to walk the contour; snow learns to wait; a cistern learns to keep; a culvert learns to behave like a creek; a burn scar learns to hold its first rain. In the last chapter, a watershed learns the most difficult verb of all: to say we.

If you have come only for story, you will find owls and o-rings in the same sentences, drift stakes and dragonflies on the same page. If you have come for practice, each chapter closes with an Author’s Note—plain guidance, sizes and cautions, the kind of specificity that keeps repairs from becoming legends. These notes are invitations, not prescriptions. Places differ. Soils remember different winters. Laws have their own weather. Bring your own judgment and your own neighbors.

A few suggestions for reading and use:

Read with a pencil. Circle thresholds that might fit your place; cross out the ones that don’t; write better ones on the wall.

Start small. A first-flush diverter, a level sill, a shade net that drops on heat. Many small verbs, repeated, will teach a landscape a new grammar.

Make it public. Put numbers where hands arrive. The opposite of secrecy is resilience.

Let children be crew. If they can carry a stake or a DPD strip, they can carry the future; they’ll also remind you why you started.

This book owes its bones to many teachers: orchardists who know where noon hides, road foremen who don’t let pipes pretend to be rivers, canal tenders who count fair, elders who can smell a crest an hour away, and children who name salamanders faster than adults can say “closure.” It owes its pulse to places that forgave experiments, to languages that taught me verbs that can be shared, and to the stubborn mercy of schedules kept in bad weather. A note on safety and scale: nothing here asks you to be reckless. Where loads, slopes, currents, or chemistry can turn serious, seek skilled hands and local codes. Prefer many small to one big; prefer porous to solid; write overflow on purpose. If you must choose between a hero and a calendar, choose the calendar—and the person who will move the peg tomorrow.

You may notice the bells. They ring four ways: once for wind/heat/rain-minute, twice for water walking, thrice for fire thinking, and four times for we. They are my way of admitting that information must travel as gracefully as water if work is to arrive on time. You may also notice the tile language—little pictograms that make instruction portable and memory durable. Borrow them. Improve them. Send me your better versions; the best stories are those that edit their authors. Why “The Lord of the Earth”? Because the old title likes to test our reflexes. If you look for a single crowned figure you will be disappointed. The “lord” is a plural schedule—a ledger of ordinary acts, agreed upon, repeated, and shared. 

Where a place works without a hero, reverence has already come and gone and set up a bench.

May this novel be useful in two directions: toward the imagination that keeps us moving when the work is heavy, and toward the checklists that keep us honest when the wind changes. If it sends you outside to brush a leaf screen before the first storm, to re-tie a drift fence, to hang an amber sleeve that lets moths live and bats eat—if it helps you write we in any tongue—then it has done its job.

I wrote the last pages in a meadow where four ridges lean together like friends. The telling-stone cooled and did not glow again. Children used it as a seat while filling out the ops board. A bell rang once, then twice, then not at all, because sometimes the best news is silence and a schedule kept.

Thank you for reading, and for whatever small verb you repeat after you close this book.

— İbrahim Sarı
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This is a novel that carries a toolkit in its pockets.

The Lord of the Earth unfolds where fable meets fieldwork. Its pages are full of owls and o-rings, hawk feathers and headloss gauges; its sentences drift between myth and measurement without apology. At its center walk four guides—Arven (earth), Selora (water), Ignar (fire), Aerya (air)—who arrive not as saviors but as habits of attention. They listen, test, stake, notch, and calibrate until places begin to “learn” verbs: an orchard learns to cast shade, a culvert learns to behave like a creek, a burn scar learns to hold its first rain. Around them stand local stewards—farmers, wardens, foremen, station keepers—whose hands already belong to the land and want to belong to it better. And padding at the margins are the clever-pawed folk, leaving small clay tiles that turn each lesson into a picture a child can carry.

How the book is built

Chapters are titled as vows: “The ___ That Learns to ___.” Each opens with a scene—weather, work, people—and closes with an “Author’s Note” that compresses the craft into plain guidance: sizes, placements, thresholds, cautions. The alternation is deliberate. Lyric makes you care; specification lets you act. Over seventy chapters the pattern becomes a rhythm you can keep time to: diagnose → design → do → document.

Certain motifs stitch the book together:

The telling-stone, Arven’s way of listening to ground—an emblem for observation before intervention.

Four bells, Aerya’s signal code: once for wind/heat/rain-minute, twice for water walking (crests, levels), thrice for fire thinking, four times for we.

Ignar’s bins, full of fittings and pins—the humble hardware of continuity.

Selora’s field kit, which insists that numbers be kind and useful.

Tiles, the shared pictograms that make knowledge portable: a wattle with buried ends, a lens cell with ripples, an arch with a salamander ledge.

These recur not as props but as governance: the book’s true hero is a schedule pinned where hands arrive.

What the book is about

On its face, this is a pilgrimage through damaged places—orchards and rail corridors, desert lakes and terraces, high pastures, cisterns, culverts, burn scars—each taught a new verb. Underneath, it is an ethic of stewardship written as story: many small acts, repeated in public. Spectacle yields to maintenance. Solutions prefer porous to solid, span to stuff, many small to one big, overflow planned to failure improvised. Children are crew; thresholds are common knowledge; drills beat speeches.

The title plays a trick. If you open the book expecting a crowned figure, you will meet instead a plural grammar. 

The “lord” here is a civic muscle memory—the ledger of ordinary commitments that outlive names. By the end, the watershed itself learns to say we.

How to read it

You can read straight through and feel the slow turn from miracle to maintenance. You can also read modularly:

Working on water? Begin with the orchard’s casting, the rail’s first flush, the cistern’s promise, the arch that behaves like a creek.

Facing heat or wind? Find shade nets, lens cells, and the four bells that move hands on time.

After fire? Turn to the burn-scar chapter and its central rule: hold the first five minutes.

Building habits? Read the closing chapters, where thresholds are written on walls and bins are shared.

Bring a pencil. Circle thresholds that feel right for your place; cross out the ones that don’t; add better ones to your own board. 

The notes are invitations, not prescriptions. Climates differ; soils remember different winters; laws have their own weather. 

What must travel is the posture: observe, make room, plan the spill, write the number where everyone can see it, and ring the bell that brings neighbors.

What you will not find

You will not find a single master fix or a romance with catastrophe. You will not find secrecy praised. You will not find children sidelined. You will not find heroics asked for where a calendar would do. The book’s faith is quieter: if people share thresholds and tools, if they practice boring rituals when nothing is wrong, places learn to keep their promises when something is.

Why this matters now

We live in an age of long emergencies and short attention. This novel argues—gently, stubbornly—that attention can be lengthened by shared practice. A first-flush diverter armed before the first storm; a drift fence set 15–25H upwind so snow waits for June; a level-sill that turns a rush into a sheet; an amber sleeve that lets moths live and bats eat—these are not only techniques, they are ways of making time move at a human scale again.

If you come for story, there is plenty: dragonflies over glass, owls filing night reports, a stone that once warmed in the hand. If you come for practice, there is a literature of parts and placements. Most readers, I suspect, will come for both.

Turn the page. Listen for bells. Keep a bin of pins. And when you finish a chapter, consider brushing a leaf screen, labeling a valve, or teaching a child to read a drift stake. In a book that treats verbs as characters, that is how you join the cast.

1 — Whispers Beneath the Soil

The first voice Arven ever trusted did not belong to a person. It was the hush that rose from the ground when he pressed his ear to it—the grainy murmur of buried roots, the slow click of pebbles settling, and somewhere beneath that, a breath like the tide, though there was no sea for many days’ walk. His people called it the under-song. They said it belonged to no one and to everything.

Arven had listened since childhood. He knew the moods of clay and loam, could tell by the smell of turned earth whether rain would come by nightfall, whether the worms would rise or the moles would burrow deeper. But this morning, the voice under the ground was wrong. It came in broken strands, as if the world were trying on a language it had forgotten.

He knelt at the edge of the tilled field with his palms spread, fingers parted like roots. The soil was cool with dawn. His breath clouded and slipped away in the valley breeze. Above him, the ridge wore a scrim of mist; below, the village roofs waited for sun like closed flowers.

“Tell me,” he whispered. “What did we do to you?”

Wind ticked through the barley heads, giving no answer. Arven closed his eyes and sank. Not with his body—he had learned, long ago, how stillness could deepen—but with the mind that had been shaped by the patient grammar of stone. In the darkness behind his eyelids, layers assembled: humus, subsoil, clay; beneath that shale folded like sleeping wings; beneath that the slow, molten sleep of the planet. He imagined the pressure that turned leaf to coal, bone to limestone. He imagined the great creatures that had pressed their ribs into the bedrock of time and been forgotten.

The under-song met him there. It came like a whisper raised by a thousand tiny mouths.

—A cord, said the earth, straining. A cord frayed.

Arven did not move. He knew better than to pull too hard on a meaning. Meanings crumbled when you gripped them.

—Show me.

A sound like heavy silk being torn. A shiver ran through the soil, delicate enough that anyone else would have called it imagination. Arven traced it down-valley, across the narrow river that pebbled the light into a thousand coins, into the hillside beyond the ash grove. He saw a shape in the dark beneath the hill, not with the sight of his eyes but with the sense that belonged to roots and bones.

—What cord? he asked.

—The binding. Stone to water. Fire to air. The old braid that keeps the heart from stuttering.

The heart of what? Arven almost asked, but the question shamed him. It was the kind a child would ask after hearing his first story. The heart of the world, of course. He had lain on that heart in summer and felt it beating. He had asked it for mercy when his mother was sick and the winter nearly took her. He had never thought that it could... falter.

He opened his eyes. The sky had paled to opal; the first swallows darted, stitching the air with their quick thread. His palms were gritty; he rubbed them together and stood. The ash grove beckoned with its cool shade and its old rumor. That was where the first keepers had tied their bundles of herbs, where the children were brought to have their feet dusted with charcoal, so that they would learn to walk lightly. That was where the elders had set a stone upright in a circle of smaller stones and declared that the world had a spine.

Arven crossed the field and followed the narrow path along the river. Willow roots clutched the bank like fingers. The water had dropped; a strip of riverbed glistened with slick stones not usually seen except at the end of harsh summers. He felt the lack like a missing tooth.

At the grove, a girl stood with her back to him, her hair plaited with river grass. She was humming to herself, a tune like the thumb of a potter smoothing a rim.

“Nala,” Arven said.

She started and turned. “Arven.” She smiled, then frowned at his face. “You’re hearing them again.”

“Not hearing,” he said, with the old reflexive correction. “Listening.”

“Listening then. Your eyes go a little... not here.”

Arven stepped past her into the circle of stones. The upright was blackened with age; lichen stitched it with threadbare green. He put his palm against it and felt his heartbeat slow until it matched the stone’s imperceptible refusal to hurry.

“What did it say?” Nala asked.

“That a binding is frayed,” Arven said. “Stone to water. Fire to air.”

Nala chewed a blade of grass. “Which is to say everything. Our hearths have been sulking for days. The fire takes longer to catch. My aunt says the air’s too damp in the mornings, too dry by afternoon. The river...” She jerked her chin. “You saw.”

They stood in the hush that groves ask of people. Arven could have pretended it was a bad season, a cycle. It would be easier to say, It will pass. But the under-song had never warned him without reason. The world did not speak to the impatient.

He crossed to the far side of the circle. There, hidden beneath the tangle of ash roots, a shallow pit yawned—a knotted mouth in the earth. It was older than the village; older than the grove itself, so the elders said. Some claimed the pit led to a chamber with a ceiling of star-salt; others said it went nowhere, that it was a gesture carved into the ground, a memory of an opening.

Arven knelt and brushed away the leaf litter. The soil at the rim was puckered as if by old fire. He slipped his hand down and groped in the cool. His fingers met rock. Not just any rock. This was different: too smooth, too deliberate.

He worked it free. A stone the size of his palm lay in his hand, dark as a raven’s beak with a seam of pale quartz veining it like a frozen river. He had seen it before—everyone had. The elders called it a telling-stone. Once a year they set it in the center of the circle and watched which way the light chose it. If the dawn drew a line along the vein, they said it would be a year of water. If dusk did, they said fire. If both, a year of balance.

Now the stone was warm. He did not imagine it. Heat, faint but insistent, gathered along the quartz, as if some buried thing were breathing through it.

“Put it back,” Nala whispered.

Arven shook his head. “It wants to speak.”

He lay the stone flat on the earth. The seam faced the sky. He smoothed the soil around it and pressed the heel of his hand to the ground until his bones made a slow ache. The under-song rose like sap in spring.

—All cords are simple when they are new, said the earth. Twist any two together and they will hold for a while. But the long ages chew even bone to chalk. A braid must be rebraided.

“How?” Arven asked aloud. His voice sounded disrespectful in the hush; he dropped to a whisper. “How do we tie what I cannot lift? How do we bind what I cannot even see?”

—You do not bind it alone.

The under-song shifted. Arven did not so much hear as sense the presences that lay in it like the shadows of clouds on hills. The shimmer-clink of fish scales turning as one body; the hiss of coal finding air; the clean tear of a hawk’s wing through updraft. The other voices were not the earth’s, but the earth did not object to them. They came as if called.

Four names rose with the certainty of bedrock: Selora, who learned medicine from river bends and knew how to say hello to a wound without making it flinch. Ignar, who could hold a coal in his palm and not be burned, for he understood how patience was the first property of flame. Aerya, who listened to silence until it became a map. And Arven, who knew how to wait, which is a kind of courage earth teaches, because earth never forgets.

He drew a breath so deep it hurt.

“You have to go,” Nala said, not needing any of it explained to her. She had known him since before his memory began. She had gone looking for him when he hid in the hills after his father died and told him jokes until he wanted to live again. She would not say, Don’t.

“I have to find them,” he said.

Nala nodded, looking at the stone. “The river knows her,” she said. “And the wind knows its own. But where will you look for fire without being burned?”

“Where it has already burned,” Arven said, hearing the answer as he spoke it. “In the place where the mountains crack.”

Nala made a face. “The scarlands.”

He stood and tucked the telling-stone into his satchel. It pulsed once—a small heartbeat against his palm—and then lay still. He wanted to return it to the pit, to tidy the world back into the shape he knew, but the shape was already changed. He could be careful; he could be brave. He could not be both in the same hour.

The elders were waiting when he returned to the village. Word traveled quickly when it moved along the old paths. Grandmother Tamra, who had taught him the patience of clay pots that survived the fire by not hurrying it, sat on her stool beneath the eaves. Beside her, Heor the Miller wiped his hands on his apron, leaving pale flour prints like ghost leaves.

“You’re walking with your head somewhere else again,” Tamra said, squinting at him with eyes the color of ash.

“The ground says the binding is frayed,” Arven said. He did not dress it up. The elders disliked soft words for hard things.

Tamra grunted. “We know. The world is clumsy right now. It drops things it used to carry. The clouds forget their errands. The hearth fits no mood.” She slapped the stool beside her. “Sit and tell it to me in the way you were taught.”

He sat and told it, mapping the under-song into words that were never good enough. He said the names the ground had given him. He did not expect approval. Elders had an odd habit of pretending the world was less precarious than it was. It made them useful in winter.

Tamra surprised him by nodding. Heor surprised him more by closing his eyes, as if praying.

“It has been a long time since the cords needed hands,” Tamra said, “but that does not mean it has never happened. The world binds itself to itself most days. When it cannot, it asks those who will listen.” Her gaze dropped to his satchel. “You took the telling-stone.”

Arven lifted it out. In the shadow under the eaves, the quartz seam was a pale river frozen in moonlight. The elder reached out and tapped it with a knuckle. The vein flashed. Heor gasped.

“It answers,” Tamra said. “Then take it. There is a chamber under the ash grove where the earliest keepers once kept their bread and their pride. You’ll find a path there. It leads to a fault-cleft. Follow it until the stone sweats. Follow it until the air changes shape in your lungs. That’s where flame keeps its old letters.”

“You knew,” Arven said, not sure whether to be relieved or annoyed.

Tamra smiled, a dry thing with gentleness in it. “I know stories. The ground knows the rest. And Nala knows where you keep your fear.”

Heor thrust a small bundle into Arven’s hands. “Dried apples,” he said. “They travel well. And two river-stones, to remember how roundness happens.”

“Roundness?” Arven asked.

Heor shrugged. “Edges soften, given time. Even the hard ones.”

Arven bowed. He had no great speech. He went to his mother’s door and found it open. She stood at the hearth, coaxing a reluctant fire. The tinder took with a sullen breath.

“You won’t stop if I ask,” she said without turning.

“No,” he said.

“Then be what you are,” she said. “Quiet and stubborn.” She turned, wiped her hands on her skirt, and reached for his face. “And return with whatever is missing.”

He leaned into her palm for a heartbeat. All his listening could not tell him whether she was afraid. He did not ask her to be anything she was not. He had learned that mercy when he started to hear the under-song: to let each thing be itself.

Arven left at noon. The valley lay green under a sky that had forgotten its cloudwork. The path to the grove was a thin brown vein against the grass; beyond the grove the trail dwindled into deer tracks, fading where the hillside bowed into the old scar that split the country like a healed but aching wound. He moved with the gait patience gives: not slow, exactly, but setting each foot as if it were a word he wanted to mean.

At the ash grove he paused and knelt, palm to ground, greeting the roots. He whispered thanks to the trees for the shade, to the stones for the way they held heat after sunset. He ran his fingers along the lip of the old pit and then down into it, further than he had ever reached. The soil gave. Or perhaps it had always held an opening and he had not been ready to fit it.

His arm vanished to the elbow, then to the shoulder. He took a breath and let the rest of him follow. The earth made room around him with the courtesy it shows to seeds. He slid into a smell of damp and time. The light dwindled to a suggestion. When his feet found stone, he straightened carefully, and the small space opened around him like a lung inflating.

He stood at the top of a narrow stair wound with a mineral crust that glittered in the weak light spilling from the opening above. He lowered himself, one hand on the wall. The stone was slick. The air shifted—cooler, then warmer, then carrying a taste like a penny on the tongue. It was not wind. It was breath: the steady exhale of something very old.

The stair gave onto a tunnel with a roof low enough that he had to bow. He walked, counting his steps to calm the small animal of fear that woke in him when the passage narrowed. The telling-stone in his satchel thudded against his hip, picking up a rhythm. He could not tell if it matched his heart or if his heart had learned it.

After a time that had nothing to do with hours, the tunnel opened into a chamber. Arven stopped. It was not large, but it had the proportions of a room where important things were kept. The floor was pocked with small pools where water had stood and then gone away. The ceiling dripped slow stalactites that were less like teeth than like fingers pointing at the patience of drips. In the center of the room, a pillar of stone rose—a stalagmite grown fat on time—veined with the same pale quartz as the stone he carried.

He approached and, without quite choosing to, pressed the telling-stone against the pillar’s vein. The heat leapt between them like recognition. The chamber rang—not with sound, but with attention. It was as if a crowd had turned to look at him, though he was alone.

A line of light ran up the pillar and caught in the ceiling, skittering outward along hidden seams. The room bloomed in a low glow. Shapes emerged on the walls: carvings shallow as breath. Arven stepped closer and traced them with the back of his fingers so as not to insult them. A river curving into a spiral. A hand holding a coal. A feather with a hole through it where wind could sing. A seed, its coat split, a white root beginning to write itself into the dark.

“Selora,” he said softly to the river. “Ignar,” to the coal. “Aerya,” to the feather. He felt none of the grandness he had once imagined heroes must feel when pronouncing names. He felt, instead, like a student in a strange school, trying to learn the alphabet of the world before light failed.

The glow dimmed. The light did not go away; it retreated. It drew itself into a point on the far wall, a small star no wider than his thumbnail. He went to it. It pulsed. He touched the stone beside it and felt, under his skin, a direction. Not north or south. Not the tug of magnetism he had learned from a needle floating in a bowl of water. This was a tug that had nothing to do with sky. It tugged him toward a river he had not yet seen.

Arven stood very still. The small animal of fear had settled; in its place something older woke—a carefulness that was not reluctance. He slipped the telling-stone back into his satchel and bowed to the pillar. He bowed to the drip whose patience had built the room. He bowed to the empty pools where water was and would be again.

When he emerged from the grove, the light was slanting. The village roofs shone like scales. Nala waited by the path, a second bundle in hand.

“I knew you’d forget food,” she said. “And a blanket.”

“I didn’t forget,” he said. “I remembered the wrong things first.”

“Which is to say you forgot,” she said, with the softness of someone who would let him pretend otherwise if he needed to. She handed him the bundle. “I put in dried nettles. For tea. To remind you that some stings are worth it.”

They stood without speaking. He reached for her hand and then thought better of it. She reached for his and didn’t think at all. Their fingers fit, the way roots fit around a buried stone: making room for what is there, not trying to move it.

“I’ll follow the river,” he said. “If she exists where the wall told me, that’s where she’ll be.”

“She exists,” Nala said. “Rivers do. They just change names when they’re tired of being themselves.”

He smiled. She did not smile back. She squeezed his hand once and let go.

Arven set out as the first star appeared. The path was more suggestion than ground, but he had walked by less. The valley fell behind him; the scarlands rose, their old volcanic bones stripped of tenderness. He did not hurry. He did not dawdle. He walked with the gait the earth had taught him.

When the night finally took the light in its patient mouth, the under-song rose to meet his feet. He listened as he went, counting his steps not in numbers but in small promises he could keep: I will drink when I’m thirsty. I will rest when I am tired. I will watch where I place my feet. I will answer when the world speaks.

Behind him, the ash grove shifted in the breeze as if in sleep. Ahead, somewhere, a river rehearsed the language that would one day be Selora’s voice. Somewhere the first ember of Ignar’s courage was banked, waiting not for a spark but for the right breath. Somewhere Aerya dreamt maps no hand had drawn.

Arven walked toward them, the telling-stone warm at his side, the cords of the world humming with a need that sounded very much like hope.

Author’s Note — İbrahim Sarı

We begin in the soil because the soil is the oldest library. It keeps every leaf that ever fell, every bone that ever returned, and every footprint weather could not erase. Evolution is not only change across generations; it is the world’s habit of remembering what works and rewriting what does not. Arven’s gift is not magic but attentiveness—an ethic of listening that civilization often forgets as it grows loud.

The “binding” the earth names is both myth and practice. In myth, it is the braid of elements; in practice, it is our interdependence. Earth without water is sterility; water without air is silence; fire without any of them is ruin. When the under-song says the braid frays, I am thinking of our time—of rivers run thin, of air too proud to carry rain, of fires that do not know when to rest. Arven steps down into the old places not to master them but to ask how to serve. That, I believe, is the beginning of wisdom: to be quiet enough to hear the world ask for help, and honest enough to answer.
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Chapter 2 — The Awakening of Roots
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By the time the ridge shed its last shadow, Arven had reached the first of the scarlands. The green gave way in ragged breaths to stone—old lava petrified into shelves and knives, pumice light enough to float in a dream. The path, which had been a memory of deer and boots, became a suggestion. Under his soles, the ground changed grammar: from the soft syllables of loam to consonants cut by fire. He paused at a stand of shrubs that pretended to be trees, their leaves dulled with ash. The wind carried the smell of iron and something else—an old heat sleeping in the rock the way embers sleep in a kiln. He set down his bundles, drank from his flask, and let his hands rest on the ground. The under-song was thin here, as if the earth were embarrassed to speak about a scar it could not hide.

“I’m listening,” he said.

A long quiet. Arven waited past the fret of his own thoughts until the quiet was no longer an absence but a body. In that body, something moved.

—Hungry, the earth said at last. Not for food. For thread.

“Thread?”

The answer came not as words but as a feeling like fingers finding each other in the dark. Arven saw, with the part of him that lay patient under his ribs, a tangle of pale filaments weaving through the ground. They ran from root to root, plant to plant, the way gossip runs through a village and becomes truth because everyone is kinder when they are connected.

He opened his eyes. The shrubs shivered, though the wind had stilled. At the base of one, where the soil had slumped, a white web showed—delicate threads, not spiderwork but something quieter, older. Arven thought of bread dough when his mother fed it, how it puffed and took breath; of cheese left in a cloth until it grew its own sharp wisdom.

He knelt. Very gently, he brushed the soil aside. The threads recoiled, then returned to their shape, unalarmed. He had no knife, and if he had he would not have cut them. He took from his satchel a pinch of damp crumb from the ash grove—he had scooped it almost without thinking as he slid into the grove’s stair—and sprinkled it at the edge of the web.

The ground sighed. A tiny spurt of dampness rose from below, enough to darken the dust. The threads reached, tasted, and—this was fanciful, he would have said the day before—seemed to purr.

—Hungry for thread, the earth repeated. For the weaver that remembers.

“Fungus,” Arven said, using the herbwife’s word. “The mycelium.”

He had no scholar’s training, only what the elders passed down: that the forest spoke to itself through filaments too fine to pluck, lending sugar to the needy and warning of teeth. That once, long ago, people were wise enough to feed the network when fire or drought had thinned it. He had thought it a story for children. He was not a child, and the story was not finished.

From his bundle he took Nala’s nettles and Heor’s dried apples. He crumbled a sliver of apple into the soil, more offering than meal. The threads nuzzled the sweetness and, very slowly, whitened. The shrub lifted itself a thumb’s breadth, as if a string had been tightened under it.

Arven sat back on his heels. “You want me to... mend the weaver?”

No answer. Or rather, the answer was the shrubs themselves, whose leaves had turned their faces toward him as if he were a small sun. He lifted his gaze to the ridge. Beyond it the country broke open in seams—faults where the land had learned to speak in abrupt syllables. He would go there. But if the braid frayed, he could not tug only one strand. He could not call river and flame and wind and leave the roots dumb.

He remembered Grandmother Tamra’s old winter recipe, the one she used when seedlings drooped in the cold: a tea brewed not for mouths but for dirt. He set his kettle on three stones, coaxed a flame from the tinder that had resented him since morning, and boiled river water until its breath softened. Into it he dropped nettle, a pinch of powdered charcoal, a shaving from the telling-stone’s quartz vein (it felt wrong until the stone warmed in assent), and the crumbs of one more dried apple. He waited until the steam smelled of green and iron.

When he poured a thin ribbon along the line where the shrubs met the earth, the ground drank like thirst finally allowed to tell the truth. The threads woke. Not all, not even many, but enough that the under-song shifted from one voice to several.

—Hello, said the roots, in a hundred tiny greetings. Hello hello hello.

Arven laughed, the small, careful laugh of someone entering a room where a sleeping child has just turned over. “Hello.”

The roots did not speak in ideas. They spoke in associations: water, sugar, danger, shade. They told him, all at once, that somewhere to the east a spring tasted of copper; that a patch of moss under the next outcrop remembered snow; that a burrow ran through the roots of the far shrub where a creature with a soft skull and clever paws had made its nursery; that something under the stone to his left was wrong.

He set down the kettle and shifted the stone. Beneath it, the soil was tight, as if clenched. Arven pressed his fingers in and struck something hard. 

He dug carefully. His nails found a lattice of twigs bound with pitch, and within it a dark nest of seeds—brittle, petrified, salt-bitten.

“Why bury seeds in pitch?” he murmured.

A memory rose with the smell: a drought-years practice. In the worst seasons, elders had sealed away seed and story both, trusting the future with a blank they would later teach to sprout. But these were older than any drought he knew. 

Their pitch had cured to stone. The seeds had not died; they had simply refused the world for a very long time.

Arven lifted the little cage. The roots flexed. He understood without deciding: the lattice had been a knot in the network, a snag around which thread had snarled. He set the bundle aside and, with his thumb, worked a gap into the soil. He poured another ribbon of nettle tea into it and watched the white filaments reach. The ground relaxed in a way he felt in his knees.

—Hungry, the earth said again, but with a different tone now. Not desperate. Expectant.

A shadow crossed his hands. He looked up. A hawk turned, tilting the air with a motion so simple it could have been a thought. A single feather loosed itself and fell, spinning. Arven caught it. It had a neat hole where the shaft had cracked—a whistle someone had once blown, or a sign the wind had been practicing its own alphabets. He tucked it into his satchel beside the telling-stone. Aerya’s name breathed through his head without being spoken.

He shouldered his bundles. He did not bless the shrubs; he had nothing the network needed except attention and a second pouring. He gave both, then set out along a deer track that faded into the spine of a long-cooled flow. The rock underfoot rasped like an old man’s beard. Heat seethed up from fissures, not burning, but insistent—the ghost of a fever. By midday he had found the cleft Tamra had warned him about: a seam in the rock where the world admitted it had torn. The air there smelled of salt and stone-sweat. He lay on his belly and peered in. The crevice was wide enough for a narrow-shouldered man to slip through with care; beyond it, a dim hint of space, the way the light changes around a bend in a cave.

He slid in, inch by inch, bracing his palms on the rock so his weight would not overload the crack. The telling-stone warmed until its seam felt like a small sun at his side. The air cooled, then warmed again. He counted breaths the way one counts steps crossing a river, not to reach a number but to drop a rope for the mind. At last the cleft opened into a room shallower than the chamber under the ash grove but denser with time. A flow of basalt had frozen mid-spill across one wall; a crust of minerals made a sheen on the other like the inside of a seashell.

At the center, a root hung like a rope. It was too large to belong to any shrub. It had the girth of a young tree, and it moved—almost not at all, almost nothing, but enough that Arven’s pulse answered. It was not growing. It was breathing.

He approached. The root had forced its way through a seam in the roof, found the old cooled lava, and got lost. He touched it with the back of his hand. It was cool, then warm, then cool again: a pulse out of step with his own. The white threads clung to it like frost. He could not make them out clearly, only the suggestion of lace.

He wanted badly to do nothing. Doing nothing, he had learned, is a kind of courage. But under his hand the pulse faltered.

“Hungry?” he asked softly.

A whisper of scent—wet leaves, old wood—answered. He took the kettle, now cool, and dripped what remained onto the root where it met the rock. The mycelium brightened. He thought of snow in moonlight. 

He added a mouthful from his flask. The root steadied. And then something moved in the rock itself: a shiver along planes he could not see. A hairline crack widened the width of a hair more.

—There, the earth breathed. A loosened tooth.

He understood, not with his brain but with his bones, that the root had been pinned, its pathways kinked by pressure. A small shift would ease it; a hard shove would break it. He pressed his hand to the crack and waited. It did not widen. He tried again with his breath, exhaling slowly the way Tamra had taught him to cool a kiln too excited by its own heat.

Nothing. The old urge rose—make it happen, be the hero. He set it aside like a knife he chose not to pick up.

“Not alone,” he said, and heard his voice echo off the stone like a second man.

He set the telling-stone against the rock above the crack. Heat passed between them. He held the hawk feather in his other hand and blew, very gently, through the hole. A tone so soft it might have been imagined trembled the air. It was not music. It was a request.

The earth does not hurry, but sometimes it yields to a polite idea. The crack sighed wider—not enough to frighten the ceiling, just enough to let the root lift itself a finger’s width. The mycelium flared; the room cooled as if something had stopped clenching. Arven grinned like a child who had found a trick that did no harm and did some good.

—Hello hello, murmured the roots, miles of them now, the greeting running outward like dawn.

He sat with the root until his legs fell asleep. When he stood, his knees popped like twigs. He rested his forehead against the stone in gratitude. A single drop fell from the roof onto his neck, so cold it made him gasp.

Water.

It tasted faintly of iron and something like mint. He held the kettle under the slow drip and waited as it took the measure of his patience. In time it filled enough for a swallow. He drank and, without knowing why, laughed again. He knew where to go now. The drip would not have formed without a vein. The vein would not have flowed without a spring. Springs did not wander. They remembered.

He climbed out of the cleft backwards, careful as a beetle. Outside, the light had leaned west. He made a circle of stones and brewed another kettle of tea for the ground beneath the shrubs. He poured sparingly, then packed his things. As he shouldered his satchel, something bumped his hip. He reached in and drew out the telling-stone. A fine network of hairline lines had appeared around the quartz seam, not cracks but tracings, like rivers budding tributaries. He held it to the light. The tributaries all angled in the same direction—as roots tilt when the soil grows richer. East by a little south, toward the place where the hawk’s feather had fallen and where the air now had a faint gloss like humidity. He could almost hear water under the rock, arguing its slow case.

Arven followed the angle. As he walked, the shrubs passed the news along themselves. A lizard froze and let him step over it. A vole trilled from underground like a bell to mark his passing. He did not pretend that the network greeted him as a hero. It simply acknowledged him as a node, which was enough.

Near dusk, the scarlands broke on a bowl of ground where green had not yet admitted defeat. A copse of willows hunched there, too small to be a grove, too stubborn to be anything else. Between them, a spring showed, wearing a skin of copper where it pooled before running away under stone. Selora’s name came to him again, not like a prophecy now but like a memory from a life he had not lived.

He knelt, cupped his hands, and drank. The water was cold enough to reset his mouth. He rinsed the kettle and filled it. He gathered deadfall, apologized to each twig, and set a small fire. It caught after a sulk and then burned with the even temper of someone who had decided to be kind.

When the stars came, they came as if surprised to find him waiting. He lay on his back on the softest patch of earth he could find and let his eyes lose the edges between constellations. He had meant to think of plans and maps. Instead he thought of how the root had breathed. He thought of the feather’s tone. He thought of Nala’s hand in his.

Sometime in the small hours, he dreamed. He stood at the mouth of a cave that was also a throat. Water spoke from the dark. It did not use words. It touched his ankles, then his knees, then his hands when he reached for it. 

It tasted him and declared him acceptable. A woman stepped from the water—a woman whose hair was riverweed and whose eyes had the color of stones under current. She held a shard of glass that was not glass and pressed it to his chest. When he woke, the moon had rolled west and his skin over his heart was cool as if washed.

He sat up. The telling-stone warmed where it lay. Not hot; awake. He packed in the grey before dawn. He left the place better watered than he had found it, which in some lives would have been a whole legacy. For this day, it was a beginning.

As he set out, a breeze found the hole in the hawk’s feather and sang. It was not a tune he recognized. It did not need him to recognize it. It only asked him to keep walking in time.

The roots under the scarlands woke, one after another, slow as good bread rising. They did not shout. They did not demand. They exchanged sugars, traded warnings, and remembered. In remembering, they stitched back what had begun to fray.

Arven walked east by a little south toward the spring that had tasted of copper and mint, where a woman named Selora waited without knowing she was waiting—where the braid that tethered stone to water would accept his hands if he offered them without pride. 

He did not hurry. He did not dawdle. He walked in the measure of roots: forward, patient, remembering as he went.

Author’s Note — İbrahim Sarı

We call roots humble because they work in the dark and don’t ask the sky for praise. But humility is not smallness; it is accuracy. Roots understand that life is “between”—between soil and sky, water and leaf, memory and experiment. In ecology, mycelial networks literally connect plants, passing nutrients and signals. In myth, the same image becomes a parable of mutual aid. I imagine an ancient practice: feeding the ground as we feed ourselves, not as superstition but as maintenance.

Arven’s “awakening” is not magic in the sense of command; it is cooperation. He listens, offers modest nourishment, and resists the hero’s impulse to force. The root’s breath and the stone’s fine “tributary” tracings are my way of showing how systems respond: slowly, then suddenly; invisibly, then undeniably. If Chapter 1 asked us to hear the world’s need, Chapter 2 asks us to repair without conquest—one careful pour, one polite idea, one small easing at a time.
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Chapter 3 — Echoes of the First Stone
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Dawn came in copper and mint—the taste of the spring lingering on Arven’s tongue as if the water had left a mark. He refilled the kettle, bound his blanket, and followed the rill east by a little south. The valley’s green had ended the day before, but here a seam of stubborn life persisted: willow, rush, a throng of beetles lifting their lacquered backs to the light as though it were a blessing they had pledged to return.

The ground rose. The rill dwindled to a thread, then to a suggestion. The scars took over—flow upon ancient flow of basalt in organ-pipe columns, some toppled, some still standing, the crushed grey of pumice underfoot like stale bread. Arven’s boots scuffed up a fine dust that smelled of old fire cooled by patience.

He paused when the world changed pitch.

It was a small thing. A step; a different sound. Not thud, not scrape: a thin bell-note he felt in his teeth more than heard with his ears, the way a word can sit on the tongue even after it is spoken. He set his foot back where it had been. Thud. Forward again. The bell chimed, delicate as a pulse. He crouched and touched the stone. Basalt, yes—but this piece held itself like a secret. He tapped it with a knuckle. The note climbed the air and settled a finger’s width above his head, where it hung like a small star.

Arven smiled. He had played this game as a child with river pebbles: tapping them together to hear how roundness changed sound. 

But this was different. He rose and walked on, tapping now and then with the spine of his knife. Some stones sulked and refused him. Others rang, a chorus of thin bells that seemed to collect around his shoulders and then slip away along lines he could not see.

The lines gathered.

They drew him to a bowl in the land, shallow and wide, where the basalt columns had fallen a certain way and then stopped falling, as if arrested by an idea. In the bowl’s center lay a single upright stone. It did not belong to the columns. It was older or younger or simply other, the way a person from a far valley can carry the weather of home on their skin. Arven approached with his hands open, not because he thought the stone would take offense but because habit was useful in holy places. The upright was waist-high and dark as cooled pitch. A seam of quartz ran up its face, the same pale river that veined the telling-stone in his satchel. Around the base, someone—many someones, over a long time—had placed smaller stones, each with a mark: a cut line, a hole bored through, a smooth face rubbed to a gloss where hands had passed two fingers for luck.

“Hello,” Arven said softly.

The bowl did not echo him. It swallowed the word and returned a cooler air across his cheeks, like a hand laid to fever. He took out the telling-stone. It warmed his palm by increments until the quartz seam was a slender heat that did not burn. He thought of Tamra’s kiln—how clay strengthened when heat and time agreed not to fight each other.

He set the telling-stone on the upright’s seam.

The stone accepted it the way a river accepts a leaf. Arven did not see any change; he felt it, the way you feel a room wake when someone you love enters. The bowl’s silence grew attentive. The ringing lines that had followed him rearranged themselves into a pattern his bones remembered from a lullaby he could not name.

He sat cross-legged on the pumice and took out the hawk feather. He lifted it to his lips and blew through the neat hole. A tone slid into being, shy of itself. The upright answered—not with a louder sound, but with a longer one. The quartz seam ran a line of light no brighter than dew catching morning.

Arven had come ready to listen. He had not expected to be taught.

He played with breath as though with a child’s toy: longer, shorter, the hole turned a shade this way, that. The upright took each tone and braided it with another until the air in the bowl moved like thread on a loom. It wasn’t music. It was a map.

He heard—not with ears, not entirely—four corridors of sound opening from the bowl like paths from a house. One was damp and tasted of iron. One had edges like heat-mirage. One tugged at hair and made it want to lift. One was steady, a ground-tone you could tie a life to. From the last, a voice rose—not words yet, but a timbre that could someday be a name. Selora, he thought, without deciding to. The damp corridor pulsed as if pleased to be recognized.

The ground spoke in its slower voice, the under-song thickened by stone:

—First we learned to hold. Then we learned to carry. Then we learned to answer.

“What is this place?” Arven whispered.

—A memory of the first answer.

He looked at the upright with new respect. He had seen stones set by hands with will, by floods with force, by glaciers with patience. This stone had been set by all three and by something else beside: intention laid down in a stratigraphy of hands. He touched the quartz seam and felt, in a long stack behind the moment, old palms, rough and smooth, small and huge, all placing and replacing this same stone until it fit exactly the world’s idea of it.

He lifted the telling-stone away. The upright held its quiet glow for a breath longer, then let it seep back into itself. The resonance remained in the bowl. Arven stood, bone-stiff from sitting, and walked the circumference. In places, the pumice gave under his boots to reveal rings of stones buried like ribs around a heart. He pressed a heel into one ring and a note rose, deeper than the bell-tones, almost too low to be called sound. He felt it in the scar on his left thigh, a pale line he had stopped noticing years ago.

He remembered his father then, not as a whole man but as hands: thick, clever, nicked, sorting fieldstone. “Don’t trust a rock that won’t speak when you tap it,” his father had said. “Stone you can’t hear will crack when you need it not to.” 

Arven had laughed at the time, and his father had pinched his earlobe until he promised to remember. He had remembered—the words, at least. He had not thought to bring his ear to a stone until it sang back.

He circled to the north side of the bowl. The columns there had fallen in a peculiar way, laying themselves like a flight of steps a child might draw when trying to remember how sky becomes ground. In the shade under the first step, carvings showed: shallow incisions, filled with dust. He blew gently. The dust rose, glittered, settled. The images sharpened.

He saw a hand holding a seed with a root beginning to write itself into dark. He saw a bird’s wing with a hole through one feather. He saw a flame drawn as three simple strokes, none touching, each acknowledging the others. He saw a river bending and bending until it made a spiral that doubled back on itself and went on anyway.

And he saw a stone with a seam down its face—this stone—in four scenes: falling from a sky pricked with dots, standing alone in an empty bowl, ringed with small stones, and at last held between four figures whose features the carver had left intentionally vague. Not all of them were like Arven. One had a forehead long and low, with the heavy grace of a face closer to bear. One had a jaw that seemed built for muscle rather than speech. One was a elongation of limb and curve Arven could not recognize. The fourth—a child, perhaps, or a future—had a hand lifted as if hearing something the others did not.

He traced the four figures with the back of two fingers. The under-song shifted, not louder, but nearer.

—When we were less and when we were more, we learned to answer.

He did not know what to do with that, except bow to it.

The bowl’s light changed. A shadow crossed the upright. Somewhere close, the air rearranged itself—no wind, but a moving. The resonance that had been map and music at once tightened until it became a single line running eastward under his feet. The hawk’s feather fluttered in his hand and wanted to point. He let it.

The feather chose the damp corridor, the one that tasted of iron. Arven turned to follow and almost missed the danger.

Stone above him made a sound that was not a sound: the pre-voice of a crack thinking about speaking. He dropped the feather, flattened a palm to the ground, and listened with every part of him that had ever waited for bread to rise. The bowl’s ring began to wobble. It was the wobble a pot makes just before boil; the wobble a plan makes just before pride tips it wrong.

“Not that,” he said to no one. “Not now.”

He moved on instinct. He set the telling-stone back on the upright seam, blew once through the feather-hole to set the tone, then pressed his hands to the ground as if closing the mouth of a child about to shout in a room where someone slept. He did not command. He offered a pattern: the ground-tone he had felt earlier, steady as a plumb-line, woven with the damp corridor’s hum. He drew breath into his belly and let it go slow.

The bowl liked that. The wobble calmed. The almost-crack sighed and forgot its intention. Fine dust drifted where a slab had considered sliding and decided to wait another century. Arven’s forearms shook with the effort it had taken not to shove at the world.

When he lifted the telling-stone again, the upright’s seam glowed once more and then dimmed, like a good host seeing a guest to the gate. Arven tucked the stone into his satchel, retrieved the feather, and took a last slow circle of the bowl to fix it in memory: the ribs of buried rings, the carved scenes, the stairs of columns, the quiet that had learned to be attentive.

As he climbed out along the fallen steps, his boot knocked against a rock not like the others. It was heavy for its size, slick in a way basalt is not. He pried it from where it had wedged. Its skin was dark, nearly blue. Along one edge, something bright flashed: not quartz, but a vein that bit the light back. He had never seen metal like it except once in a hunter’s talisman: a blade traded from far away, hammered from sky-stone.

He held it to his ear and tapped it lightly with his knife. The note it gave was no note he knew. It carried no room, no air—only distance. He felt it in his back teeth, then in his marrow, then not at all. The under-song rippled around it as though around a pebble thrown into a pond with an odd gravity.

“First Stone,” he murmured, without meaning an object so much as a memory. A stone that had not been born of earth’s slow fire but had fallen from elsewhere, teaching stone how to hold light. Maybe the upright had been cut from such a piece; maybe it had only learned from it. In the carvings, the first image had been a fall.

He wrapped the blue-dark stone in his scarf and slid it into the satchel beside the telling-stone and the feather. He did not know if he was supposed to take it. He knew only that it had waited there for a pair of hands that could hear the difference between thud and bell.

Afternoon thinned toward evening. Arven followed the feather’s insistence and the map the upright had hummed into him. He walked with the gait the earth had trained him to—careful, regular, refusing both haste and dawdle—and the scarlands unfolded under his boots like a text that would not be rushed.

As light slanted, the damp taste thickened in his mouth. The basalt softened into shale; the pumice gave way to a clay that held footprints too willing: fox, deer, something with fingers and thumbs and a stride that made Arven’s shoulders tense. He bent to study the tracks. The fingers were long; the pads were broad; the claw marks, absent.

“Clever paws,” he said, thinking of the burrow the roots had told him about. The trail sloped toward a cut in the land where willow thinned and a band of reeds edged a stream fast enough to talk to itself. He crouched behind a rock and watched.

A shape moved at the water’s bend: small, hunched, silver-grey, washing something in the current as if the stream needed teaching. It lifted its head and sniffed. Arven held his breath and did not reach for the knife. The creature dipped the thing again—clay, he realized, being kneaded into a shape—and patted it with both hands. Then it set the lump on a flat warm stone and left it there to dry.

He smiled despite the ache in his thighs. Clay to pot, pot to water carried, water to root fed. He wondered how much of the world’s mending happened like this: unnoticed, precise, in hands no one had thought to name.

The creature’s head turned suddenly. Its eyes, black and bright, found him. He did not move. It stared, then made a sound like a stone dropped into a well: note, resonance, silence. Arven inclined his head. The creature inclined its, then vanished into reed and shadow.

He exhaled and stood. He took the lump of clay gently. The creature had pressed a single line along it, straight and deliberate. He did not know the sign, but he knew it was one. He set the clay back on the warm stone and left the gift untouched.

The stream hurried him along. He walked until the light went brown, until the sky bled its heat and the air admitted stars. He found a shelf under an overhang and made a small fire that agreed to be kind. He set the hawk feather where the breeze could tell its stories to the hole. He set the telling-stone on the ground at his right hand so its slow warmth could remind his own heat not to be greedy.

When sleep came, it brought a different kind of echo. He dreamed a room of stone too vast for a name, where four voices spoke without words. One was damp, one bright, one weight, one clear. They were not saying anything a man could repeat. They were practicing a braid. The braid frayed, then held, then frayed, then held again as hands—hands like his and unlike—passed the plait down a corridor of time. When he woke, his palms were lined with fine dust as if he had been working.

He rose before dawn and walked to the stream’s bend. There, cupping water in her hands, stood a woman. The current let itself be held. Her hair had the dark heavy fall of waterweed. Her eyes were the color of stones seen through running water: whatever color they were, they wore movement like a skin.

“Selora,” Arven said, though he had not intended to speak.

She looked up, and the stream went on without her hands.

“How long did it take you to hear me?” she asked, as if they had a conversation to resume.

“All my life,” he said. It did not feel like a boast.

Her mouth made the beginning of a smile and then thought better of it. She glanced past him toward the west where the basalt bowl lay, a thought on the land he now carried.

“The river is wrong,” she said without preface. “It remembers winter in a summer month and summer in a winter one. It has forgotten the stories the gullies tell it. Someone must have taught it grief.”

Arven nodded. “The earth says the binding is frayed.”

“Then we will braid,” Selora said, and stood, the water pulling itself into streams down her wrists as if reluctant to end the lesson.

He held out his hands. She took them without question, and the ground under their feet hummed a low note of agreement.

Behind them, far enough to be polite, the scarlands held their breath and listened.

Author’s Note — İbrahim Sarı

Stone is the oldest recorder. Sedimentary strata, glacial polish, fault gouge—these are narratives, legible if you learn their syntax. But stone also keeps sound. Basalt columns can ring; certain “ringing rocks” hold tension that releases as pitch when struck. Quartz responds to pressure with electricity (piezoelectricity), and while our myth does not require the physics, I like to imagine early keepers discovering that some stones answer.

“Echoes of the First Stone” plays with two kinds of memory: geological (pressure, fracture, deposition) and cultural (rituals repeated until they groove a place). The bowl, the upright, the carved scenes—these are both shrine and instrument. Arven does not “activate” them so much as fall into conversation with an object built to outlast any single language. The four corridors of tone prefigure the elemental companions; the blue-dark sky-stone hints that not all of our tools come from here, though our work always does. A small craft note: Arven’s success comes from restraint. He calms an almost-crack with pattern and breath, not force. Evolution, too, is patient bricolage: small conserved advantages, tested over epochs. In a noisy era, it feels urgent to remember that some repairs begin as a whistle through a feather and a hand on a stone, asking the world how it wants to hold together.
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Chapter 4 — The Song of Flowing Waters
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Selora’s hands were still cold from the stream when she let go of Arven’s. The current kept grammar even after leaving her skin—quick consonants over gravel, vowels in the deeper bends. She bent, set her palm to the surface, and watched how the river broke around it.

“Listen,” she said.

Arven crouched beside her. He knew the earth’s patience; he did not yet know the river’s speed. It spoke too many things at once. The riffle chattered of stones; the cutbank muttered of collapse; the under-tongue beneath the glassy run said a quieter thing, steady and low.

“That,” Selora said, “is the pitch all rivers hum in their sleep. When it wavers, fish go the wrong way and willow wakes in the wrong month.”

Arven closed his eyes and chased the pitch through the noise. He found it and held it, not in his ears but behind his ribs where his listening lived. It was near the note the basalt bowl had given him, shifted half a breath toward sorrow.

Selora scooped water into a clay bowl no bigger than a handspan. Its lip was nicked; the base was burnished from years of smoothing. She tipped it so the light slid over the skin. The surface curled and uncurled, making small muscles of reflection.

“Every river keeps a face,” she said. “It is made of the last three days, the last three storms, the last three griefs. Hold still and it shows you what it remembers.”

Arven held still. In the bowl, images gathered as if reluctant to be caught: a winter flood touching the roots of a beech; a summer herd crossing where the banks were low; a weir of branches pitch-dark where it should have been willow-bright. The pitch bled into the current like a bruise.

“The Stillers,” Selora said flatly. “Or their copyists.”

“Who?”

“People who feared change so much they tried to bottle water,” Selora said. “They called it preservation. In drought years long ago, some sealed springs with tar and prayer, thinking to keep them from running away. A few of those knots still hold. The river remembers all the hands that tied it—ours, theirs. It doesn’t bear grudges. It bears strain.”

Arven nodded once, feeling the under-song in the bank answer the river’s tension like a friend with a hand on a shoulder.

“Upstream,” Selora said, emptying the bowl with a twist that made it sigh.

They walked along the rushes, over shale that shattered to reveal fossils with the texture of old leaves. Selora moved with the economy of someone who has learned not to startle water. She pointed with her chin more than with fingertips, letting Arven see before she named: caddisfly cases built from glassy bits and iron flakes instead of the usual sand—shiny, heavy, wrong; willow canes pushing leaf-spear and catkin at once; minnows hovering in an eddy, oriented as if the current ran the other way.

“The river’s compass is dizzy,” Selora said. “That is what grief does when it’s taught wrong.”

They climbed a low shelf where the stream narrowed to shoulder its way between dark stone ribs. The smell of pitch grew thick, layered with something sour like old smoke. Selora stopped just shy of the bend and crouched.

“There,” she said.

The weir was cunning work of a clumsy idea: branches woven tight, daubed with black that shone where the current licked it. In the center, a lattice—a pitch-cage—held seeds the color of night. The same sealant as the buried bundle Arven had found in the roots, hardened and sullen. Half the river pressed through a gap at the left, scouring the bank to raw clay; the other half bullied itself under the weir and came up gasping in a boil.

“If we tear,” Arven said, “the banks go with it.”

“If we leave it,” Selora answered, “the river forgets which side of itself is left.”

They did not rush. Arven waded to the scoured bank and set his hands to the trembling clay the way a mason sets hands to a wall: feeling for what wants to fall so he can be there first. He lifted stones and listened to each with a tap—rejecting the deaf ones, saving the ringers—and cribbed them into low sills that would take the blow if the water surged. He pressed handfuls of the grey-root mulch he carried into the seams and dribbled a ribbon of nettle-and-char tea so the mycelium would wake and stitch.

Selora stepped into the run above the weir where the current still held its wits. She crouched until the water took her weight, then stood slowly so it had to choose which way to go. It chose around her thighs, around her hips, around her ribs, and she sang—not a melody but a measure, the river’s own pitch slow-walked back to itself. The trick was not to drown the noise but to outline the tone hiding in it.

Arven knocked softly on the telling-stone and wedged it into the bank so its warm seam faced the flow. The quartz answered the pressure with a whisper of current-light, and the stones he had cribbed seemed to settle deeper, as if persuaded by a good argument. He drew the hawk feather and blew its thin call. The hole sang. The water answered with a fringe of ripples that took the same length.

“Now,” Selora said.

She slid her hands under the pitch-lattice where the strand-thin streams probed it like tongues. The tar tried to spit her off. She did not fight. She asked. She rocked the bundle on the bed, back and forth, until it forgot to stick, the way a jar’s stubborn lid forgets, one fraction then the next. Arven’s palms held the bank where it most wanted to slump. The stones he had chosen took weight like kin willingly leaning.

The lattice gave. Selora lifted, and for a heartbeat the whole river seemed to hesitate—then it chose the larger space, the wider bed, the argument that did not cost it skin. Water ran around the vacated jam, found the crib, and shouldered into it without knocking it apart. Half the weir unzipped itself. The pitch sloughed and drifted in black ropes that Selora caught and flung to the bank, where it lay quitting like something that has remembered it is only tar.

The seeds inside the lattice—dark and sleep-hardened—jittered in the sudden flow. Selora cupped them. They did not want her fingers; they wanted earth. Arven ripped a trench with his heel where the bank was least raw and lined it with the grey mulch until it looked like a wound taught to be clean. He poured what nettle tea remained. Selora laid the seeds in—a thin row, not a hoard—and covered them with river silt. The mycelium’s white lace reached with the appetite of a good nurse.

The water steadied. The pitch in the air thinned to the smell of old ruins in the sun. For a long minute neither of them spoke. The river’s base-note rose like a low bell regaining its dignity after a stumble.

“Whoever tied that,” Selora said finally, “meant to be kind and could not bear to watch the cost.”

Arven looked at the freed stretch. The current ran truer now, not straighter. It braided itself, edged toward the left where stones welcomed, curled into a small eddy where exhausted fish could catch their breath. He felt the under-song send a yes through the bank into his bones.

“It remembers the knot,” he said, surprised at the sadness of the thought. “And it remembers the hand that loosened it.”

“It remembers without judgment,” Selora said. “That is water’s mercy and curse.”

They followed the river higher into a ravine where ferns wrote old alphabets on shade. At a demi-cave the water fell in threads over a lip of rock into a bowl green as a pupil. Iron streaked the wall—rust-blood lacing tufa—and the air tasted like a key.

“This spring,” Selora said, “was one of the first to be taught grief. Do you feel how it breathes backward?”

Arven closed his eyes. The flow from the lip to the bowl and out again made a figure eight in miniature. In the crossing, the currents worried each other like children who loved each other too much to leave a scab alone. He set the telling-stone on the bowl’s rim. The quartz seam warmed and ran a line of light along the water’s narrow waist. The figure eight untwisted; the threads parted and agreed to go on without argument.

Selora knelt and touched two fingers to the falling threads. She spoke a single word Arven did not know, not because of language but because it had been born in this pool and never wandered. The word meant: You can leave what you are and still be yourself. The threads took it. The bowl’s surface exhaled.

“Come,” Selora said, “there is one more thing to fetch if the river is to remember faster.”

She slid into the pool and vanished under the curtain. Arven hesitated only the smudge of a heartbeat and followed. The water stole his breath and then, as if changing its mind, gave it back in slow sips. Behind the fall the pool opened into a short blue tunnel where light came from the stone itself in slow pulses, as if the wall were practicing being a lantern.

At the end of the tunnel a shelf stood, and on it a lens—but not glass. A disc of river-polished silica with a vein of quartz through it like a hair. The disc was not dry or wet. It was an edge. When Selora lifted it, the water did not cling; it bowed.

“What is it?” Arven asked, voice made smaller by the sound of falling.

“A remembrance,” she said. “Made years ago by those who came before us, to collect the pitch of this spring and keep it ready. Hold it to the current and it reminds the water how to sing its own note. That is what you felt when the figure eight untied. I was only listening with it.”

Selora held the disc just under the skin where the threads fell. The vein caught the falling weight and hummed. The note ran down Arven’s arms and into his hands without asking permission and settled the small shakes he had not noticed until they stopped. He reached out and the disc pressed itself into his fingers. Warmth passed between quartz and quartz; the telling-stone in his satchel answered with a soft tap like two cups toasting. For a second he saw the bowl and the basalt circle together, one pitch worn by water, the other by air and time. He held the disc where Selora had held it until the thread’s hum matched the pitch in his chest.

When they came out from behind the fall, the light had changed from vertical to kind. Selora slung the lens over her shoulder with a strip of willow bark. Arven reclaimed the telling-stone and weighed it a moment in his palm. New hairline tributaries had appeared around the main seam, etching toward the east and—he blinked—the south. Heat quivered on the horizon in that direction, heat with teeth.

“You feel that?” Selora asked, not looking at him.

“Fire,” Arven said. “A friend I haven’t met.”

“Then we work quickly,” Selora said. “Water will be needed where heat forgets to be patient.”

They moved downstream to where they had loosened the knot. Selora stood in the run and raised both arms shoulder-high, palms down. She spoke to the current with that same one-word grammar: Rest here. Go there. Remember this. She nodded toward the trench where they had tucked the seeds. Arven pressed his hands into the bank until he felt the mycelium shift under his fingers like lace accepting a bead. The trench darkened as water strung itself thin through the silt, not flooding the seeds but moistening them the way a mouth moistens a story before telling it.

Little lives answered. Water beetles scribbled new routes. A minnow slewed and held in the lee of a stone Arven had placed and took the first easy breath it had had all day. The base-note rose, matched the hum in the disc at Selora’s shoulder, and settled there, content.

They did not wait for praise. Even gratitude, Selora had taught herself, can make the hand clumsy. They climbed to the path above the ravine and walked until the sun found its evening mouth. At a shoulder of rock they stopped and looked back. The river written below looked like a line in a book the world had been trying to read and had finally sounded out.

Selora reached into a pouch and drew four small clay beads: earth, water, fire, air—each shaped slightly wrong on purpose, so the hands that touched them would have to pay attention. She threaded them on a cord and tied it around Arven’s wrist.

“For when the river asks you a question and I am not beside you,” she said.

“What questions does the river ask?” he said, turning the beads.

“Only one,” she said. “Will you give me room?”

They slept near the spring mouth, where the air was cool and the ground remembered shade. In the night, something with clever paws came to the water and washed a flat stone as if it were a story. It set a piece of clay by Selora’s bedroll with a neat line pressed across it. When she woke, she smiled at the token, touched the line, and set the clay on the rock to dry.

“Who?” Arven asked.

“Workers who never ask for names,” Selora said. “Good allies. They like shiny things and fair trades. We loosen knots; they bring us lines.”

At dawn they ate willow-bark bread and river apples sour enough to wake the mouth. Arven shouldered his satchel; Selora slung the lens. The air toward the south had a shimmer that did not belong to morning. Heat rehearsed itself there, practicing anger. The feather’s hole sang a single long note without wind.

“Ignar,” Arven said.

“Soon,” Selora said. “But one more braid first.”

They knelt on either side of the stream, palms pressed to stone and water. Arven set the telling-stone between them; Selora held the lens above it so light and movement crossed. 

They breathed until the two pitches—the ground-tone and the run—shaped a third. It was a small braid, no thicker than a finger, and it tied nothing visible to anything you could point to. 

But when they stood, both knew a cord had been rebraided: stone listening to water, water trusting stone. The world hummed the fact to itself like a song learned young and nearly forgotten.

They walked south with the river at their left shoulder. It kept them honest. Behind them, in the trench they had made, the first seed split its coat and wrote a tiny white word into the damp. It meant: begin.

Author’s Note — İbrahim Sarı

Rivers “sing.” It’s physics before poetry: flow over roughness sets up characteristic frequencies; deep runs carry low pitches, riffles chatter in higher bands. Damaged channels literally change key. Restoration ecology often starts with giving a river room—reconnecting floodplains, removing obsolete barriers, adding structure that invites flow to choose stability. I wanted Selora’s practice to feel like that: not command, but invitation.

Two concrete notes tucked inside the myth:

Pitch and quartz. Quartz is piezoelectric—pressure makes charge; charge can make vibration. In the story, quartz-bearing stones become memory instruments. This is not a claim about “water memory”; it’s a metaphor for how systems retain shape and rhythm.

Knots and Stillers. In hard years, people do desperate things that later become problems: tarred springs, ill-placed weirs. Undoing them is not a moral victory; it’s maintenance. The buried pitch-cages echo Chapter 2’s sealed seeds: both are attempts to hold life still. Arven and Selora’s repair is to reintroduce movement safely, then let networks—roots, microbes, fish—do their quiet work.

Finally, the river’s question—“Will you give me room?”—is a question I hear in many contexts: ecology, relationships, thought. Flow needs space; so does change. Our task is not to push harder but to shape the banks wisely and then listen for the note that says the system has remembered itself.
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Chapter 5 — Fire’s Silent Birth
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Southward, the air changed shape. It wasn’t the rush of wind—Aerya was not yet taking an interest—but a standing shimmer, like heat laying its hand over the land and asking for quiet. Resin drew sweet at the back of Arven’s throat. The telling-stone warmed in his satchel without hurrying. Beside him, the lens at Selora’s shoulder pulsed a calm light with each step, as if reminding water not to panic when it smelt smoke.

They climbed a low rise and looked down into a plain of black pines shouldering apart, their trunks banded with old scorch, their crowns still green like a vow kept under difficult conditions. Dry grasses made a pale script between shadows. Somewhere close, a hawk turned small circles and did not speak.

“Do you hear that?” Selora asked.

Arven listened. Not the crackle he had learned to fear as a child. A softer sound, almost under hearing: the breath of something feeding slowly and not yet satisfied. He knelt, pressed his palm to the duff, and felt heat without movement, a fever held under a thick blanket.

“Smolder,” he said. “In the roots.”

They stepped lightly. Puffs of pale smoke lifted from the ground as if the earth were practicing sighs. At the base of a great pine, needles had collapsed into a black velvet that looked cool until you leaned close. 

The air above it quivered, and the smell—not bright-burning resin, but old peat and sour tar—curled into their mouths.

“Pour and it runs,” Selora said, reading the same lesson. “Beat at it and you teach it to travel.”

“And leave it and the grove learns to walk on nothing,” Arven said, feeling hollows in the under-song where roots had been eaten into ghosts.

A dull clink sounded behind them. A man stood there, so still they might have missed him if not for the iron hook over his shoulder catching a wink of light. His palms were black up to the wrists; his hair was the color of char where it whitens at the hottest seam; his eyes were ember-dark and patient. He wore a leather apron white with ash and a band of clay across his brow like a thought he didn’t want to run.

He lifted the hook in greeting. It wasn’t a weapon—more a long rake with a flattened nose, the kind used to roll logs inside a kiln without waking their temper.

“Name the smoke,” he said in a voice that had learned its pace from bellows. “Then you’ll know what it wants.”

Selora didn’t answer as a pupil. She answered as a river. “Blue and low,” she said. “Oil and root. It wants air and it wants to hide.”

The man’s mouth twitched. He set down the iron and lifted a clay-lidded pot from the crook of his elbow. No light showed through the cracks, but the pot hummed faintly, a small animal sleeping. “Then we’ll give it neither—neither air enough to run nor a shadow deep enough to dream in.”

Arven felt the under-song brighten with the word we. “Ignar,” he said, not because of a vision but because the earth likes to put the right name in your mouth when you’ve earned it.

Ignar stared a beat as if tasting the syllables for grit and then nodded once. “You bring stone that listens,” he said, eyes flicking to the satchel. “And water that is not afraid to be moved.” He turned his head toward Selora’s lens. “Good. We’ll need both.”

He crouched at the edge of the velvet-black pit and held his hand above the heat. Not close. Close enough. “First rule,” he said. “Fire talks with colors when it’s ashamed of itself.” He pointed to the smoke. “Blue is oil, brown is soil, white is water waking. This blue is a promise to run under us if we scare it.” He put his black palm flat to the ground beyond the pit, then to the other side, then to the downwind edge. “Second rule: don’t make it run. Make it yawn. If it yawns, it opens its mouth. Then you can feed it the wrong food.”

“What’s the wrong food?” Arven asked.

“Dirt,” Ignar said, almost smiling. “Mineral, not duff. Clay if you have it. Wet if you can make it listen. Ash when it needs humbling. But first we draw lines.”

He used the hook to scratch a shallow trench in a wide ring around the hottest patch, the way a potter scores a joint before adding slip. Arven followed with his hands, deepening with the heel of his palm until he felt mineral instead of rot. Selora took the lens and held it above the trench, letting threads of light find the damp—the true damp, not the trickle that runs off. She spoke to the water in two words Arven did not know but recognized: Here and stay.

Ignar worked the iron like a pen. He rolled the surface crust to one side, exposing the glowing core in thumb-widths, not letting the air glut itself. He dusted the glow with grey ash from his pouch—last year’s fire teaching this year’s a little humility—then with a thin veil of mineral soil he’d carried in a leather bag. It looked like nothing. The glow dimmed as if surprised to be treated like a patient instead of a beast.

Selora poured a trickle from her kettle into the trench, not onto the heat—never onto heat. The water disappeared sideways into root channels with a low sound like relief. The smoke lifted white at the very edges where damp met ember. Ignar watched, counted under his breath, and nodded. “Again,” he said. “But slower.”

They moved like a loom: Ignar lifting crust and spreading ash; Arven deepening the ring and palming in clay where the soil softened to keep the water from running off in a tantrum; Selora wicking moisture sideways through capillaries the lens found and the river coaxed awake. The smoke shifted colors—brown where soil smoldered and gave up, blue less insistent, a breath of white speaking of steam that did not scald. Here and there the ground popped softly and settled as hollow places lost their heat and gave back their shape.

At one edge, the smolder resisted. The hook struck a buried knot—shiny where resin had tried to harden into an argument. Ignar dug with his fingers, patient as someone freeing a splinter from a child’s foot. He lifted a lump of coal big as his palm—a heart, black and dull, breathing without flame. He cupped it in ash and smiled, small and fierce. “There,” he said. “The stubborn thought that started the whole forgetting.”

“Lightning?” Arven asked.

“Last summer,” Ignar said. “Or the summer before that if the root refused to admit it.” He held the coal as a midwife holds a newborn, not for show but with hands that know weight. “This is fire’s best self and worst temptation. Give it too much air and it runs until its legs fall off. Deny it all air and it sulks for months under our gardens. But if you ask it politely, it will make itself useful.”

He set the coal on a bed of ash inside a shallow bowl of clay and covered it with a lid punched with three pinholes. The pot hummed at a lower pitch. “Come,” he said, lifting his hook. “There’s a mound to tend.”

They followed him through the pines to a clearing where a domed shape rose from the ground like a sleeping animal. Logs had been stacked in a careful hill, end to end like organs in a chest, then covered with a skin of turf and wetted clay. Small vents dotted the dome like eyes that had chosen to stay half shut. A ring of bare earth circled the clamp, swept clean as a prayer.

Ignar set the ember-pot to the mouth of a narrow tunnel. He took a bundle of thin twigs—a broom of dry breath—and coaxed the coal with almost no air at all. The twigs caught in a whisper, not a flame, a change of opinion. The ember moved into the mound as if accepting a bed it had been promised.

“Charcoal,” he said, sealing the tunnel with a clay plug he trimmed down with a wet thumb. “Wood’s spirit stored for serious work. Silent birth.” He tapped the dome. “No roar, no running. Just heat learning to be patient.”

He paced the ring and pressed a hand to each vent. “You don’t push charcoal. You listen to it.” He turned his head slightly, as if one ear could tell him what smoke would say before it said it. “If it sighs sweet, you close her eye. If it hisses, you open. If she goes sulky and black, you ask for a little breath and no more.”

Selora watched the first thread of smoke find the sky—pale, thin, then a shade sweeter. “How long?”

“As long as the wood needs to remember it’s still itself,” Ignar said. “A day. Two. Sometimes three, if the logs were stubborn trees. We’ll stay until her breath is right.”

“We?” Arven asked, testing Ignar’s we as the under-song had tested his earlier.

Ignar’s eyes crinkled. “You brought your own work,” he said, nodding toward their morning’s trench. “And I’ve seen you hear what the ground says before it says it. I’ll be grateful for hands that know not to rummage.” He shifted his weight and added, almost shyly, “It’s better with company.”

They made a small camp at the edge of the clearing. Arven set the telling-stone where it could see the clamp and the path both. Its warmth did not rise, but its seam drew new hairlines southward that shook at the edges like mirage. Selora filled her kettle at a spring that had curled into this grove through stone as red as dried blood. She tasted and smiled. “Iron,” she said. “The river’s cousin is nosing around.”

Ignar trimmed vent holes and checked each plug, counting in a language Arven knew from ovens and tides. “One,” Ignar murmured to himself, finger to hole. “Two. Not yet three. A little for four.” He glanced at Arven. “Backfire at the far edge,” he said. “A line no thicker than a bootlace. It teaches the hungry ground that the food is already eaten.”

Arven cut a corridor to mineral along the grove’s downwind side. Ignar carried a coal in a spoon of clay and laid it like a bead every three steps, then covered it lightly with ash so it would nibble rather than bite. 

The line smouldered politely, then sank into itself, leaving a low black seam more shadow than fire. 

The big danger—the running kind—would find little to feed on here for a while.

Through the afternoon they tended vents and listened to smoke. Selora left and returned with her arms full of green boughs: willow for cooling, oak for advice. “The oak says,” she reported dryly, “that we are arrogant, but she lends us her shade.” Ignar barked a laugh without stopping his counting.

Toward evening, the smolder in the duff they had ringed subsided to a heat like coals under bread. The ground there stopped sucking and started settling. The old pine breathed a little deeper; its roots, freed from fever, reached phrases of sugar into the mycelium like apologies accepted.

Ignar sat at last and let his shoulders remember their animal shape. He opened his ember-pot and held the coal. It had shrunk—the size of a fist now—and its skin had gone from dull to a satiny sheen that ate the light and returned it as warmth. “You hold it without burning,” Arven said, hearing the old rumor and testing it.

Ignar smiled. “I hold it in ash on a bed that knows how to share,” he said, and tipped the coal. Ash lapped it like a gentle mouth. “Fire is like any temper. If it is seen and given good work, it does not have to make spectacle.”

He looked toward the south where the horizon had thickened into a purple line of higher stone. Heat lifted there in skeins. A shadow-pillar stood far away, wavering as if undecided whether to be cloud or smoke.

“Your seam points that way,” Ignar said, nodding at Arven’s satchel.

“It sings a little when I look,” Arven admitted.

Ignar touched the plug of clay across his brow. “There’s an old caldera there, and a new one thinking about replacing it. Fumaroles. Ground that sweats. Pools where the water forgets the difference between warmth and warning. I go when the wind is kind and talk to the little vents about modesty.”

“Come with us,” Selora said. It wasn’t a request. It was a braid tossed open between three hands.

Ignar looked at the clamp and cocked his head. The dome exhaled a thread of smoke that had settled into a color like straw. He adjusted a plug with his thumb, listened, and stood. “By dawn the mound will sleep,” he said. “If we put her to bed properly, she will dream herself into charcoal instead of ash.” He glanced again at the south. “And if we do not go, the vents will dream themselves into something else.”

They kept a watch through the night. The hawk’s feather sang only when a small breeze passed, as if practicing scales. Selora dozed with one hand on the kettle and one on the lens. Arven woke and woke again, each time tasting the air for new wrongness and finding only work behaving the way work does when it is not hurried: slow, then suddenly done.

At grey light, Ignar tapped the dome with the back of his knuckles and nodded. He and Arven unskinned the clay carefully, peeling it back as one peels bark from a tree after asking permission. Inside, the wood had learned another name for itself: deep-black, light, clean, ringing when two pieces kissed. Ignar held a stick to his ear and tapped it. The note was dry and intimate—heat stored and ready. They stacked the charcoal in baskets woven by hands that knew what weight asks of a wrist. Ignar rubbed a smear of the black across his palms, up to the wrists, as if pulling on sleeves. He offered the same to Arven and Selora. They accepted, marking themselves with the quiet authority of work finished.

Before they left, Ignar returned to the spot where the smolder had been worst. He pressed both hands flat to the earth and whispered—not to fire, not to ash, but to the root: Sorry for our spectacle. Thank you for your patience. The ground answered with the sort of relief that makes no fuss.

They set out together—Arven with the telling-stone warm at his side, Selora with the lens catching and releasing the morning, Ignar with a small pot of obedient coals and a hook that had learned to speak to logs without raising its voice. The south visibly breathed. Heat lay there that had not learned humility.

Halfway up the first ridge, a dust-devil unwound itself on the plain below—thin, uncertain, skittering. It hesitated, chose a direction somewhere east, then collapsed like a thought ashamed of itself.

Ignar lifted the hawk feather and blew once through the hole. The note rose and went unanswered.

“Aerya is listening,” he said, almost to himself. “But she hasn’t decided if she wants to be seen.”

“Then we will give her room,” Selora said, “as we did the river.”

“And good work,” Arven added.

Ignar’s mouth softened into the shape of agreement. “Yes,” he said. “Good work before spectacle.”

They walked toward the caldera, where the ground would remind them that fire is a teacher first and a destroyer only when we interrupt the lesson.

Author’s Note — İbrahim Sarı

Fire has a reputation for drama—crackle, roar, crowns of flame—but much of its life is quiet. Smoldering duff, peat, root systems, and buried logs can burn for weeks or months with no visible flame. These fires are oxygen-limited and heat-preserving; they travel underfoot, hollowing soil and killing roots. 

You don’t “beat” them; you starve and cool them—mineral-soil breaks, careful watering through capillaries, sealing with clay, ash as a gentle buffer. In many places, firefighters cut trenches to mineral and create backing fires (“backburns”) that creep into fuel and reduce intensity. The rule, as Ignar says, is: don’t make it run.

Charcoal clamps (earthen kilns) are another kind of quiet fire: wood heated with limited air until it becomes charcoal—a dense, clean fuel that was civilization’s “battery” for metallurgy and pottery. Making good charcoal is listening work: vents opened and closed by feel, smoke color read like weather. I wanted Ignar’s craft to be patience made visible—he “holds a coal” not by magic but by ash, timing, and respect.

Ecologically, low-intensity, well-timed burns can be restorative; high-intensity, unseasonal fires are often catastrophic. Pyrodiversity—the diversity of fire types, intensities, and timings—supports biodiversity. 

Our myth keeps faith with that: fire is not an enemy but a process, born quietly, made useful through care, and dangerous when forced to perform.

Finally, the braid continues. Stone learns to listen to water; water learns to carry stone; fire learns to hold itself; and air—soon—will learn how to be the space in which all this can happen without spectacle.
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Chapter 6 — The Breath of the Skies

[image: ]




By noon the land had learned to hold its breath. The pines gave no voice. The hawk feather at Arven’s belt, talkative all morning, fell dumb. Even Ignar’s coal-pot, which trusted its own small draft, went shy. Heat stood in the air like a wall you could lean your back against and find no give.

They crested a last dark rib of stone and looked down into a wide bowl rimmed with broken teeth—the old caldera Ignar had promised, dappled with pale scars where the ground sweated. Pools wore skins that shimmered like thin metal. A thread of steam stitched sky to earth, then frayed and fell back on itself. The smell was not fire. It was rot-mineral and egg-bitter and something else: lack.

“Don’t go low,” Selora warned softly. “The water’s breath is hugging the ground.”

Arven crouched and touched the basalt. The under-song retreated here, not absent but muffled, as though soil had wrapped its own mouth. He opened his hand to the air. It did not take it. Air should be a generosity—space widening to receive. This air sat.

“Inversion,” Ignar said, squinting. “Warm laid on cold. Bad breath trapped under a blanket.”

“And heavier things pooling,” Selora added, nose wrinkling. “The kind that make your knees forget their work.”

Arven pictured air like water, density settling the way silt does—clear above, danger in the hollows. The feather was still. The lens at Selora’s shoulder pulsed a thin light, then dimmed, as if unwilling to coax anything to move yet.

A line of white lifted beyond the far rim, hovered, and fell in a slow spiral. Not cloud. A ribbon.

“Don’t breathe like the bowl,” a voice said behind them, amused and kind. “Breathe like the ridge.”

She stood on the black rib a few paces back, bare-headed, hair braided tight to keep from catching at the air, a length of flax ribbon looped to her wrist. The ribbon was feather-light and stained with soot where fingers had taught it which stories to tell. Across her shoulders lay a frame of ash rods and silk—a small kite collapsed to a wing. Wind-etched circles were tattooed at her temples, finespun as frost on glass.

She flicked the ribbon. It lifted, then fell without traveling. “See? The sky here has forgotten how to walk.”

“Aerya,” Arven said, and the feather on his belt gave a single brief answer-note as if relieved to be named to its kin.

She smiled at the feather first, then at him. “You kept the hole facing wind. Good manners.”

Ignar inclined his head. “The bowl has gas sitting in it,” he said. “We’ll need the right draft and no heroics.”

“No heroics,” Aerya agreed briskly. “Only patience and shape.”

She walked the ridge with a dancer’s economy, eyes half-shut, ribbon playing between her fingers. Where the land dipped she paused, breathed twice, and moved on. At a notch she stopped, knelt, and set a fingertip to the ground. “Here,” she said. “Your stone wants to stack.”

Arven slid down to her. The notch was a mouth half-open to the bowl, choked with tumbled rock and yellow crust. Warmth ghosted his knuckles. He picked up a slab and tapped it with his knife. It rang. He set it upright. He found another that wanted to be a neighbor, a third that made the two argue less. Pieces became a chimney. The ground approved by admitting a thread of steam that rose into the new throat, then sulked and sank.

“Not yet,” Aerya said. “We’ll give it a tongue.”

She unrolled a narrow reed whistle from a pouch at her waist—a little gourd with a hole drilled at one end and a mouth no bigger than a pea. She blew once to wake it—soft, almost nothing—and wedged it in the chimney’s top so the rising breath would have to sing on its way out.

Selora set the lens on the stone’s lip. “I’ll cool the throat’s rim,” she said, “so hot meets not-hot and the air learns to climb.”

Ignar kneeled at the base and brushed ash in a thin ring. “A warm ring,” he said, “to keep the cold from leaning in.”

Aerya stood and looked to the far side of the bowl. The ribbon lifted a finger-height and tried to run, then remembered the blanket. “We need a second mouth,” she said. “Opposite, or the bowl will cough and fall asleep again.”

They skirted the rim downwind, not trusting hollows. Twice Aerya flicked the ribbon into a dip and withdrew it with a sharp shake. “Don’t let your legs go there,” she said. “It’s all fainting and apology.” At the far rim, another notch waited, choked with gravel. Arven stacked stones until the chimney held itself; Ignar dusted a warm ring and set a thin clay lid on a lower fissure that wanted to draft too greedily; Selora held the lens ready but still, feeling for the thread’s patience.

Aerya took the small folded kite from her shoulder and shook it gently. Silk woke, took shape, and became a wing on the end of a slender line. She let it climb into the thin little breeze lipping the ridge. The wing tugged once like a polite dog. Aerya smiled. “Anabatic,” she said. “Sun’s begun to teach the slope to breathe up. Not much, but honest work.”

She walked the line down to Arven’s chimney and tied it to a stone-horn near the top, the way a mason ties a string to a plumb to remind a wall of straightness. The kite felt the faint climb and pulled. The reed mouth answered with a low, breathy tone. The steam in the throat went from sulking to uncertain to willing.

“The bowl has a chest,” Aerya said. “Let’s give it a ribcage.”

They worked in a slow ring. Arven found where basalt wanted to become pillar and built no higher than the stones chose to balance. Ignar sealed small, impatient holes with hand-pressed clay so the breath would travel the path they opened rather than be lazy and leak. Selora traced a line of cool with drops from the lens at each throat, not quenching, inviting. Aerya tuned each reed just a finger’s breadth by turning it in its seat. The tones lifted from a mutter to a choir of thin flutes almost too soft to hear unless you wanted to.

“Not too much,” she warned when Ignar’s ash ring smoked and tempted him to feed it. “Draft is good, draw is greed. We want the heavy to decide to leave, not to be frightened into running.”

Ignar grunted agreement, opened his palm to the heat and closed it again. “Decision lasts longer than fear.”

By late afternoon the bowl breathed. You could see it—the faint heave of steam up the chimneys, the barest shiver of grasses where the heavier air had sat and now lifted. The hawk returned, circled once, and called. The call carried—small, clean, like a pin through silk.

They descended only as far as the first scab of yellow crust to test the work. Aerya led. A patch of ground the size of a blanket lay before a low vent like a dark well. The air above it wavered, not with heat but with difference. A dead moth lay on the crust, perfect and wrong.

“Bad pocket,” Aerya said softly. “All hush and no wind.”

“How do you empty a pocket while leaving the coat?” Arven asked.

“You stitch a ladder,” she said, nodding toward the vent. “Stone steps up, air steps down. Two reeds here, one there. And a low cut to let the heavy go.”

She took a little knife and began to shave a narrow channel no wider than her thumb from the pocket to a shallow incised trail that wandered toward one of their chimneys. Selora, watching the fluid in her lens swirl, placed her hand over the pocket and exhaled, slow and constant, until the tiny spiral in the glass matched the direction of Aerya’s cut. Arven laid three flat stones as little stair treads above the channel, so the breath would not fall back into its habit. Ignar held his hand at the cut’s edge, palm up, reading the invisible stream like a potter reads heat with the hairs on his arm.

When the channel met the path to the chimney, Aerya tapped the reed. It answered. The pocket quivered. A scent like coin rose and diluted. 

The moth lifted an inch and then settled—no resurrection for its small body—but the ground no longer sighed the wrong way.

“Where did you learn this?” Arven asked.

Aerya glanced at him sideways. “Listening to cloth,” she said. “And stealing tricks from swifts and cliff faces. And once, from a man who built organs that played only when the wind remembered to visit.”

She led them to a pair of basalt spires leaning like friends. Between them she strung a horsehair and a gut line, fixed to pegs of polished bone. “When the layers are right,” she said, “these sing. When they fall wrong, they complain.” She plucked. The lines murmured—a thin chord. The complaint was faint and sour in the low register. She adjusted the tension by the smallest twist. The sour fell away. The chord steadied. “This is for me,” she said. “So I don’t lie to myself about what I feel in my skin.”

They camped on the rim where the night wind could find them. The bowl exhaled in pulses like sleep. The reeds made a spare music that barely existed and yet changed everything: you cannot ignore a sound once the ear has learned it. Ignar dozed with the coal-pot under his hand. Selora set the lens so starlight slipped through it and traced slow rings in the dust. Aerya lay on her back with the ribbon across her face, letting it tell her when the breeze flirted and when it committed.

Near dawn the sky bruised from black to blue. Cold gathered its courage in the hollows. Aerya rose at first grey. “Now,” she said. “The slope wind will choose up. If we open a little more, the heavy will leave without sulking.”

They walked the circle, easing clay plugs, turning reeds a thumb-width at a time, resisting the urge to pull. The kite tugged with more confidence. Steam took the easier path. The old ponds gave small, grateful sighs as gases that had been sitting like debts were invited to go. The air thinned clean. A dragonfly sketched itself above a pool, reconsidered, and stayed.

Aerya knelt at the edge of the worst hollow and unrolled a coil of plaited grass—three strands with a fourth thread twisting and untwisting around them. She tied a simple knot, then a second, then a third, and pressed the braid into Arven’s palm.

“If wind heaps up where you stand and forgets to be a road,” she said, “pull once and speak open. Pull twice and speak share. Pull thrice only if the bowl is stubborn—then speak leave. The knot remembers how to fall apart into a line.”

Arven closed his fingers. “And if I forget to speak?”

“Then stand on the ridge and watch,” Aerya said, not unkindly. “It will teach you with your mouth shut.”

Ignar touched the reed above the first chimney. It sang a steady, simple note now—no complaint. “We should leave a warning,” he said, looking toward a darker vent where the earth’s breath kept its anger. “For those who come when we have gone.”

“Something that plays only when the mix is wrong,” Selora mused. “So people don’t get used to the song.”

“A bottle,” Arven said, “with a neck tuned low—a jar in the throat. If the gas thickens, it will speak. If not, silence.”

“A Helmholtz mouth,” Aerya said, pleased with a word she’d stolen from the organ man. “We can make three in an hour.”

They did: clay bottles shaped with Ignar’s hands, necks sized by Aerya’s ear, tempered with steam Selora coaxed from a clean vent, set at the lips of three treacherous holes. When the air thickened wrongly, the jars groaned a bull-quiet note you could feel in your sternum. When the air stayed honest, they kept their counsel.

By midmorning the caldera breathed like a large animal that had remembered the trick. Not cured; it would never be cured, because it was not a disease. It was a place where earth and water and fire negotiated daily under a sky they needed to move. But the negotiation no longer took place in a sealed room.

They stood at the rim and listened. The aeolian lines between the spires sang a thin, satisfied chord. The reeds said almost nothing, which pleased Aerya more than applause. The hawk feather tittered as a true wind arrived—no longer bravado, simply presence.

“Will you come?” Selora asked.

Aerya glanced east where the bowl gentled into country she knew and south where heat rose in a different language. “Air is invitation and refusal both,” she said. “Today I accept.”

Ignar smiled with half his mouth and smudged a streak of charcoal along his jaw like a vow. Arven tied the wind-braid Aerya had given him to the cord of the four beads on his wrist. Stone warmed at his hip. Water moved cool at his shoulder. Fire hummed like work in his hands. Air touched the back of his neck and lifted the hairs there in greeting.

They walked north-east along a ridge-path the wind had written for them, each step testing and learning. Behind them, in the bowl, a jar rumbled once as a warning, then quieted when the breeze took hint and climbed.

The sky, which had looked blank the day before, showed its texture: narrow lentil clouds stacked like plates above the far ridge, small banners tearing and reknitting on the crags. Aerya pointed once, twice, saying nothing. Arven saw: the sky is not emptiness; it is an instrument tuned by difference. If you listen, it reveals its keys.

Toward noon the four of them stopped at a saddle where two valleys crossed. The wind ran both directions there and then agreed to trade. Aerya laughed, unable not to. She lifted the ribbon, and it played like a trick coin between her fingers.

“We are four,” she said, almost solemn despite herself. “And the braid has begun to remember.”

Author’s Note — İbrahim Sarı

Air is invisible until it isn’t. Inversions lay warm air over cool, trapping heavier gases (CO₂, H₂S) in hollows; people have walked into such bowls and simply—quietly—collapsed. (In volcanic fields and caves there are names for these pockets; some cultures leave offerings there out of respect.) The remedy is not bravado but draft: give the heavy a path out and the light a path in, on the land’s schedule, not ours.

A few real-world threads braided into Aerya’s craft:

Anabatic/katabatic flows. Sun-warmed slopes drive upslope breezes by day; cooled slopes drain air downslope by night. Working with these rhythms—that “ridge breathing”—is safer and more effective than forcing flow.

Aeolian instruments. Harp strings between rocks truly sing when wind layers are right; reed and bottle “mouths” (Helmholtz resonators) sound at specific frequencies when gases and pressure change. In the story, we tune such mouths to complain only when mixtures get dangerous, then let silence be the norm.

CO₂ pools and fumaroles. Heavier-than-air gases settle in low spots. You test from above; you open low cuts and safe chimneys; you wait for the right breath; you build shape (draft paths) rather than rely on force. Water helps by cooling rims and making density differences legible.

Charcoal and ash. Ash is a gentle way to buffer heat and slow combustion; charcoal filters can sweeten breath and signal restraint. Ignar’s “warm ring” is the small, local design that keeps a draft modest.

In mythic terms, air is the room where other elements negotiate. Aerya’s ethic is the same as Arven’s, Selora’s, and Ignar’s: patience over spectacle; invitation over command. When systems forget to move, our work is to build ladders and chimneys—physical and social—so change can travel without panic. The sky isn’t empty; it’s an instrument. Our job is to keep it in tune.
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Chapter 7 — Arven’s Oath to the Earth

[image: ]




The ridge-path the wind had written for them let down into a country that had forgotten how to hold itself. Ribs of hardpan showed through like bruised bone. Gullies cut the hillside in quick, angry lines—new, sharp, and unashamed of their haste. In the bottoms, the soil sat in sullen drifts where last season’s storms had thrown it and left.

Arven said nothing at first. He walked the slope as if reading aloud in a language he did not want to insult. Under his feet the under-song trembled—thin where the rain had run straight, thicker where a tuft of grass had dared to slow it. He knelt and pushed a finger into the brown. The top inch was dust; beneath that, a tight layer slick as pottery that had gone wrong: water-shedding, root-refusing.

“Plow-pan,” Ignar said, crouching beside him. “Kept in one depth for too many years, it learned to be a bowl.”

“And then the bowl tipped,” Selora added, looking down the slope. The stream at the foot ran fast, brown with a thousand small surrenders.

Aerya flicked her ribbon and watched it try to find a contour to travel. It jittered, changed its mind, and lay down. “Wind can’t teach a hill that won’t listen,” she said. “The lines are scratched the wrong way.”

Arven stood and walked higher. He stepped heel-toeing across the slope, feeling for the balance point where his feet stopped arguing with gravity. There, he paused and called quietly, “Bring me the ribbon.”

Aerya passed it to him without commentary. Arven held the ribbon in both hands and let it droop just above the grass stems. He walked, following its small insistence to be level. When it tilted, he waited until his breath matched it; when it steadied, he marked the place with a pebble. He did this again, and again, and again, leaving a dotted line across the slope like the beginning of a scar deciding to become a seam.

“Contour,” Selora murmured, reading the path his feet had found. “A place where water agrees to stop fleeing.”

Arven nodded. “A place to ask it to stay without trapping it.”

They worked without speech for a while, because speech would have made it fancy. Arven lifted stones from the gullies—only the ones that rang when he tapped them—and nested them along the dotted line in a low, loose wall a little higher at the ends than in the middle. He set each stone the way he set a thought he wanted to keep: not forced, but persuaded by its neighbors. Between the stones he tucked coarse stems and brush, then a lace of the grey-root mulch from his pack. He poured a thread of nettle-char tea so the white mycelium would wake and begin to stitch.

Selora moved above him, cutting shallow swales along the next contour with the edge of her boot and the flat of her hand: soft channels, mouths open uphill, that would receive the hurry and teach it to meander. She pressed the lens to the soil here and there and watched the glass cloud for a breath, then clear—this spot thirsty, that one already whispered to by groundwater. 

Where the lens fogged and cleared slowly, she laid willow switch cuttings at a slant, buds uphill, so that when they chose to become trees their first memory would be of holding ground.

Ignar took a basket of charcoal from his pack and crushed it with his palm on a flat stone until it was a black sand that kept its own counsel. He mixed it with sifted soil and a handful of ash, then worked it into the swales like a blessing meant to last—tiny pores for water to hide in; tiny rooms for microbes to rent; a future larder for a lean year.

Aerya paced the slope with the ribbon and a thumb-thick braid of grass that she untied and retied with the patience of someone teaching a skittish animal to accept a halter. Where the wind pooled, she loosened the contour wall’s stones by a finger’s breadth; where it scoured, she tightened. She set three reed whistles on short stakes in the shallow troughs—a high, a mid, a low. “So the hill can hear itself,” she said when Ignar raised a brow. “If the pitch climbs too sharp, we know the flow has become a knife.”
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