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  Preface



The Chalice of Zahlek – The Greed

A fragment of “Seven Heavens Lost”




“Gold whispers louder than truth, and those who listen too long forget the sound of their own soul.”




There are moments in time—quiet, hidden, almost imperceptible—when the shimmer of wealth outshines the warmth of love, and the heavy burden of inherited duty quietly buries the tender dreams of youth. In such moments, the soul teeters on a knife’s edge, and the future is rewritten not with thunderous decisions, but with small, trembling choices.

This is a tale rooted in the deep folds of a forgotten kingdom, nestled between cold stone ramparts and fog-veiled forests, where vaults overflow with gold and jewels, yet hearts echo with a silence more profound than poverty. Here, the value of things is weighed not by meaning, but by measure. Honor is traded for comfort, truth dimmed by luxury, and innocence—most tragically—is sold for survival.

At the center of this world stands a boy, not yet a man, pressed into responsibility too soon. He did not choose the road ahead. It was thrust upon him like a rusted crown. His dreams of knowledge and stars were replaced by scrolls of coin, ledgers of kings, and vaults locked in shadow. And in the shadow of that gold, something stirred.

Voices often come in many forms—some cruel, some kind, and some, far more dangerous, come cloaked in kindness, shimmering in false light. There are voices that speak of ambition as if it were purpose. That whisper that giving is weakness, and taking is strength. One such voice finds its way into our story.

But even within the darkest coffers and most gilded prisons, a light can flicker. Gentle, persistent, unyielding. It is the voice not of command, but of compassion. It is not loud, but it is unforgettable. It speaks not in promises, but in presence. And it waits—for the moment when a single soul will remember what it once was, what it still is, and what it is meant to be.

This is not a tale of heroes or villains, of triumph or defeat. It is not bound by crown or sword, nor driven by fame or conquest.

This is a story of a soul—pressed beneath gold, twisted by greed, yet beckoned by grace. Of how power may seduce, but never satisfy. Of how what is truly lost is often what we once deemed too ordinary to treasure.

And above all, it is a story of memory—of a forgotten promise, a hidden truth, and the quiet redemption that waits on the other side of ruin.
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“I traded hearts for coin, and dreams for gold… but when my soul rang hollow, I finally saw—no treasure could ever buy back what your love gave me for free.”




The valley of Brimholt lay cradled between two slumbering mountains, kissed by the mists of dawn and veiled in the gold-threaded hues of twilight. It was a place where the sun rose gently, and the moon lingered longer—as if both celestial beings found solace in its stillness. Rolling meadows sprawled like woven emeralds, stitched with wildflowers and old stone paths that whispered of forgotten footsteps. Streams danced through the landscape like silver threads, feeding soil that knew both the ache of drought and the blessing of rain. Every season painted Brimholt with a different palette: spring’s soft greens, summer’s golden blush, autumn’s rusted fire, and winter’s quiet white blanket that softened even the sharpest stone. Birds returned with the warmth, wolves howled at the frost, and the wind carried more than just weather—it carried stories.

In Brimholt, beauty bloomed abundantly—but prosperity did not. The people of the valley were as humble as they were hearty, their hands calloused by work and their hearts softened by kinship. They plowed with wooden tools passed down through generations, tilled earth with reverence, and repaired roofs with songs hummed more to the sky than to themselves. There was no wealth to boast of here, no silver to shine in pockets—but the village thrived on something deeper: endurance, and the unspoken bond of survival. Faith was not something spoken of often, but lived in every action—in the way a neighbor shared firewood, or how bread was left quietly at the door of a widow. Even the smallest act was a thread in the fabric that held Brimholt together.

Stone cottages huddled close like whispered prayers, their chimneys always puffing modest curls of smoke into the crisp air. The market square, though modest, came alive on feast days—baskets of berries, loaves of dark bread, bundles of herbs traded with worn smiles and silent nods. Children chased chickens and carved toys from fallen branches, while elders told stories beside the fire, their voices weathered as bark, their words fragrant with memory. The old well in the center of the square bore hundreds of wishes tossed in as copper coins, most of them long rusted but never forgotten. At night, lanterns swayed like fireflies, illuminating the stone paths that led nowhere grand but always home.

Yet beneath the charm and simplicity of Brimholt, there was also weight. A quiet sorrow lay woven into the rhythm of life—a sense that every joy had been bought with a sigh. This was

a place where dreams were often folded away like threadbare cloaks, and duty pressed upon young shoulders before their time. The villagers smiled often, but the smiles were thin and quickly swallowed by the wind. It was not sadness that lived in Brimholt—but a patient kind of hunger. A longing for something more, even if no one dared speak it aloud. The young dreamt of distant cities, of forgotten spells, of machines powered by stars. But dreams are expensive in places where even time is bartered.
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