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​Embers softly glow,

​a father’s quiet farewell—

​legacy burns bright.
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The room breathed with the quiet stillness of farewell—a silence not born of sorrow but of reverence, like the fading notes of a song that had played its final, perfect chord. The hearth, nestled in the stone wall, held the remnants of its fire, embers smoldering softly as though reluctant to let go. Their faint glow spilled across the walls, shadows flickering in a restless dance, weaving between the heavy tapestries and the timeworn beams above. Each movement seemed to whisper of a life well-lived, a story etched into the very bones of the house.

A faint scent of lavender lingered in the air, drifting gently from a bundle hanging by the door. It was bittersweet, a fragrance of peace and memory, meant to calm the restless—or perhaps to soothe those who lingered, waiting for the inevitable. It reminded him of her.

The dwarf lay propped against a mountain of carefully arranged pillows, his body weighted down by years that had turned his once-powerful frame into something frail and unyielding. Every breath was a deliberate act, drawn in with effort and released with quiet resolve. His hands, thick with scars and twisted by the slow erosion of time, rested atop a quilt that bore the same stubborn endurance. The patterns woven into the fabric told stories of her care—each stitch precise, each color carefully chosen. Though the edges had frayed and the colors had dulled, its warmth remained. His fingers moved slowly, tracing the grooves of the stitching as if trying to remember her touch. This quilt was her work, her love made tangible, a gift she had left behind in the world when her presence became nothing more than a memory.

Her absence had left a hollow ache, one that the years had dulled but never entirely soothed. And yet, as his fingers brushed the well-worn fabric, he felt the faintest ghost of her presence. It was as though her spirit had woven itself into the threads, offering comfort in a way words never could.

His half-lidded eyes wandered the room, the details of its modest opulence coming into focus one by one. Above the hearth hung his great axe, the weapon a younger version of himself had wielded with unrelenting strength and purpose. The blade, polished to a mirror shine despite its disuse, caught the dim light of the fire and seemed to glimmer with faint defiance, as if unwilling to be forgotten. It had been a companion in countless battles, a witness to his victories, and a reminder of the lives taken and the price paid. Now it hung silent, a relic of a past he no longer had the strength to reclaim.

Nearby, on the bedside table, rested a carved figure of a mountain goat. Its edges had been smoothed by the touch of countless hands. He had made it long ago for his son, who had carried it everywhere as a child. The memory brought a faint, wistful smile to his lips. He could still picture the boy’s small hands clutching the figure tightly, even on nights when thunder rattled the stronghold and fear gripped the valley. His son had grown into a man who led with quiet strength, and though the boy’s hands no longer held the carving, the bond between them endured, unbroken by time or distance.

The ache in his bones pulled him back to the present, grounding him in the stillness. These were the signs he had come to understand, the markers of a life reaching its final chapter. He did not need the whispered assurances of the healers who came each day, nor the somber looks exchanged by those who visited his bedside. He knew. The end was close, and the knowledge brought no fear. There was a strange peace in it, a quiet pride in knowing he had done all he could to leave his mark on the world.

His thoughts turned inward, and for a moment, he allowed himself the indulgence of memory. But before they could consume him, a flicker of light in the corner of his vision caught his attention. He shifted, the effort costing him more than it once would have, and turned his gaze toward the wide window beside his bed.

The glass, faintly fogged from the warmth of the room meeting the chill of the evening air, framed a view that stretched out like a painting. The valley below glowed in the waning light, the hills bathed in gold as the sun began its slow descent. His stronghold nestled among the hills, a proud silhouette against the sky, was a testament to his people’s resilience and his own steadfast leadership.

The light came again, a flicker in the valley, small but deliberate. It gleamed sharp and bright, cutting through the deepening shadows like a spark of life. Perhaps it was the swing of a pickaxe striking stone or the sway of a miner’s lantern as someone made their way home. It could have been either—or neither. The source didn’t matter. What mattered was what the light stirred in him.

In that glimmer, he saw not just the present but fragments of the past. The gleam of steel in the torchlight. The shine of firelight reflected in the eyes of those he had led and protected. The spark of hope in moments when despair threatened to consume.
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