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The City Unseen by Eyes

By A. M. Eldritch 

The Gate of Absence

The world, as Lian knew it, was a tapestry woven with threads of the mundane and whispers of the mythical. Most people clung to the tangible, to the cobblestone streets of Veridia and the predictable rhythm of its merchant guilds. Yet, beneath the surface of everyday life, an undercurrent of ancient tales persisted, especially those concerning the Aethelgard – the City Unseen by Eyes. It was a place spoken of in hushed tones, a fantastical construct of legend that defied the very fabric of reality. They said it existed everywhere and nowhere, a mirage of stone and spirit, accessible only to those whose inner sight was keen enough to pierce the veil of the material world.

Lian, with her pragmatic mind and a heart anchored by a recent, profound loss, had always dismissed such stories as charming, if outlandish, folklore.

Her days had once been filled with the scent of aged parchment and the quiet satisfaction of restoring ancient texts in her family’s small, but reputable, scriptorium. It was a life of meticulous order, a stark contrast to the chaotic void that had swallowed her older brother, Kael. Six months had passed since his disappearance, an eternity measured in the leaden ache in Lian’s chest and the growing desolation in her parents’ eyes. Kael, always the dreamer, the one who chased after shadows and sought magic in the mundane, had vanished without a trace, leaving behind only a gaping silence where his boisterous laughter and philosophical musings once resided. 

The authorities, after a perfunctory search, had long since closed his case, attributing it to the countless perils of the road or, more callously, to Kael’s own wanderlust.

But Lian knew better. Kael was many things – impulsive, a little reckless, perhaps – but he was not one to abandon his family without a word. The thought gnawed at her, a relentless current beneath the placid surface of her grief. She spent her nights poring over his journals, not for answers to his disappearance, but for some solace, some lingering connection to the brother she adored. His handwriting, a bold, confident script, filled page after page with observations on forgotten lore, sketches of strange symbols, and increasingly, fervent entries about the Aethelgard. He had been utterly captivated by the city’s legend, spending countless hours in the city’s archives, cross-referencing ancient texts and interviewing eccentric scholars who indulged his peculiar fascination.

One particularly stormy evening, as rain lashed against the windowpanes, Lian discovered a loose page tucked deep within the binding of Kael’s most treasured book – a tattered compendium of obscure local myths. The page was thin, almost translucent, covered in Kael’s frantic scrawl. It wasn’t a journal entry; it was a series of fragmented notes, a breadcrumb trail of clues that, at first glance, seemed utterly nonsensical. “Whispers of the forgotten tongue,” one line read, followed by a crude drawing of a constellation she didn’t recognize. Another spoke of “the liminal space where stars weep,” and a third, chillingly, mentioned “the heart’s true eye.”

A cold dread coiled in Lian’s stomach, battling with a sudden, desperate surge of hope. Could these be clues to Kael’s whereabouts? His obsession with the Aethelgard had always seemed harmless, a harmless academic pursuit. Now, however, it felt like a sinister premonition. She remembered Kael’s animated descriptions of the city: its impossible architecture, the way its streets were said to shift and reform, reflecting the inner landscape of its visitors. He had believed it was a place of profound transformation, a crucible for the soul, though he never spoke of it with fear, only with an almost religious awe.

Lian traced the strange constellation on the page with a trembling finger. She recognized faint similarities to the constellations visible in Veridia’s night sky, but this was distorted, as if seen through warped glass. 

The “forgotten tongue” remained an enigma, but the “liminal space where stars weep” resonated with a vague memory of an old folktale, a cautionary tale about travelers who strayed too far from the known paths. 

The tale spoke of a place, a forgotten ruin on the fringes of the Whispering Wastes, where the veil between worlds was thin, and the stars seemed to shed tears of icy light.

A new determination, sharp and insistent, began to crystallize within her. The quiet librarian, the dutiful daughter, felt a stir of something unfamiliar – a burgeoning recklessness that she suspected Kael would have recognized. 

She couldn’t shake the feeling that these cryptic notes were more than just Kael’s whimsical ponderings; they were a desperate plea, a map to a place she never believed truly existed. The idea that Kael might have actually sought out, and perhaps even entered, the legendary Aethelgard sent a shiver down her spine that was part terror, part exhilarating hope.

The city, according to legend, was not merely invisible; it was a living entity that demanded a toll, a mirror reflecting one’s deepest truths.

Days turned into a blur of frantic research. Lian visited dusty libraries, deciphered crumbling scrolls, and even sought out the oldest, most reclusive hermits in Veridia, hoping to glean any further insight into the Aethelgard. Each snippet of information, each whispered rumor, only deepened the mystery and heightened her sense of urgency. The city was said to be a place of both profound enlightenment and maddening delusion. 

Some accounts spoke of travelers returning with newfound wisdom, their spirits ablaze with an understanding beyond human comprehension. Others warned of those who entered and never returned, their souls forever lost within the city’s labyrinthine depths, their minds shattered by its impossible truths.

She discovered that the forgotten tongue was a pre-Veridian dialect, rarely spoken, almost extinct. It was a language steeped in mysticism, its grammar a complex dance of metaphor and spiritual significance. 
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