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Introduction

Few in Elantris remember an age when magic crackled openly in the air, manifesting
in roaring flames and shimmering shields. For most, such tales are little more than
bedtime stories—a world of fantastical heroes, legendary beasts, and enchanted relics
lost to the march of history. But within the weathered stone halls of Maren College,
ancient magic slumbers, waiting for the unwitting hand or restless mind to awaken its
dormant pulse. Here, among quiet libraries and echoing lecture halls, Kiera Derain has
built her life: a world mapped in ink and parchment, where she’s always someone’s
daughter, never the originator of her own legend.

Kiera's days are steeped in routine. Her curious mind explores dusty tomes, her
ambitions shaped by the shadow of her mother—the famed historian and researcher,
Lirael Derain. Yet, beneath her scholarly pursuits, Kiera aches for a sense of purpose
beyond rote memorization or the pursuit of academic accolades. She yearns for
meaning, a calling tethered not to someone else’s reputation, but her own hidden
potential. Still, such longing feels dangerous in a world that seems content to leave
the marvels of old buried under layers of skepticism and bureaucracy.

Everything changes on the eve of the equinox, when an unadorned box, weathered by
time and bound in unfamiliar sigils, is delivered into her hands. The artifact is
accompanied by a single enigmatic note—unsigned and brief—directing Kiera to look
within not just the relic, but herself. From that moment, her life, so carefully ordered,
unspools into uncertainty. Flashes of forgotten languages dance at the edge of her
mind, dreams fill with long-vanished places, and a persistent sense of being watched
tinges every shadow.

As secrets seep from the relic’s core, Kiera finds herself pursued by questions with no
easy answers. Who were the Guardians, truly, and why has her family concealed this
legacy? The heirloom calls to something deep within her soul—a birthright she never
imagined, entwined with dangers she is ill-prepared to face alone. Each revelation
draws her further from the safety of her scholarly sanctuary and deeper into networks
of ancient power, betrayal, and hope.

Within these pages, Kiera’s journey begins—not only to reclaim the forsaken magic of
her ancestors, but to forge new bonds and define her own legacy. Through tribulation
and triumph, shadow and light, she will discover that beginnings are seldom easy, and
that the echoes of history carry both promise and peril. This is her story—a saga of
lost legacies and new beginnings, set in a world where reality is shaped as much by
courage as by ancient spells—and it all starts here, with an unexpected inheritance
and the first trembling step into the unknown.
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CHAPTER ONE: Shadows in the Stacks

The scent of aging parchment and forgotten dust was Kiera’s comfort, the low hum of
distant student chatter a familiar lullaby. Maren College's Grand Library, a sprawling
labyrinth of towering shelves and echoing alcoves, had been her second home since
childhood. Now, as a third-year scholar specializing in archaic languages, it was her
sanctuary. She traced the intricate calligraphy on a brittle map of pre-Sundering
Aeridor, a world vastly different from the one she inhabited, lost in the imagined
whisper of ancient winds through forgotten forests.

A cough from the next aisle broke her reverie. Professor Eldrin, a man whose
spectacles were perpetually slipping down his nose and whose tweed jacket seemed
to be an extension of his own academic slouch, peered over a stack of scrolls. "Miss
Derain, still excavating the past?" His tone was wry, a familiar jab at her deep dives
into esoteric texts while other students grappled with contemporary political treatises.

Kiera offered a small, polite smile. "Someone has to keep the ghosts company,
Professor."

He chuckled, a dry, rattling sound. "Indeed. Though | suspect your mother would
prefer you focus on the published ghosts. Your thesis on the syntactic evolution of
High Runes is due next week, remember?"

Lirael Derain. The name was a phantom limb, always there, always demanding
attention. Kiera’s mother was a luminary in historical linguistics, her groundbreaking
work on the Age of Resonance a cornerstone of modern scholarship. Kiera admired
her, of course, but the constant comparison, the unspoken expectation to follow in her
precise, well-trodden footsteps, often felt like a silken tether holding her back from her
own trajectory. She craved a different kind of discovery, a tangible link to the magic
that her mother dismissed as mere folklore, albeit fascinating folklore.

“l haven’t forgotten, Professor,” Kiera assured him, though a tremor of unease rippled
through her. She had been procrastinating, drawn instead to obscure texts referencing
things her mother scoffed at: elemental conduits, Ley lines, the cryptic ‘Guardians’
who supposedly maintained balance in a magically vibrant world. These were the
whispers that truly called to her, even if they were relegated to the college’s restricted
‘Myth and Conjecture’ section.

She turned back to her work, or rather, her distraction. The map detailed an

unidentifiable symbol near the forgotten city of Eldoria, a place mentioned only in the
most obscure of texts, usually alongside fantastical accounts of shimmering towers
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and rivers of liquid light. It was a spiral within a circle, interlocking lines that seemed
to hum with an almost imperceptible energy on the yellowed page. No known runic
alphabet contained it, no historical record elucidated its meaning.

Just as Kiera reached for her magnifying glass, a crisp tap echoed from the main desk.
Olina, the head librarian, a woman whose stern demeanor belied a surprising fondness
for Earl Grey tea and scandalous historical romances, beckoned her over. "Miss
Derain. A package has arrived for you."

Kiera frowned. She hadn't ordered anything. Her usual deliveries consisted of rare
book catalogues or occasional care packages from her Aunt Maeve, always filled with
freshly baked honey cakes and sensible wool socks.

The package sat on the polished oak counter, unremarkable at first glance. It was a
simple wooden box, about the size of a small tome, unadorned and lacking any
sender's address. The wood was dark, aged, almost petrified, with a smooth, worn
surface that felt oddly warm beneath her fingertips. No ornate carvings, no familiar
seals. Just... plain.

"Who delivered it?" Kiera asked, picking it up. It was surprisingly heavy, dense, as if
filled with lead.

Olina adjusted her spectacles. "A courier. Very discreet. He simply said it was 'an
inheritance,' and that you would know." She raised an eyebrow, a clear invitation for
Kiera to elaborate.

Kiera certainly did not know. Her family wasn’t known for mysterious inheritances.
They were scholars, academics, their legacies built on published papers and peer-
reviewed journals, not cryptic boxes from unknown benefactors. "An inheritance?" she
repeated, bewildered. Her parents were alive and well, her grandparents long
deceased, their modest estates settled years ago.

She carried the box to a quiet corner of the library, choosing a carrel nestled between
shelves dedicated to ancient philosophy and forgotten religious texts. The air here was
cooler, stiller, thick with the scent of old knowledge. She ran her fingers over the box’s
surface, searching for a latch, a seam, anything. There was none. It seemed to be a
single, solid piece of wood.

Then, her gaze snagged on something almost invisible. Etched into the dark wood, so
fine it could have been a natural grain, was a faint, almost imperceptible symbol. It
was the same spiral-within-a-circle she’d just seen on the map. Her breath hitched.

Coincidence? Or something far more profound?

As she traced the symbol, a faint hum resonated from within the box, a low vibration
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that thrummed against her palm. It wasn't loud enough for anyone else to hear, but
for Kiera, it felt as though it vibrated in her bones. A faint, silvery glow emanated from
the etched lines, so subtle it was barely there, yet undeniably present in the dim light
of the carrel.

And then, she noticed the note. Tucked almost invisibly into a small, barely perceptible
crevice on the side of the box, was a folded piece of paper. It was thick, parchment-
like, with an unusual texture that felt like ancient silk. Unfolding it, Kiera saw only
three lines, written in an elegant, flowing script she didn't immediately recognize:

The echoes awaken.Look within yourself, not just the wood.The legacy awaits.
No signature. No explanation. Just an ominous, thrilling riddle.

A shiver traced its way down Kiera’s spine, not of fear, but of anticipation. This was
precisely the kind of mystery she craved, the kind her mother would dismiss as
romanticized nonsense. But the box, the symbol, the subtle hum - it felt real. It felt...
magical.

She pressed her thumb against the faint symbol on the box once more, unconsciously
focusing her intent, a whisper of a hope that this was more than just a peculiar
delivery. As her skin met the warm, humming wood, the symbol flared with a soft,
inner light. The hum intensified, vibrating through her hand, up her arm, and settling
deep within her chest.

Then, with a soft click that was both loud and utterly silent in the quiet library, the top
of the box separated from its base, rising on an invisible hinge. Kiera gasped.

Inside, nestled on a bed of what looked like finely spun, iridescent silver thread, was a
single object. It was a pendant, crafted from a dark, smooth stone, almost obsidian in
color, but with a faint, internal luminescence that pulsed rhythmically. And upon its
surface, carved with exquisite precision, was the same spiral-within-a-circle symbol.

As Kiera reached for it, a sudden flash of light erupted from the pendant, brilliant and
blinding. It wasn’t a harsh light, but a soft, warm glow that enveloped her hand as she
lifted it. As the light faded, a wave of dizziness washed over her, followed by
something far more unsettling.

Images flashed across her mind’s eye with startling clarity: not memories, but
fragments of places she’d never seen. A vast, echoing chamber carved from crystal. A
shimmering waterfall cascading into a pool of pure light. A towering, ancient tree
whose branches touched the very sky. And then, a face. A woman, her features
obscured by shadow, but her eyes, piercing and ancient, seemed to look directly into
Kiera’s soul.

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

The vision lasted only a moment, but it left Kiera breathless, her heart hammering
against her ribs. She clutched the pendant, its dark stone now cool against her skin,
the symbol on its surface no longer glowing, but seemingly absorbing the ambient
light. The dizziness subsided, but a strange, new sensation lingered - a faint, almost
imperceptible hum that seemed to resonate from within her own body, mirroring the
one from the box.

She looked around the library, half-expecting someone to have noticed the flash of
light, the strange hum, the odd look on her face. But the students remained engrossed
in their studies, the librarians vigilant but oblivious. The Grand Library remained the
same, unchanging edifice of knowledge, yet for Kiera, something fundamental had
shifted.

The ancient texts suddenly felt less like abstract history and more like a roadmap. The
forgotten languages less like dead words and more like dormant keys. The 'Myth and
Conjecture' section less like speculative fiction and more like a suppressed archive.

Her gaze fell back on the pendant. It was undeniably beautiful, but more than that, it
felt powerful. A silent promise. A whispered invitation. This wasn't just an inheritance;
it was an unveiling. Her mother’s world of academia suddenly seemed impossibly
small, constricted. A vast, unknown landscape of ancient magic and forgotten legacies
lay before her, beckoning.

Kiera carefully placed the pendant around her neck, tucking it beneath her tunic where
it lay against her skin, a tangible link to the inexplicable. The wood box, now empty,
seemed to have fulfilled its purpose. She closed it, the same silent click echoing.

She packed her bag, her thesis now a distant, blurry concern. The hum within her
persisted, a constant, gentle thrum, like a sleeping giant stirring. The symbol on the
pendant, hidden from view, felt warm against her skin, a secret weight, a promise of
revelation. The echoes had indeed awakened. And Kiera Derain, the quiet scholar, felt
the first stirrings of a power she didn't understand, a legacy she was only just
beginning to grasp, pulling her away from the dusty comfort of the library and towards
a destiny she could barely conceive. The shadows in the stacks were no longer just
literary. They were alive, and they were calling to her.
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