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Summary: 
            Amorra Week Day 2 - Ice

          







Frost

Author's Note:
      While I can't join the Amorra Week in full, I wanted to write at least something :) It's short, it's kinda sweet, it's .... something

    


    
     


  Frost



  

  



Between the layers of ancient ice lay many secrets. It hides so many. It held onto the small pieces of Ravvas and Vatuus energy, lost in their many battles, it kept the whispers of the dead for itself and for centuries hid a young boy.



It was the icepeaks that saw the broken man first, the ground kept his foodprints. He was burned by the oil, blubbering under layers of layers of cracking snow. He had found refuge between the cold mountains. Far away from another soul. Ice and snow were the only witness as the man buried part of his blood. A brother. 

Day after day the Hermit made himself a home between the rocks and sharp cold crytsals. 

He hunted what he needed with his mind, sat still at his fire for hours of the coldest nights, watching the sky as if looking for something he lost.



After thousands of nights a young woman, carrying the spirit of old in her soul, had found him. She also had been broken, poison pulsated through her veins, she smelled of the ashes from the fireland, of the jungle, where the veil of the worlds were thin. The second they met they fought, just for a second. None of them had their heart in it. 

They were tired. Beaten. 

Soon they would watch the fire and the sky together, first in lonely silence then in a melancholic togetherness, with hushed whispers. 

He saw the poison and she removed it. Screaming with pain. 

They laughed and cried, they shared a heart and a bed. But after many nights the women had to go. 

The glaciers never talked about their goodbye. 

They never told, how years later, the women returned with a child, sharing the blood of both. Or about the hushed conversation and sparse but welcomed visits. 



While moving and cracking the snow melted into the ice as one decade ended in a new one. Soon the burned man joined his brother in his grave. The Avatar and her child had said tearful goodbyes. 



And while the Ice melted and swelled on and on, the Avatar's wrinkles got deeper. Her child, now a young man, brought her back to the hideout, to the place of secrets. Her everlasting sleep came later and her boy lived on. 



In a blink, the universe goes one. The child of the child of the child, will not remember the Avatar or the burned man. The world spins, while the secrets laid deep in the frosty crystals beneath them remain. 



Ice holds many secrets, even the ones forgotten.

  


cover.jpg
e
Frost

7 Amorra Week 2025 - | S






