
The Threads That Bind

A Tale From Hor’Izon

There are places in Hor’Izon where the world still remembers how to breathe.

Not just the lazy exhale of the summer wind or the gasping rasp of a storm — no, 
the old breath. The first breath. The one that wove mountains from mist and 
turned empty stone into sleeping beasts.

Most people these days lived too fast to hear it. Their boots clomped too hard. 
Their machines whirred too loudly. Their prayers, if they still made them, got 
caught somewhere between the shouting and the smoke.

But in Talahar — if you listened — the world was still breathing.

And in the grove of the Loomstone, where the mists clung low and the silver-
threaded grass whispered around your ankles, the world was singing too.

“Again, Grandmother! Tell it again!”

A small voice — thin, high, impatient — cracked across the clearing like a stone 
skipping across still water.

The elder known as Meh’Laka of the Ashenna squinted one bright, owl-like eye at 
her great-grandchild, who was bouncing from foot to wide, padded foot with a 
frankly disrespectful lack of solemnity.

Children had no respect for proper gravitas these days. In her youth, if you were 
allowed within five paces of the Loomstone, you conducted yourself with the kind 
of reverence reserved for summoning storms or carving totems.

Not… this.

The child — Tennak, by some misfortune — was shaped like a ball of fuzz and 
boundless hope, with bright streaks of grey already threading his dark fur, though 
he was barely into his second winter of learning. He had the heart of a singer, the 
feet of a dancer, and the patience of a squirrel caught in a thunderstorm.

Still. It was his right to ask. And her duty to answer.



Meh’Laka folded herself down before the Loomstone, the great black monolith 
towering above them both. It shimmered faintly in the gathering dusk, veins of 
silver and green pulsing like the slow heartbeat of a sleeping giant.

Around its base, ancient scars caught the last light — faint slashes and gouges 
where promises had been broken, oaths shattered, trust unwoven.
Each one a mark. Each one a lesson.

Tennak flopped down beside her, gangly limbs tangled like a fallen sapling, his 
eyes wide and expectant.

Meh’Laka cleared her throat.
A few strands of mist wandered lazily through the grove, as if gathering to listen 
too.

“Listen close, little thread,” she said. “For this is how the world was woven.”

In the beginning, there was nothing but Breath and Thread.

The Breath stirred through the void, lonely and vast, singing a song so old that no 
living thing could remember its beginning.

The Thread — bright and shining — answered. It danced to the Breath’s song, 
twisting and turning and weaving itself into shapes the Breath had never dreamed 
of.

Where the Breath sang of hunger, the Thread wove beasts with sharp teeth and 
clever hands.
Where the Breath sang of sorrow, the Thread wove rivers and the sighing of 
leaves.
Where the Breath sang of wonder, the Thread wove stars.

And when the Breath sang of loneliness — the sharp ache of it, the hollow echo of 
it — the Thread wove the first Talahari.

They stepped forth from the Loomstone, furred and strong, eyes bright with 
starlight and breath sweet with the memory of the first song.

Tennak was already fidgeting. He was doing his best to hide it, but his foot was 
tapping a rhythm against the earth that no spirit would call respectful.



Meh’Laka let it pass. The Loomstone would forgive a child. For now.

She continued:

“The Breath and the Thread wove the world together, stitch by stitch. Every 
river. Every mountain. Every creature. Every heartbeat. All threads, tangled 
and singing in a great tapestry without end.”

“But Grandmother,” Tennak interrupted, because patience was an affliction that 
clearly skipped a generation, “why can’t we just make new threads when we 
want to? Why do the old ones matter so much?”

Ah.
There it was.
The question at the heart of every young fool’s journey into wisdom.

Meh’Laka smiled, a slow, creaking thing like a branch bending under snow.

“Because, little thread, if you snip a thread here and tie a new one there 
without care, the whole weaving unravels.”

She reached out and gently ruffled his headfur.

“The world isn’t something we own. It’s something we belong to. We are not 
the weavers, Tennak. We are the weaving.”

The mists sighed around them. Somewhere in the distance, a nightbird called, long 
and low.

Tennak was quiet for a long moment.
A real moment, the kind that tasted of slow things: of sap running through trees, of 
rivers carving valleys, of mountains growing a fingernail’s breadth in a hundred 
years.

Then, cautious:

“Is that why the Loomstone grows scars?”

Meh’Laka nodded.

“Each time a thread is broken — when a promise is broken, when blood is 
spilled where none should be, when someone forgets they are part of the 



Great Weave — the Loomstone bears witness. It cannot heal. It can only 
remember.”

She looked up at the stone.

Some scars were barely visible. A scratch, a blemish.
Others were deep and ugly, running across the surface like angry wounds.

And in recent years — too recent, for any elder’s comfort — there were new marks.
Marks that smelled of smoke and iron and greed.
Marks that had nothing to do with old, sacred quarrels and everything to do with 
the strangers who had begun to plant their ugly little wooden teeth along the 
coast.

“The world is changing,” Meh’Laka said, softly. “And not all weavings are kind 
ones.”

Tennak frowned. He picked up a fallen leaf, twirling it between thick fingers.

“Then what do we do, Grandmother?” he asked. “If someone tries to rip the 
Weave apart?”

Meh’Laka’s smile was sharp now, a thing with teeth.

“We do what we have always done, little thread.”

She touched his heart with one heavy finger, then pointed to the Loomstone.

“We weave stronger. We sing louder. We tie our threads so tightly with each 
other that no storm can tear them apart.”

The mists thickened then, swirling in luminous eddies.
The Loomstone thrummed — a deep, ancient sound felt more in bone than in ear.

Tennak stared at it, wide-eyed, as if seeing it truly for the first time.

Later, when they rose and left the grove — their footprints swallowed by mist and 
memory — the Loomstone remained.

A witness.
A heartbeat.
A promise.



And somewhere, high above Talahar, where the stars stitched slow arcs across the 
velvet sky, the Breath sang on.


