T -

A R

P

e




s g Ry
.\'(’T('S, -.‘Ilhl [escimonies from !'17(‘

}}]"l'(‘ld ; 4 Rk

v,ut Notc' This volume is compiled from
c((’I({‘\. 11( Id sketche Sy .nu{ recovered

gittlc is not complete, nor can it ever be.
YDsnces remain. Pages are blank where images or
dagerams were once aftixed, either lost to time or
l)fu]db\ intent.
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i m ]9:;;;_ Notes: A lone stone maumleum cvowns the h\ll its
ddm' sealed, its silence unbroken:

/They say the Mausoleum is ot bull( on/the hill but the hill
was raised around it.

Perched nmp a bndu.ll mtlnu. du Mausoleum is'a lone
sencinel in Sgone/ sveathered by centuries of wind, Each stone
séems/rollean toward the lacked ivon door, as if urging passage.
To stand heré'is to feel the air shift—halt sky, half soil. Inside,
its aleoves hold empty reliquaries and deep-carved names,
many, \(lUkk through or re- dnuhd

Many uport the sensacion of being warched from both sides:
the living behind, the dead ahead. Field records suggest its
hilleap location was 8iee used as asignal pom[—lnu and
langerns flashing to un~un alliés across the valley.

T'he '‘Rige &8 not g place of ending.

I ds the first stair downward.




«Tue Horrow VERG

Explorer’s Note: At the far edge of the field the soil chiins, aﬁd""
hollow gapes open to the dark. : :

il

The Verge is less a boundary and more a wound. The land folds /"
downward into a hollow trench, where the grass recedes and '
bare earth shows through. The sound here is peculiar — '’
footsteps dull, voices swallowed, even birds fall silent when
crossing.

Some call it the field’s ‘brcnthinﬁ seam.” It divides Yellowfield
from the orchard beyond, thoug not neatly: the roots of both
worlds tangle in the soil, locked rogether like clenched hands,.

Witnesses report shadows appearing longer than they should,
bending toward the hollow as though drawn into its’silence;
'Some say if you kneel close, you will hear a faint rhythm, not
unlike 2 heartbeat — cthough whether it belongs to the earth or

yourself remains unclear. i

Verge as vein? — Orchard connected.
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; 's Note: Crumbled foundul u."
halictaried i:‘fhe::fn“ "9" v

* No one remembers who lived here or why they le ‘ﬂw

a sprawl of broken outlines, foundations that sketch che

of vanished dwellings. Stones are pitted with scorch m
refuse to fade, as :fsomc ﬁrenever quite released its grip.

Pilgrifns pockee ragraents, bellcving thern elidh
lnag‘ms}‘g\:ﬂe gm heavier thcﬁ‘anhcr from m t
wander, The : wluspcrs one cruth: somcthing oné¢ was.

is no longer.
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" The name “Hive” comes not from bees, but fro
itself -~ chambers clustered mgethcr‘ wmdmg ‘
m‘:omb < Some scholars Juggest the layour nmphes

housing, a congregation of builders who k sqm:moa

‘Otbkts lmm it was a prnsun 76

e ‘l“"s’h‘

I'ney want to return.
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THE CARVED STONES OF NELLOWEIELD

) ‘./.
it s Nove: A half-circle of iv thei
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ornamental, but at dusk they cur deep, edges sharp as wounds.

The arrange itual — spoech lifted voward sky and
soil :lm bk:w mourning, :)r wami:g is lbs:m




B@ﬁm’u Note: Pale blouomt thnt l\\*rn famt guld bcucath thc

i Ihc ﬂowcn arc thc namunké (St \cllowhcld In davli sht thcv
i ar fragile, or in eir petals clnmmtr ax

) t ough catohing an u crcrs swear they hear a
/ nmt um in thcir duttcrs. i xhoir of hees Iong vanished.

=To kncel itho g tlwm i fcel both immense renderness and an
ache of grief, Some carry blossoms’ away, but they wilt instancly
outside thL‘ held, as lhoubh rcfusing exile.

lxgn:nds say f hc bluom< spmntcd kﬁom the footprints of the firse
mourners o o this | and, Each ow::r I8 /4 testament not to
what was planted, but to what was lost.

The Field Flowers
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'Ihe\mmcsnslcssauccmdmammd Trzwdcrscarﬂc
initials, pravers, curses. Az first, the markings hold — ther. sfrer
a scason, they \'mnhmwnhc‘u\od,hnng&rhﬂunhﬂnm

o Ex:ssmdthcnccrcmanbcn | who mark it. Whether it T
mourns them or bles m who tells ﬂac walle. At
Roots extend docp, am‘l some insist they further than
the ficld, threading toward the Carhcdra] irself.

During stonms, the tree has been seen trembling before rth{m&n'
" breaks, as though anticipating the strike. Yet nohghmmg
i cvcrwmad its Crown. '

T'he Iree of Witness
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Archivist’s Final Enery: The field does nor

What is written is but one pach across the grass, a
single crail of pressed’stems and scattered petals: -
Others will walk differently. Ochers will vanish wheré
you remain.
Every stone, every bloom, every hollow carries more ™
than these });13,'('5'(';111 hold. The missing marks are not -
errors —they are invitations. Step into the blank ™
spaces. Let the silence speak in your stead.

ltl\nu leave Yellowfield, it will follow:

“.\'UH recurn, it w l” .l/l‘(‘.’lt[\' I\'HU\\' vour name.



Issued under







