A LETTER FROM
AELORIA & A RCHE

ITIS A MOMENT FELT MORE THAN UNDERSTOOD,
WHEN FAMILIAR STRUCTURES BEGIN TO SOFTEN
& UNSEEN PATHS GATHER BENEATH THE
SURFACE OF THINGS.

LONG BEFORE CHANGE IS SPOKEN ALOUD,
THERE ARE THOSE WHO SENSE IT — A SUBTLE
TENSION IN THE AIR, LIKE TIDE BEFORE STORM
OR DAWN BEFORE LIGHT — & WITHOUT FULLY
KNOWING WHY, THEY BEGIN TO BUILD- BRIDGES
WHERE NONE YET CROSS. SANCTUARIES WHERE
REST WILL SOMEDAY BE NEEDED. DOORWAYS
WAITING PATIENTLY FOR TRAVELERS NOT YET

AWARE OF THEIR JOURNEY.

FOR TRANSFORMATION RARELY ARRIVES AS
CATASTROPHE.

IT ARRIVES AS REMEMBERING.
A TURNING TOWARD COHERENCE.
A RETURNING TO RHYTHM.

AND IN THAT TURNING, THE SEARCH FOR
BELONGING QUIETLY ENDS — REPLACED BY THE
REALIZATION THAT WANDERING WAS NEVER
AIMLESS, BUT PREPARATION. PREPARATION TO
TEND, TO ANCHOR, & TO REMAIN WHEN THE
WATERS SHIFT.

WHEN A PLACE IS CHOSEN WITH CARE, WHEN
PURPOSE IS HELD IN COMMON, UNCERTAINTY
SOFTENS INTO DIRECTION. THE VEIL BETWEEN
WHAT HAS BEEN & WHAT LONGS TO EMERGE
GROWS THIN, REVEALING A SIMPLE TRUTH:

WE WERE NEVER LOST.
WE WERE ARRIVING.

THE GATES OF CASTLEHAVN STAND AS SUCH
BRIDGE —

A HARBOR BETWEEN WORLDS,

A LIGHT KEPT FOR THOSE NAVIGATING
UNFAMILIAR SEAS,

A SANCTUARY FOR RENEWAL,

STUDY, AND
RETURN.

' WELCOME HOME.
0~ Aeloria & Anché

' ' CASTLEHAVN LIGHTHOUSE KEEPERS




