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In a world rebuilt from the aftermath of catastrophe, the remnants 
of the past whisper secrets of a forgotten era. "Harmonies of the 
Lost World" unravels a tale of rebirth, rediscovery, and the 
transformative power of music. Journey with the Maelians, a tribe 
rooted in the future yet tethered to a distant past, as they uncover 
an ancient sanctuary and the echoes of melodies once lost to 
time. As notes bridge the gap between epochs, nature and the 
cosmos join the symphony, creating a saga that reminds us of the 
timeless bond between humanity, Earth, and the universe. 
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After the Firestorm 

The blinding fury of nuclear detonations had reshaped the world 
in mere moments. Skies once blue turned angry and crimson, 
casting a perennial twilight. Ashes rained down, blanketing the 
lands in a thick layer of sorrow. Mighty skyscrapers, symbols of 
human ambition, now lay crumpled and defeated, their skeletal 
remains jutting out like tombstones on a vast graveyard. 

As the nuclear winter settled in, the survivors were forced 
underground, seeking refuge in subterranean shelters and caves. 
Above ground, flora and fauna suffered, mutating and adapting in 
bizarre and often tragic ways. Forests of metal and concrete 
slowly disintegrated, allowing nature, in its resilient spirit, to 
weave a blanket of green over the wounds of the earth. 

Generations were born and perished underground. Stories of the 
'Old World' were passed down, morphing into legends—tales of 
vast oceans, soaring birds, and cities that touched the sky. These 
stories were spoken of with reverence, though their truths were 
blurred by the passage of time. 

The surface world became a forbidden place, a land of myths and 
dangers. But as centuries turned, the earth began to heal. The 
radioactive haze lessened, and the air, though still heavy with the 
weight of the past, became breathable. Pockets of survivors 
emerged, their skin now adapted to the altered atmosphere, their 
eyes evolved to see in the dim light. 

These new civilizations, forged in the crucible of nuclear 
aftermath, were tribes with unique cultures, languages, and 
beliefs. Their past was a puzzle, pieced together from fragmented 
memories and artifacts. They revered the earth, seeing it as a 
living entity that had endured and forgiven humanity’s mistakes. 
They looked upon the ruins not with understanding but with awe, 
wondering what kind of gods or giants had built such wonders. 
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While these tribes had no memory of the technologies or the 
pleasures of the world before, they possessed a profound respect 
for the delicate balance of life. Unbeknownst to them, deep within 
the earth's hidden pockets, lay remnants of the old world, waiting 
to be rediscovered, and among them was a legacy of music that 
would once again touch souls across time. 

 

The Buried Auditorium 

The vast expanse of the reclaimed world was a canvas of 
mysteries, and Lera, with her insatiable curiosity, was drawn to its 
enigmatic tapestry. Born into the tribe of Mael, known for their 
skills in excavation and understanding of the old world's 
structures, she had been trained to decipher the stories buried 
beneath layers of soil and rubble. 

One day, while exploring a particularly dense thicket, her foot 
struck a metallic object. Clearing the overgrowth, she uncovered 
an ornate, rusted door, its design unlike any she had seen in her 
tribe's excavations. Symbols, which looked like faded letters from 
a long-lost language, adorned its surface, whispering secrets of 
its past. 

Gathering a team of fellow Maelians, Lera embarked on an 
excavation. They dug and tunneled, revealing a vast underground 
edifice. The structure was a marvel, its architecture a blend of 
elegance and grandeur, hinting at its significance in the world 
before. 

As they ventured deeper, they arrived at a magnificent auditorium. 
Rows upon rows of seats, now draped in centuries of dust, faced 
a large stage. The air was thick with age, but a profound silence 
reigned, as if the hall was holding its breath, waiting for an 
audience once more. 
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The stage bore the true gem of their discovery: a grand piano, its 
surface gleaming faintly under layers of dust. It was a testament 
to the craftsmanship of the old world, having withstood the test of 
time and the devastation that had claimed so much. Its ebony and 
ivory keys remained intact, eager to share the melodies they once 
knew. 

Surrounding the piano were stacks of sheet music. The pages, 
though yellowed and fragile, were legible. They bore intricate 
notations, symbols of a musical language that had been silenced 
for centuries. 

Lera, moved by the gravity of her discovery, gently pressed a key. 
The note, clear and poignant, echoed through the auditorium, 
announcing the resurrection of a lost art. The buried auditorium 
was no longer just a relic; it was a bridge to a past that the new 
world was about to rediscover. 

 

Echoing Through Time 

The concert hall was shrouded in a quiet, expectant hush, the 
weight of centuries pressing in from its ornate walls. As Lera 
approached the piano, she felt a connection, a magnetic pull 
toward the instrument. Its majestic form seemed to beckon her, 
inviting her to awaken its dormant spirit. 

The piano was a relic from another age, its once polished surface 
now mottled with the patina of time. Each key told a silent story of 
melodies played, of celebrations and laments, of performers and 
audiences long gone. With a cautious reverence, Lera extended 
her hand, her fingers hovering over the keys, sensing their latent 
energy. 



5 
 

Mustering her courage, she pressed down gently on a single key. 
The resulting note, though not as crisp as it might have once 
been, was profound in its impact. It rose like a phoenix, breaking 
the prolonged silence, filling the vast chamber with a sound that 
was both melancholic and hopeful. The note seemed to linger, its 
resonance bouncing off the walls, creating echoes that whispered 
tales of days gone by. 

The tribe members who had accompanied Lera on the excavation 
stood motionless, their breaths held. This sound, so novel and 
entrancing, stirred emotions deep within them. It was as if the 
very soul of the old world had spoken, bridging the temporal 
divide. 

Lera continued, her initial hesitation giving way to curiosity. She 
pressed another key, then another, each note weaving into the 
next, crafting a spontaneous melody that danced through the 
auditorium. Though she had no formal knowledge of music, there 
was an innate rhythm within her, guiding her fingers. 

The haunting tune she played was an impromptu connection 
between two worlds. As the final note faded, the chamber was left 
with an awakened energy, a promise that the melodies of the past 
would once again find a voice in the present. 

 

The Sheets of Memory 

Beside the grand piano, the stacks of sheet music stood like 
ancient scrolls, repositories of forgotten knowledge. Each sheet, 
with its faded ink and brittle edges, was a tangible piece of 
history, a window into a time when these symbols breathed life 
into the air with sound. 
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Lera, having awakened the piano's voice, now turned her 
attention to these sheets. She picked one up delicately, fearing it 
might crumble under her touch. The paper felt cool and heavy, its 
texture speaking of a craftsmanship that had been lost to time. 
The symbols on them – intricate, curving lines interspersed with 
dots and markings – were unlike any script or drawing Lera had 
ever seen. They seemed to dance on the page, each symbol 
seemingly imbued with a purpose and emotion. 

Though the script was foreign, there was something intuitively 
musical about the patterns. Lera felt an unexplained pull, an urge 
to translate the visual to the auditory. With cautious optimism, she 
positioned a sheet on the stand before the piano, trying to match 
the symbols' placements with the corresponding keys. 

Hesitatingly, she began to press the keys in the order of the 
symbols, letting intuition guide her rhythm and pace. What began 
as a series of disjointed notes slowly coalesced into a coherent 
melody. The music swelled, ebbing and flowing, painting a sonic 
landscape that evoked images of vast fields, majestic mountains, 
and tranquil rivers. 

As the notes danced through the auditorium, the other members 
of the tribe were drawn closer, their senses captivated. The 
melody, though alien, resonated with a shared human heritage. It 
was as if the music held memories, emotions, and stories of a 
world long gone. 

The performance, though imperfect in its rendition, was flawless 
in its impact. By the time the last note reverberated through the 
chamber, the Maelians felt an overwhelming sense of connection, 
not only to their ancestors but also to the vast tapestry of human 
civilization. The sheets of memory had indeed bridged the chasm 
of time, linking the souls of the past to the hearts of the present. 
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A Tribe Transfixed 

Lera's discovery, though initially shared with only a small group of 
Maelians, soon became the talk of the tribe. Whispers of the 
unearthed piano and the melodies it produced spread like wildfire, 
kindling a collective curiosity. The tribe, while always respectful of 
their history, had rarely come face to face with such a tangible link 
to the past. 

A grand gathering was organized at the heart of their settlement, 
under the canopy of ancient trees and amidst the glow of fireflies. 
Lera, sensing the significance of the moment, transported the 
grand piano from the auditorium to this natural amphitheater, 
allowing the whole tribe to witness the magic firsthand. 

As dusk settled and the first stars began to twinkle, Lera took her 
position. She began with the same haunting melody she had first 
played. The notes, pure and poignant, traveled through the night, 
weaving a spell around every listener. 

The tribe, accustomed to their own forms of music—drums, 
chants, and wind instruments—found the piano's sound both 
foreign and familiar. It was as if the music spoke a universal 
language, awakening latent memories in their DNA. Elderly 
members of the tribe, eyes glistening with unshed tears, felt 
flashes of inexplicable nostalgia, while the younger ones 
experienced a profound connection to a world they had only 
heard of in stories. 

As Lera transitioned from one piece to another, each melody told 
a story—of celebrations, of love, of loss, and of hope. The tribe 
was transported on a journey, not just through time, but also 
through the myriad emotions that have always defined humanity. 

When the performance concluded, a hushed silence prevailed. 
The tribe, deeply moved, sat in quiet reflection, allowing the 
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echoes of the melodies to imprint upon their souls. In that 
moment, the boundaries of time seemed to blur, uniting the 
Maelians with the long-gone civilizations of the Old World. 

In the days that followed, the piano became a communal treasure. 
Elders, young ones, and even children were drawn to it, each 
attempting to tease out melodies, to connect with the legacy left 
behind. The tribe, through music, began to understand the depth, 
complexity, and beauty of the world that once was. And in doing 
so, they discovered a richer understanding of themselves. 

 

The Return of Harmony 

The buried auditorium, once a silent testament to a bygone era, 
became a vibrant center of Maelian life. The tribe worked 
diligently to restore it, uncovering more of its grandeur with each 
passing day. The hall's acoustic design, crafted by masters of the 
past, amplified and enriched every note, ensuring that the music 
reached every corner of the settlement. 

Mornings in the tribe took on a new ritual. As the first light of dawn 
painted the sky, members would gather in the hall, beginning the 
day with harmonious melodies that filled the air with hope and 
energy. These songs, reminiscent of the old world’s mornings, 
spoke of new beginnings, of gratitude for life, and of the promise 
that each day held. 

As day gave way to evening, the tribe would congregate once 
more. This time, the melodies were softer, more introspective. 
Elders would share stories of the day's events, weaving them into 
the music, ensuring that the tribe's present was just as cherished 
as its connection to the past. The younger generation, sitting 
cross-legged, would absorb these tales and tunes, their eyes filled 
with wonder and reverence. 
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Under the canopy of stars, as the world around them whispered 
the secrets of the night, the tribe would indulge in lullabies. These 
gentle melodies, played on the piano with a soft touch, were a 
balm to the soul. They served as a bridge between the waking 
world and the realm of dreams, ensuring a peaceful transition for 
all. 

This newfound musical tradition fostered a deeper sense of 
community among the Maelians. They found that music, in its 
purest form, was a universal language, transcending barriers of 
age, belief, and experience. The act of gathering, singing, and 
listening became sacred, binding them together with threads of 
harmony. 

The tribe also ensured that this musical legacy would not be lost 
again. Elders took on the role of mentors, teaching the younger 
generation not just to play, but to feel the music. They explained 
the stories behind each sheet, the emotions that birthed every 
melody. In return, the younger members added their own 
compositions, enriching the tribe's musical repertoire. 

The Return of Harmony, as this era came to be known, was not 
just about the revival of music from the old world, but about the 
intertwining of past, present, and future. Through music, the 
Maelians had discovered a timeless connection, ensuring that 
their legacy, and that of the civilizations before them, would 
resonate for generations to come. 

 

Sanctuary of Sound 

Word of the Maelian's magnificent discovery and their deep 
connection to the music began to spread far beyond their lands. 
Whispers of a concert hall that echoed with the melodies of a lost 
civilization became the stuff of legends. Such tales, carried by the 
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winds and narrated by wandering traders, reached the farthest 
corners of the post-apocalyptic world. 

The Maelians, recognizing the significance of their discovery, not 
only for themselves but for all of humanity, decided to preserve 
the concert hall. They dedicated themselves to its restoration, 
carefully peeling away the ravages of time, unveiling more of its 
beauty with each passing day. The auditorium, once a silent 
witness to a forgotten era, was reborn as the "Sanctuary of 
Sound." 

The name was apt. For all who entered its embrace, the hall was 
not just a place of music but a haven for the soul. Its walls 
seemed to hold memories, resonating with the collective 
experiences of performers and audiences from epochs gone by. 

Travelers, explorers, and seekers of knowledge embarked on 
pilgrimages to visit the Sanctuary. Some came out of sheer 
curiosity, drawn by the legends. Others sought solace, a 
connection to a time before the world's fracture. And there were 
those who came searching for inspiration, hoping to harness the 
energy of the Sanctuary for their own artistic pursuits. 

The Maelians welcomed all. For them, the Sanctuary of Sound 
was not just a relic of the past but a beacon for the future. They 
believed that by sharing the music, they were fostering 
understanding, unity, and hope among the disparate tribes and 
communities of the new world. 

Inside the Sanctuary, travelers would often find themselves 
overwhelmed by emotion. The harmonious melodies, the 
captivating stories of the tribe, and the sheer majesty of the hall 
itself would transport them to another realm. Many would sit, eyes 
closed, letting the music wash over them, feeling a profound 
connection to both the past and the potential of the future. 
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In time, the Sanctuary of Sound became a melting pot of cultures. 
Musicians from different tribes and lands would come with their 
instruments, adding their own melodies to the Maelian repertoire. 
This fusion of musical styles and traditions birthed new 
compositions, a testament to the enduring and unifying power of 
music. 

Through the Sanctuary of Sound, the Maelians inadvertently 
founded a new age of cultural renaissance, proving that even in 
the aftermath of destruction, humanity could find its way back to 
beauty, unity, and harmony. 

 

The Legacy Preserved 

The Maelians, with each passing day, grew more cognizant of the 
fragile nature of their precious discovery. The aged sheet music, 
though remarkably preserved for centuries, was still susceptible to 
the elements and the wear of time. The tribe realized that the 
melodies etched on those sheets were not just notes; they were 
echoes of humanity's spirit, invaluable and irreplaceable. 

Driven by a sense of urgency and purpose, the tribe's artisans 
and scholars embarked on a mission to safeguard this legacy. 
Utilizing materials they had at hand — plant-based dyes for ink, 
carefully prepared hides and tree barks for paper, and bone and 
wood for tools — they began the painstaking task of replicating 
the sheet music. 

The process was labor-intensive. Each sheet was gently placed 
on a flat surface, and the artisans, using finely crafted brushes, 
began tracing the symbols, ensuring every curve and nuance was 
captured. The younger generation played an essential role, 
assisting in preparing materials, holding the sheets steady, or 
simply observing, absorbing the significance of their task. 
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As days turned into weeks, a sizable collection of replicated 
sheets began to take form. The tribe took additional measures to 
protect these replicas. Wooden chests, treated to resist moisture 
and pests, were crafted to store the sheets. These chests, 
adorned with intricate carvings representing the tribe's journey 
and their connection to the past, became sacred repositories for 
the music. 

But the Maelians did not stop there. Realizing the universality and 
timelessness of the music, they started sending emissaries to 
distant tribes and settlements, carrying with them copies of the 
sheet music. These emissaries, often accompanied by musicians, 
would share the melodies and teach the meaning behind the 
symbols, ensuring that the music could be played and cherished 
far and wide. 

In the heart of the Sanctuary of Sound, the original sheets were 
displayed in places of honor. They were encased in transparent 
protective covers, allowing visitors to view them while ensuring 
their preservation. Beneath each sheet, a plaque was placed, 
detailing its history, significance, and a heartfelt message about 
the importance of remembering and cherishing the past. 

Through their efforts, the Maelians achieved more than just the 
preservation of old melodies. They ignited a movement, a 
reawakening of cultural appreciation across the lands. The sheet 
music, once on the brink of being lost forever, now became a 
symbol of resilience, unity, and the enduring beauty of human 
expression. 

 

The Sacred Teachers 

In the wake of the musical renaissance sparked by the Sanctuary 
of Sound, the tribe's elders found themselves at the forefront of a 
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cultural revolution. These wise individuals, with their lifetimes of 
experience and knowledge, intuitively grasped the profound 
depths of the sheet music. But to them, the sheets were more 
than just sequences of notes; they represented stories, emotions, 
and histories from the bygone world. 

Some of the elders had always been attuned to the tribe's oral 
traditions, being the keepers of ancient tales and legends. Now, 
with the sheet music serving as a tangible link to the past, they 
took on a heightened role. They became the "Sacred Teachers," 
revered guides tasked with unlocking and sharing the mysteries 
held within the melodies. 

Inside the Sanctuary of Sound, classrooms were established. 
Here, surrounded by the haunting resonance of the piano and the 
watchful eyes of ancient murals, the Sacred Teachers began their 
lessons. Each session was a blend of music and storytelling. The 
elders would start by playing a melody, letting the notes weave 
their magic. As the final notes lingered in the air, they would delve 
into the stories they believed were encapsulated within the music. 

Drawing from the emotions evoked by the melodies and the faded 
inscriptions on some of the sheets, the Sacred Teachers crafted 
tales of the old world. They spoke of vast metropolises with 
towering skyscrapers, of passionate romances under moonlit 
skies, of scholars and inventors pushing the boundaries of 
knowledge, and of artists capturing the essence of their times. 

These tales became more than just stories; they were lessons. 
They carried moral values, philosophical insights, and reflections 
on human nature. Through them, the Maelians and visiting tribes 
were offered glimpses of the triumphs and tragedies of the past, 
the mistakes to avoid, and the ideals to aspire to. 

The younger generations were particularly enthralled. To them, 
the Sacred Teachers were not merely instructors but living 
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libraries, repositories of wisdom and knowledge. Many youths 
committed themselves to becoming apprentices, eager to one day 
take on the mantle and ensure that the teachings would continue 
to flourish. 

The emergence of the Sacred Teachers had an unexpected 
effect: the tribe began documenting their own histories, emotions, 
and experiences through new compositions. These contemporary 
pieces were added alongside the ancient ones, signaling the 
union of past and present. 

The teachings of the Sacred Teachers soon transcended the 
boundaries of the Maelian tribe. Emissaries from far-flung 
settlements came seeking knowledge, and in time, the teachings 
spread, nurturing a world that was gradually finding its way back 
to unity and enlightenment. 

 

Nature’s Orchestra 

The Sanctuary of Sound, with its melodies echoing day in and day 
out, began to exert a curious influence on the very fabric of nature 
surrounding it. It was as if the land, sensing the resurgence of 
beauty and harmony in its midst, chose to join the symphony. 

Birds, which had long adapted to the quietude of the post-
apocalyptic world, seemed to rediscover their voices. Songbirds 
perched atop the remnants of the auditorium's structure, their 
calls harmonizing beautifully with the notes of the piano. The 
morning chorus became a delightful mixture of avian melodies 
interweaving with the gentle tunes played by the Maelians to greet 
the dawn. 

Trees, which had slowly encroached upon the old world's ruins, 
now swayed and rustled in rhythm. On breezy afternoons, the 
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leaves whispered secrets, creating a subtle background 
symphony to the piano's more pronounced notes. It was as if the 
trees, in their age-old wisdom, had recognized the music's value 
and were paying their own tribute. 

Nearby streams, which had run silently for centuries, began to 
babble and gurgle with renewed vigor. The water danced over 
rocks and pebbles, creating gentle ripples that complemented the 
music. Fish could be seen leaping joyously, their splashes adding 
percussive elements to nature's orchestra. 

Even the nocturnal world joined the ensemble. Crickets and frogs 
serenaded the moonlit nights, synchronizing their rhythmic chirps 
and croaks with the lullabies played within the sanctuary. The 
night, which had been a silent blanket, was now alive with a rich 
tapestry of sounds. 

It wasn't just auditory harmony that emerged. The world around 
the sanctuary underwent a visual transformation as well. Flowers, 
long absent from the landscape, began to bloom in vibrant colors 
around the hall's perimeter. Butterflies, drawn by the floral bounty, 
fluttered gracefully, adding a touch of whimsy to the scene. 

The Maelians viewed this transformation with a mix of awe and 
gratitude. They realized that music, in its purest form, wasn't just 
for human souls. It was a universal language, one that resonated 
with every creature, every tree, every drop of water. The world 
was healing, and music was the balm. 

Visitors to the Sanctuary of Sound often remarked that it wasn't 
just a place but an experience. One where humanity and nature, 
past and present, coalesced in perfect harmony. The sanctuary 
wasn't just a testament to human resilience; it was a beacon of 
hope for the world's rebirth. 
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The Celestial Concert 

The night began like any other at the Sanctuary of Sound. The 
Maelians, along with visitors from various tribes, gathered as the 
sun dipped below the horizon, casting the world in twilight hues. 
Lanterns were lit, casting a gentle glow over the sanctuary's stone 
façade, and the musicians took their place by the piano, ready to 
serenade the night. 

But as the first notes filled the air, there was an unmistakable 
magic in the atmosphere. The melodies played that night were a 
blend of ancient tunes and new compositions, symbolizing the 
tribe's journey from discovery to preservation. The harmonies 
seemed deeper, the notes crisper, and the emotions more 
profound. 

As the music soared, those present felt an inexplicable pull to look 
upwards. And then it happened. The inky expanse of the night sky 
began to shimmer. One by one, shooting stars streaked across 
the heavens, each brighter and more dazzling than the last. The 
celestial display was breathtaking — a meteoric ballet 
choreographed to the tribe's melodies. 

Gasps of wonder echoed through the sanctuary. The sky seemed 
alive, pulsating with energy. Every shooting star felt like a nod 
from the universe, an acknowledgment of the music's 
transcendence. For many, it was as if the ancestors of old were 
listening from the stars, sending down their blessings and 
appreciation. 

The musicians, sensing the extraordinary nature of the moment, 
played with even greater passion. The piano's notes intertwined 
seamlessly with the celestial display, creating a dialogue between 
Earth and the cosmos. It was a harmonious dance of light and 
sound, nature and nurture, past and future. 
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As the meteor shower reached its zenith, a hush fell upon the 
crowd. The music slowed, each note lingering, echoing the 
shimmering trails left behind by the shooting stars. And then, as 
the final note faded, the night sky offered its grand finale: a comet, 
with its luminous tail, gracefully arced across the horizon, leaving 
a trail of stardust in its wake. 

The Celestial Concert, as it came to be known, became a 
cornerstone in the legends of the Maelians and all who witnessed 
it. It was spoken of as a night when the universe sang back, a 
moment where the barriers between the terrestrial and the cosmic 
dissolved. 

For the tribe and their visitors, the message was clear: Music was 
not just an earthly joy but a universal one, a force that bridged 
realms and resonated with the very stars. The beauty of that night 
served as a reminder of the interconnectedness of all things and 
the boundless potential of harmony. 
 


