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The Glass City 
 
Miley had always been told the Glass City was a myth – a shimmering mirage 
whispered about by travellers who had spent too long under the desert sun. But when 
the drought reached its fifth year and the wells of her village cracked open like old 
bones, she found herself walking toward the horizon with nothing but a waterskin, a 
compass, and a stubborn belief that myths were simply truths waiting for proof.  
The desert greeted her with its usual cruelty. Heat rose in trembling waves, blurring the 
world into shifting shapes. The sand shifted beneath her feet as if trying to swallow her 
whole. But Miley kept walking. She had promised her little brother she would return with 
water, and promises were the one thing she never broke.  
 
On the third day, she saw it.  
At first, she thought it was another hallucination – a glimmer, a ripple, a trick of light. But 
as she drew closer, the shape sharpened. Towers of translucent stone rose from the 
dunes, catching the sun and scattering it in rainbow shards. The Glass City. Real. 
Impossible. Waiting.  
Her breath caught. She stepped forward, half-expecting the vision to dissolve. Instead, 
the gates opened with a soft sigh, as though the city itself had been holding its breath.  
Inside, the air was cool. Water flowed in thin streams along the streets, guided by 
channels carved into the crystal ground. People moved like reflections – graceful, quiet, 
watching her with eyes that shimmered like polished quartz.  
A woman approached, her robes rippling like liquid silver. “You’ve come far, Miley of the 
Droughtlands.”  
Miley stiffened. “How do you know my name?”  
“The city knows all who seek it,” the woman replied. “And it knows why you are here.”  
Miley’s hand tightened around her empty waterskin. “My village is dying. I need water. 
Enough to save them.”  
The woman studied her for a long moment. “Water is life. Life is precious. But the city 
does not give freely. It trades.”  
Miley swallowed. “What do you want?”  
“Your memory.”  
She blinked. “Which one?”  
“All of them.”  
The words hit her like a blow. “You want me to forget everything? My family? My 
home?”  
“In exchange, your village will live.”  
Miley’s heart pounded. She thought of her brother’s thin face, her mother’s cracked 
hands, the empty well. She thought of the nights spent listening to the wind howl 
through the dead fields. She thought of the promise she had made.  



But she also thought of the stories her father used to tell, the songs her mother hummed 
while cooking, the way her brother laughed when she chased him through the wheat. 
Memories were more than images – they were the threads that held her together.  
“I can’t,” she whispered.  
The woman nodded, as though she had expected the answer. “Then perhaps you will 
accept another trade.”  
Miley looked up sharply. “What kind?”  
“A quest. Dangerous. Uncertain. But if you succeed, the city will give you what you 
seek.”  
Miley straightened. “Tell me.”  
The woman led her to a tall tower at the city’s center. Inside, a spiral staircase wound 
upward, glowing faintly. “At the top of this tower is the Heart of Glass – a crystal that 
keeps the city alive. It is weakening. If it dies, the city dies. Bring back the shard that is 
missing, and the city will reward you.”  
“Where is the shard?”  
“In the Labyrinth of Echoes.”  
Miley felt a chill. Everyone knew the stories – a maze that shifted with sound, trapping 
wanderers forever. “How do I find it?”  
“You listen,” the woman said simply.  
Miley took a deep breath. “I’ll do it.”  
 
The labyrinth lay beneath the city, carved into the bedrock. Its entrance was a narrow 
archway that hummed softly, like a distant song. Miley stepped inside.  
The walls were smooth and reflective, turning her image into a thousand distorted 
versions. Every footstep echoed, bouncing back in strange patterns. She moved slowly, 
listening. When she turned left, the echoes grew louder. When she turned right, they 
softened. She followed the quiet.  
Hours passed. Or maybe days. Time felt slippery here.  
At last, she reached a chamber where the echoes fell silent. In the center lay a shard of 
crystal, glowing faintly. She reached for it –  
A roar shook the room.  
A creature emerged from the shadows – a guardian made of fractured glass, its body 
shifting with every movement. It lunged.  
Miley dove aside, the creature’s claws slicing the air where she had stood. She 
scrambled to her feet, heart racing. The creature moved like a storm of mirrors, 
reflecting her fear back at her.  
She realised then; it wasn’t attacking her. It was reacting to her.  
Her breath. Her heartbeat. Her sound.  
She forced herself to go still. Completely still.  
The creature paused, tilting its head.  
Slowly, Miley exhaled through her nose, silent as falling dust. She stepped backward, 
one careful movement at a time. The creature didn’t follow.  
When she reached the shard, she lifted it gently. It pulsed in her hand like a heartbeat.  
The creature bowed its head.  
Miley slipped past it and retraced her steps, following the faintest echoes until she 
emerged back into the city’s cool air.  



 
The woman awaited her at the tower. “You succeeded.”  
Miley held out the shard. “Now keep your promise.”  
The woman took it, fitting it into the Heart of Glass. Light burst through the tower, racing 
along the city’s walls, filling every corner with brilliance.  
Then she turned to Miley. “The city is grateful. And it will honour its word.”  
A sphere of water formed in the air, shimmering like a captured star. It hovered before 
Miley, heavy with promise.  
“This will fill your village’s well,” the woman said. “And it will never run dry.”  
Miley’s throat tightened. “Thank you.”  
The woman smiled. “You earned it.”  
 
Miley left the Glass City at dawn. The desert felt different now – less hostile, as though it 
recognised her courage. When she reached her village, her brother ran to her, eyes 
wide with hope.  
She poured the water into the cracked well. Light spread through the stone, and water 
surged upward, clear and cold.  
Cheers erupted. Her mother wept. Her brother hugged her so tightly she could barely 
breathe.  
Miley looked toward the horizon, where the Glass City shimmered faintly in the distance.  
Myths, she realised, were not meant to be believed.  
They were meant to be lived.  
 
The village celebrated long into the evening, but Miley slipped away to sit beneath the 
stars. The desert was quiet now, almost gentle, as if acknowledging what she had done. 
Yet she felt a faint pull in her chest – a whisper from the horizon where the Glass City 
shimmered like a fading memory.  
Her little brother padded over, blanket around his shoulders. He sat beside her without 
speaking.  
“You’re thinking about going back,” he said softly.  
Miley didn’t answer at first. She watched the dunes shift in the moonlight, the same 
dunes she had crossed alone. “The city isn’t finished with me,” she finally said. “I can 
feel it.”  
He leaned against her. “Then you’ll come home again.”  
She wrapped an arm around him. “Of course.”  
But even as she said it, she sensed the truth: the Glass City had awakened something 
inside her – a connection, a responsibility, maybe even a destiny. The Heart of Glass 
pulsed faintly in her memory, as if calling her name.  
 
When dawn touched the sand with gold, Miley rose. The desert stretched before her, 
vast and waiting.  
And she stepped toward it.  
The sand shifted beneath her feet, warm from the rising sun. Each step felt strangely 
familiar, as if the desert recognised her now – not as a wanderer, but as someone 
woven into its story. A faint glimmer pulsed on the horizon, too soft to be the Glass City 
itself, yet unmistakably connected to it.  



Miley paused, listening.  
The desert was never silent. It breathed. It whispered. And now, beneath the wind, she 
heard something else – a low, rhythmic hum, like a heartbeat echoing through the 
dunes.  
The same pulse she had felt inside the Heart of Glass.  
Her fingers tingled. The shard she had carried, the labyrinth she had crossed, the 
guardian who had bowed to her – none of it felt finished. The city had given her water, 
but it had also given her a thread, one that tugged gently at her spirit.  
Behind her, the village stirred awake. Ahead, the desert waited.  
Miley tightened her pack, squared her shoulders, and followed the hum.  
Whatever the Glass City wanted from her next, she was ready to find out.  
 
The hum grew steadier as she walked, vibrating through the sand like a buried drum. It 
wasn’t loud – more like a feeling than a sound – but it guided her with quiet certainty. 
The dunes rose and fell around her, glowing pale gold in the early light.  
Then she saw it.  
Half-buried in the sand lay a sliver of crystal, no larger than her thumb, pulsing with the 
same rhythm as the Heart of Glass. Miley knelt, brushing sand away. The shard was 
warm, almost alive.  
As her fingers closed around it, the hum surged.  
Images flashed behind her eyes – the labyrinth, the guardian bowing, the Heart of Glass 
blazing with renewed strength. But then came something new: a vision of the city 
dimming again, its towers flickering like dying embers.  
A warning.  
Miley steadied her breath. “So, this is why you called me,” she murmured.  
The shard pulsed once, as if answering.  
She slipped it into her pack and rose. The desert stretched endlessly ahead, but she no 
longer felt small within it. She felt chosen.  
And somewhere beyond the dunes, the Glass City waited – not as a myth, not as a 
miracle, but as a promise she had yet to fulfill.  
 
Miley walked until the village was only a soft blur behind her. The desert morning 
brightened, painting the sand in shifting golds and ambers. The hum from the crystal 
shard in her pack steadied into a gentle rhythm, like a heartbeat guiding her forward.  
As she crested a tall dune, the wind shifted. A faint trail of footprints appeared ahead – 
not hers, not recent, but unmistakably human. They led deeper into the desert, toward a 
cluster of jagged rocks that rose like broken teeth from the sand.  
Miley hesitated.  
No one from her village ever traveled this far. And the Glass City’s people never left 
their shimmering walls.  
So, who had walked this path?  
The shard pulsed sharply, almost urgent.  
Miley tightened her grip on her pack and followed the prints. The air grew cooler as she 
approached the rocks, shadows stretching long and thin across the sand. Something 
glimmered between the stones – a faint, crystalline residue, like dust from shattered 
glass.  



Her pulse quickened.  
Someone – or something – connected to the city had been here.  
The hum deepened, vibrating through her bones. The desert no longer felt empty. It felt 
expectant.  
Miley stepped into the shadows.  
Whatever waited beyond them, she knew one thing with absolute certainty.  
Her journey with the Glass City was only beginning. 
As Miley moved deeper between the rocks, the air cooled sharply, carrying a faint 
metallic scent. The shadows thickened, and the hum from her pack vibrated against her 
spine. She reached a narrow passage where the sand gave way to smooth stone – 
carved, deliberate, unmistakably shaped by hands.  
Someone had built this.  
A faint glimmer flickered ahead, like a reflection without a source. Miley stepped closer, 
heart steady, breath controlled. The shard in her pack warmed, responding to 
something unseen.  
She wasn’t alone out here.  
And whatever waited in the dark had been expecting her.  


