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❖  M Y S T M E R E  F O R G E  ❖

Amoryn
H E A R T B L O O M  R A I N B O W  D R A G O N

✦ ◆ ✦

A fter the storm, when the sky is still tender and the clouds are parting, there comes a dragon made entirely
of the impossible middle — the exact moment when grief becomes wonder.

She is not a creature of one colour. She cannot be. She carries all of them: the red of first warmth, the violet of a

half-remembered dream, the gold that lives where love and grief have made their peace.

The people of the valley say Amoryn is born from open hearts — not whole ones, but open ones. The cracked, the
tender, the unguarded places are what let her colours through. She does not heal. She reveals.

She finds the part of you that already knows how vast you are — buried under years of being careful and
managed — and she lights it up, colour by colour, until you can see it too.
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F i r s t  M y s t m e r e  C o h o r t  ·  m y s t m e r e f o r g e . c o . u k Their story continues in your hands.

❖   T H E  K E E P E R ’ S  O A T H   ❖

You who hold this dragon now — may you wear your full colours without apology. May your heart stay
open enough to let the light through. Amoryn does not ask you to be whole. She only asks you to be honest

about the colours you carry.


