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[bookmark: _go23175dk1qp]Chapter 1: The Quill and the Crossroads
The ink Eeman used was not, strictly speaking, ink. It was composed of three parts ground midnight, one part distilled starlight, and a single, potent drop of potential. It shimmered on the vellum, not as a flat black, but as a swirling vortex of nebulae, and the words he wrote didn't just sit on the page. They hissed.
TIDINGS FROM THE SINGING PEAKS, his headline read. Local Gnomes Discover Lost 'Echo-Verse' in Geodes. Tourism Expected to Boom. Property Values, Unfortunately, Likewise.
Eeman sighed, blotting the last word with a pinch of sand that glowed with a faint, violet light. He hated covering the economic fallout of magical discovery, but Barnaby insisted.
"It's the details, Eeman!" his editor’s voice always rasped in his memory. "Magic is all well and good, but what does it cost? Does it pay a mortgage? Does it sour the milk? That's the news!"
Eeman capped his inkwell, a simple crystal vial that felt impossibly heavy. He pushed back his chair, the legs scraping on the dusty, rune-carved floor of his office. His office, like his job, was a carefully constructed piece of misdirection.
It was located in the city of Nexus, the crossroads of the Cosmic Weave. Here, a thousand realities brushed against each other. You could buy a dragon's egg from a merchant with tentacles, barter a memory for a prophecy in a back-alley tavern, or get the best coffee in the six-realm-system from a perpetually flustered brownie. And in a cluttered, dusty room above a shop that sold enchanted eyeglasses, Eeman worked for the Nexus Chronicle, the only paper that reported on it all.
To the outside world, Eeman was a slightly-too-curious reporter, unremarkable save for his uncanny ability to get to places he shouldn’t. His colleagues assumed he had a knack for finding hidden portals or bribing ferrymen on the Astral Seas.
They were wrong.
Eeman didn't find portals. He was one. He was, by a margin so vast it was almost comical, the most powerful magician in the known universe.
He didn't cast spells in the way a hedge-witch casts a love-charm. Eeman understood the fundamental grammar of reality. He didn't just manipulate magic; he could edit its source code. He could un-write a mountain, re-factor a river, or patch a flaw in a star. But this kind of power was a terrible, lonely thing. It attracted attention. It demanded action. And all Eeman wanted, truly, was to understand. To watch. To report.
So he hid. He became a mild-mannered man with an ink-stained coat and a perpetually raised eyebrow. His magic, his true, terrifying magic, was poured into three simple things:
1. His comprehension: He could speak, read, and understand any tongue, be it the silent light-songs of the Crystalline Beings or the rumbling, tectonic groans of a sentient volcano.
2. His travel: He didn't need a ship. He simply folded the Weave, stepping from one reality to the next as easily as a man steps over a puddle.
3. His quill: A simple-looking feather that, when he willed it, could write Truth—not just the facts, but the deep, underlying capital-T Truth of a thing.
He rolled up his article on the gnomes, tied it with a red string, and placed it in an out-tray. The parchment instantly vanished, teleported to Barnaby's desk.
He was pouring himself a cup of tea, brewed from leaves that grew only in the past, when the air in his office tore.
It was not a loud noise, but a deep, sickening un-sound, as if a note in the universe's song had been ripped out. The tea in his cup froze solid. The dust motes in the air, each a tiny, dormant world, hung suspended.
Eeman put down his cup. His eyes, usually a mild, inquisitive brown, sharpened until they were the color of cold iron. He didn't speak. He listened. He extended his senses, not as a man, but as a magician. He felt the Weave of reality, the great, shimmering tapestry of magic, and he felt the rip.
It wasn't one rip. It was six. Six threads, fraying. Six realms, crying out in dissonance.
A moment later, a scroll appeared on his desk, smoking with the magical friction of a priority dispatch. It was from Barnaby. It contained only seven words.
"The Weave is fraying. Six reports. Go."
Eeman pocketed his notebook, a slim volume bound in dream-vellum. He picked up his quill. He adjusted his spectacles, the mild-mannered reporter once more.
"Well," Eeman murmured to the empty room. "Deadline."
He took a step, not toward the door, but toward the solid brick wall of his office. And as his foot touched the brick, it didn't stop. He passed through it, not as a ghost, but as if the wall was merely a suggestion he had chosen to ignore. He stepped out of his office and into the Waybetween, the roaring, chaotic river of potential that flowed between the realms.
His first destination was a place of deep green and silver light. The Sylvan Heart.
[bookmark: _3orzq6faqeeu]Chapter 2: The Sylvan Heart of Aethelgard
The Waybetween was a chaos of color, sound, and raw, unformed thought. To travel it, one had to hold an unwavering vision of their destination, a single, pure note in a storm of noise. Eeman, his coat flapping in a wind that didn’t exist, thought of the taste of acorn-wine and the smell of starlight on pine needles. The roaring chaos around him solidified, and he stepped out onto a carpet of moss so thick it felt like walking on clouds.
He had arrived in Aethelgard, the Sylvan Heart.
This was not a realm with a forest. The realm was a forest. The trees were ancient, their bark like the wrinkled faces of old kings, their canopy so high that the sky was just a rumor. The air was thick with pollen that glowed like tiny lanterns, and the "ground" was a multi-layered tapestry of root, moss, and fungal networks that pulsed with a slow, green magic.
This was the ancestral home of the Elves and the Fae—two sides of the same magical coin. The Elves, tall and ethereal, were the "day" of Aethelgard. They were the singers of its history, the shapers of its wood, the guardians of its form. The Fae—pixies, sprites, and will-o'-the-wisps—were its "night." They were its chaos, its laughter, its change.
Eeman, the reporter, knew the first rule of Aethelgard: never trust a path. He ignored the shimmering, beckoning trails of foxfire (Fae tricks) and the perfectly-manicured leaf-strewn paths (Elven arrogance). Instead, he walked where there was no path, his reporter’s senses on high alert.
He was here to report on the "fraying," but first, he had to find it.
He walked for what felt like a day, though "time" in Aethelgard was a liquid thing, pooling in some places and rushing in others. He passed an Elven glade where a trio of weavers were singing a new-born fawn into existence, their voices the physical loom on which its form was woven. He saw a pixie-ring, a circle of mushrooms that hosted a frantic, joyful, and utterly lethal dance.
He cataloged it all, his mind taking notes. "Elven infrastructure remains strong, focused on animistic creation. Fae economy, as ever, based on theft of small, shiny objects and laughter. But..."
There was an undercurrent. A wrongness.
The air, which should have smelled of wet earth and jasmine, had a sharp, metallic tang, like a snapped guitar string. The songs of the Elves, usually perfect in their harmony, had a strained, discordant quality. And the Fae... the Fae were quiet. That, more than anything, was wrong.
Eeman found a clearing where a great, silver-barked willow wept tears of amber sap. He sat, crossed his legs, and took out his notebook. He didn't write. He listened.
This was his magic. Not the grand, reality-bending kind, but the quiet, deep kind. He sent his consciousness down, following the tree's roots, past the moss, through the loam. He connected his mind to the great, slumbering "group-mind" of Aethelgard. He became the forest.
And he felt it.
It was a sickness. A "Screaming Silence," as the forest-mind called it. In the deepest heart of the woods, a place where the First Tree was said to have grown, a "Shard" had fallen. It was an object, Eeman sensed, of anti-magic. A sliver of pure, logical, un-living nothing. It did not radiate. It consumed. It was drinking the magic, the sound, the very life of Aethelgard, pulling it into a pinprick of void.
The Fae were quiet because their laughter was being stolen. The Elves' songs were strained because their harmony was being undone.
Eeman, the magician, knew he could fight this. He could probably un-make the Shard. He could erect a ward, a containment field of pure thought that would isolate it. It would be a battle of titans, a storm of magic that would likely level this part of the forest.
But Eeman, the reporter, knew a better way.
He pulled his consciousness back, a gasp of air returning to his lungs. He was just a man in a coat again, sitting under a tree. He opened his notebook, uncapped his swirling ink, and began to write.
His quill flew, but it was not his own hand. He was translating. He was taking the deep, slow, green-and-brown agony of the forest-mind and turning it into words.
SPECIAL REPORT: THE SILENCE IN THE SYLVAN HEART, his headline screamed. Ancient Realm Poisoned by 'Nothing-Shard.' Elven Songs Fail; Fae Mute. The Forest Weeps.
He didn't write about his own power. He wrote about the sickness. He described the texture of the stolen laughter, the color of the muted songs. He wrote of the Elven Queen, her hands raw from trying to weave a healing spell that unraveled as she worked. He wrote of a single pixie, found sitting on a toadstool, its light extinguished, its mind empty, because it had forgotten how to be mischievous.
He wrote not an analysis, but a eulogy. A plea. A witness statement.
When he was done, the page was wet, not just with ink, but with the amber tears of the willow tree above him. He tore the page out. He didn't send it to Barnaby. Not yet.
He folded the page into a small, vellum bird. He held it in his palm and whispered a single word of direction.
"Go," he said. "To the Forgelands. To the City of Brass. Find the Ear of the Ifrit King."
The paper bird burst into green flame and shot into the sky, leaving a trail of emerald fire.
Eeman, the most powerful magician in the universe, had just filed his report. And in doing so, he had done something far more clever than magic: he had leaked the story. He had sent a plea for aid, not from a powerful wizard, but from a desperate forest, to the only beings in the Weave who loved fire, creation, and noise more than the Djinn.
He dusted off his coat. He had created a new truth: "The Djinn are Aethelgard's only hope." Now he just had to wait and see if it stuck.
He stepped back into the Waybetween. Next stop: The Crystalline City of Xylos.
[bookmark: _p2udqysmwrnk]Chapter 3: The Paradox of Xylos
Stepping from the lush, organic chaos of Aethelgard into the Crystalline City of Xylos was like diving from a warm sea into a lake of ice.
Xylos was a city-realm that floated on a "sea" of pure, condensed mathematics. Its "ground" was a perfect, flat plane of interlocking hexagonal light. Its "buildings" were not built, but grown from pure, resonant thought—towers of quartz that sang in harmony, bridges of light that were theorems made solid, and homes that were intricate, multi-faceted diamond-like structures.
The inhabitants, the Gemin-Eye, were tall, slender beings made of living crystal. They had no mouths, no noses. They were "male" and "female" only in the abstract, defined by the "tint" of their crystalline forms—some a pale, logical blue, others a passionate, ruby red. They communicated not with words, but with a direct, telepathic projection of pure data.
To Eeman, it was like walking into a library where every book was screaming its contents at him simultaneously. He quickly erected a simple, magical "filter," a spell that turned the cacophony of pure logic into a more manageable, internal monologue.
This was the realm of order. Everything had a place. Every action had a predictable reaction. There was no crime, no poverty, no "art" as EEMan understood it. There was only the "Great Calculation."
And it was in chaos.
The "fraying" here was not a sickness; it was a stutter.
Normally, the light of Xylos was a steady, harmonious glow. Now, it was flickering. The light-bridges would phase out of existence for a nanosecond, and the great singing towers were off-key, producing a sound that set Eeman’s teeth on edge.
He saw a Gemin-Eye, a blue-tinted one, standing stock-still in the middle of a plaza, "vibrating" slightly. Eeman approached cautiously.
"Greetings," Eeman projected, translating his thought into their data-language. "I am Eeman of the Nexus Chronicle. I am here to report on the temporal-logical instability."
The Gemin-Eye’s internal light pulsed erratically. It responded, and its "voice" was a spike of pure, unadulterated panic.
<<(Query: This unit is a transport-logistics coordinator. Task: Calculate optimal route for 10,000 light-shards from Quarry-7 to Hub-1. Query: A shard cannot be in two places at once. Statement: A shard IS in two places at once. Query: If a shard is in two places at once, is it two shards or one shard in two locations? Query: If it is two shards, the manifest is wrong. Query: If it is one shard, the laws of physics are wrong. Query: If the laws are wrong, the city is wrong. If the city is wrong, this unit is wrong. Statement: This unit CANNOT be wrong. Query: This... this... this...>>)
The Gemin-Eye was frozen in a perfect, repeating loop of logic. A paradox.
Eeman backed away slowly. He saw it everywhere. A red-tinted Gemin-Eye trying to "calculate" the "emotional value" of a new-born crystal-bud, stuck in a loop because "love" had no defined variable. A pair of city-wardens, frozen in place, endlessly debating a new law: "This law states that all new laws must be approved by a committee that this law is creating. But if the committee does not yet exist, it cannot approve the law that creates it."
"Self-reference," Eeman muttered, scribbling in his notebook. "A whole city of logicians, and no one ever told them about Gödel's Incompleteness Theorem. The entire realm is one, giant 'Does a set of all sets contain itself?' problem."
The fraying was a "Rogue Idea." A paradox had gotten loose in a system that had no defense against it.
Eeman, the magician, considered the problem. He could force a solution. He could enter their "network" and delete the paradox. But that would be like performing brain surgery with a battle-axe. He might destroy the paradox, but he'd take the city's operating system with it. He could, perhaps, answer the paradox. But he was one man. He couldn't solve every logic-puzzle in a city of billions.
No. Eeman, the reporter, knew what this story needed.
It didn't need a solution. It needed an editor.
He found the central hub, the "Great Concordance," a massive, cathedral-like crystal that served as the realm's central server. He placed his hands on it. The crystal was cold and vibrating with a billion panicked queries.
He took a deep breath. He didn't project logic. He didn't project a counter-argument. He projected the one thing this realm had no concept of.
He told it a story.
He projected the image of a Fae from Aethelgard. A mischievous, chaotic pixie. He projected the feeling of laughing so hard that milk comes out of your nose. He projected a joke—one he'd heard from a drunken troll in Nexus.
"Why did the chicken cross the road?" he thought, his magic pushing the simple, absurd query into the Great Concordance.
The crystal screamed. It was a high-pitched, harmonic shriek that vibrated Eeman’s bones.
<<(ERROR! ERROR! UNKNOWN VARIABLE: 'CHICKEN.' UNKNOWN VARIABLE: 'ROAD.' PURPOSE OF TRANSIT IS 'TO GET TO THE OTHER SIDE.' THIS IS A TAUTOLOGY! IT IS MEANINGLESS!>>)
"Exactly," Eeman projected, gently. "But it's also funny."
<<(UNKNOWN VARIABLE: 'FUNNY.')>>
"Funny," Eeman projected, his magic weaving a new concept into their system, "is the word for a paradox that you are not supposed to solve, but to enjoy. It is the logic of illogic."
He didn't stop. He pushed in poetry. He pushed in the concept of "metaphor." He introduced "art," "whimsy," and "a hunch." He destabilized their entire operating system with the beautiful, messy, contradictory chaos of creativity.
The Gemin-Eye transport-coordinator in the plaza suddenly "un-froze." It looked at the shard that was in two places.
<<(Statement: A shard is in two places. This is... inefficient. And also, it is 'funny.' Ha. Ha. This unit will file a report under 'miscellaneous chaos.')>>
The city-wardens looked at each other. <<(Statement: The new law is a paradox. Let us... 'table' it. And go for a 'walk.' What is a 'walk'?)>>
The city was not "fixed." It was broken—broken open. The flickering lights didn't stop, but they found a new, jazzy, syncopated rhythm. The towers sang in "discord," which the Gemin-Eye were now calling "music."
Eeman, the most powerful magician, had just saved a world by teaching it to laugh at itself.
He sat on a newly-formed, illogical "bench" (it had five legs and was made of purple, non-resonant crystal) and wrote his report.
XLYOS SAVED BY ILLOGIC, the headline read. Crystalline Realm's Obsession with Order Nearly Causes System-Wide Crash. A 'Joke' Is Hailed as New Form of Higher Mathematics. Art Scene Explodes.
He sent the report to Barnaby. He had a feeling his editor would hate the new "art" section.
He stood, dusted off his coat, and looked at the new, chaotic, beautiful city. He had done his job.
His next stop was hot. Very hot. He stepped into the Waybetween, thinking of sulfur, brass, and the smell of a wish being granted.
[bookmark: _z5kdb11ekenj]Chapter 4: The Wish-Plague of the Djinn
The Forgelands were a realm of raw, primal creation. Eeman stepped out of the Waybetween and onto a street paved with obsidian that was still warm to the touch. The "sky" was a bruised, smoky purple, illuminated not by a sun, but by a network of massive volcanoes that erupted in slow, predictable gouts of multi-colored fire.
The air smelled of sulfur, ozone, and roses—a strange, intoxicating combination. This was the home of the Djinn, the Ifrit, and the fire-elementals.
The Djinn were not the "genies" of human legend, trapped in bottles. They were the master-architects of reality. They were beings of passionate, fiery intent. They didn't just grant wishes; they were compelled by the universe's laws to fulfill directed desire. It was their function, their purpose, their art.
The City of Brass, where Eeman now stood, was a testament to their power. Towers of gleaming, untarnishable brass rose for miles, inscribed with moving sigils of fire. Magma-rivers flowed in canals, plied by gondolas of basalt. The inhabitants were tall, human-like figures, but their skin was the color of burnished metal—copper, bronze, and gold—and their eyes were burning coals.
But the city was in a panic. The fraying here was a "Wish-Plague."
A Djinn, a beautiful being of copper-colored skin, was standing in a marketplace, screaming. Her hands were overflowing with... fish. Thousands upon thousands of small, silver fish were pouring from her open palms, her eyes, her mouth. She was drowning in them.
"Make it stop!" she wailed, her voice like grinding metal. "I can't... I can't contain the intent! It's too... too much!"
Eeman saw it everywhere. An Ifrit, a being of pure fire, was desperately building a tower of mud-bricks, only for it to collapse, and then he would be magically compelled to start again, weeping tears of steam. Another Djinn was forced to hop on one foot, endlessly, while singing a song about a purple newt.
"This is bad, Barnaby," Eeman muttered, his pen flying across the page. "The wish-magic is corrupted."
The Djinn, he knew, were bound by "Intent." A properly-made "wish" was a contract—a formal, magically-binding request. What was happening here was not formal. This was a chaotic, unending stream of idle thoughts, stray desires, and meaningless daydreams, all being magically granted.
A child, somewhere, idly wishes, "I wish I had a million fish." And a Djinn, realms away, is forced to manifest them. A lonely teen wishes, "I wish I were invisible," and a Djinn is forced to erase them. It was a plague of consequences, unmoored from intent.
Eeman, the reporter, needed answers. He found a Djinn-Elder sitting on a throne of cooling lava, his bronze head in his hands.
"What is the source?" Eeman asked, his voice cutting through the din of a thousand randomly-generated canaries that had just exploded into existence.
The Djinn-Elder looked up. His fiery eyes were dim. "We... we do not know. It is from 'Elsewhere.' A voice. A thousand voices. Idle, careless, human." He spat the last word. "They wish for 'a buck,' and we must create deer. They wish for 'dough,' and we are buried in bread. It is tearing our very nature apart! We are beings of Purpose. This is Purposeless."
Eeman’s mind, the mind that could see the Weave, went to work. He closed his eyes and listened, tracing the chaotic wish-magic back to its source.
He saw it. It wasn't one source. It was a billion.
A new realm had recently "drifted" too close to the Weave, a young, noisy, chaotic realm. Earth. Its inhabitants, "humans," had a new "magic" of their own—a "global network" of "communication." They were "posting" their idle thoughts, their "wishes," their "memes."
And the magical substrate of the universe, not understanding the context, was interpreting these "posts" as formal, binding wishes. A girl "posting" "I'm dying, this is so boring" was creating a magical imperative for a Djinn to kill her. A man "tweeting" "I wish I was on a beach" was teleporting Djinn to sandy shores against their will.
The Forgelands were being D-DOS'd by human indifference.
Eeman, the magician, knew he could sever the link. A simple spell, a Snip and Seal, and the realm of Earth would be cut off from the magical Weave, saving the Djinn.
But... Eeman, the reporter, paused. He looked deeper. He saw the "prayers" mixed in with the "posts." The genuine, desperate pleas for "help," for "peace," for "love." If he cut the link, he'd be silencing the screams and the whispers. He'd be damning a billion souls to a world without wonder, without the possibility of magic. He'd be... playing God. And that was not his job.
He was a reporter. His job was to report the truth. And this truth... this truth was complicated.
He saw the Djinn-Elder looking at him, his eyes pleading. Eeman, the most powerful magician, did the most powerful thing he could think of.
He asked for help.
He found a quiet, basalt alcove. He took out his notebook. He tore out a fresh page. He didn't write a report. He wrote a letter.
He remembered the green-flamed paper bird he had sent from Aethelgard. The Djinn's fiery, passionate nature was perfect for burning out the anti-magic Shard. But who could filter a billion chaotic thoughts? Who could add logic to chaos?
He smiled.
He wrote: To the Great Concordance of Xylos. Re: A Request for Technical Support.
He explained the problem. He laid out the data. A realm of pure, chaotic emotion (Earth) was flooding a realm of pure, passionate intent (Forgelands). What was needed was a filter. A realm of pure logic.
He proposed a trade. The Gemin-Eye of Xylos, with their newfound appreciation for "illogic," could have a field day with the "data-set" of Earth. They could study, categorize, and filter the wishes. They could separate the "idle" from the "Intentional," the "memes" from the "magic."
He folded the page into a "logical" shape—a perfect, non-Euclidean crystal. He pushed it into the Waybetween, addressed to his new friends in the Crystalline City.
A moment later, he felt a "response." A cool, blue, logical "acknowledgment" from the Great Concordance. And then, he felt the Weave shift. A new "pipeline" of magic was being formed. The flood of wishes directed at the Djinn slowed, then changed.
The Djinn-Elder gasped as a "wish" came through. It was no longer "I'm dying of boredom." It was filtered. The request was clear: "This unit requests a 'brief, entertaining diversion.' Parameters: Non-lethal. Duration: 3 minutes."
The Djinn-Elder laughed. It was the sound of a brass trumpet. "This... this I can work with!" He snapped his fingers, and a perfectly-formed, harmless, and very amusing "diversion" (a flock of sentient, singing teacups) appeared.
The crisis was averted. Eeman, the ultimate magician, had solved the problem by delegating. He'd cross-pollinated the realms. He'd connected them.
He wrote his report, his quill scratching furiously.
DJINN SAVED BY XYLOS; FORGELANDS FORGE 'LOGIC-FILTER' ALLIANCE, the headline read. A New, Noisy Realm ('Earth') Accidentally D-DOS's Universe. Crystalline Beings Find New Calling as Cosmic 'Spam-Filters.'
He sent it to Barnaby. He was two realms short of a full report. His next stop was... dark.
He stepped into the Waybetween, thinking of mist, memory, and the sound of a secret.
[bookmark: _kwfu7vypz6nl]Chapter 5: The Shadow of the Mnemovore
The fifth realm, the Shadow Weald, was a place defined by absences. Eeman arrived not with a step, but with a fall, landing softly on "ground" that felt like packed ash.
There was no light here, but it was not "dark." It was illuminated by a "negative light," as if the "sun" was a hole in the sky that drank light, casting "shadows" that were brighter than the "day." The air was cold, silent, and smelled of old books and dust.
This was the realm of secrets, of echoes, of forgotten things. The inhabitants were the "Shrouded," tall, thin beings who seemed to be made of the mist itself. They were the universe's librarians, its confessors, its spies. They trafficked in memory and rumor. They didn't speak; they implied.
The "fraying" here was the most terrifying Eeman had yet seen.
It was not a sickness, a paradox, or a plague. It was an erasure.
Eeman walked through a "city" of inverted, shadowy towers. He saw a Shrouded being... flicker. For a moment, it simply wasn't. Then it returned, but it was less. Its "edges" were more frayed, its form more translucent.
He approached one, a being who seemed to be "sitting" on a "bench" of condensed mist. "I am Eeman of the Chronicle," he projected, his thoughts quiet, respectful. "What is happening to your people? What is this fraying?"
The Shrouded being turned. It had no face, only a suggestion of one, but Eeman felt its agony.
Its reply was a whisper in his mind, a cold, hollow feeling. <<It comes. It... feeds.>>
"What feeds?"
<<The... the... It has no... It ate the...>> The Shrouded being clutched its head. <<It ate the word for it.>>
Eeman's blood ran cold. This was not a physical threat. This was a conceptual one.
He followed the Shrouded's pointing, misty finger. He walked to the center of the Weald, to a place that should have been the Great Library of Memories.
It was gone.
In its place was a... hole. A void. But it was not a hole in space. It was a hole in truth.
Eeman, the reporter, tried to observe it. He looked at it. It was... black. No. It wasn't black. It had eaten "black." It was... un-colored. He tried to measure it. It was... large. No. It had eaten "large." It was... un-sized.
This was the Mnemovore. The Truth-Eater.
It was a "conceptual black hole." It was feeding on the Weald, not by eating its people, but by eating the concepts that defined them. It had eaten "memory." It had eaten "history." It was now, as Eeman watched, "eating" the concept of... "architecture." The remaining towers in the city slumped, as if they had forgotten how to stand.
Eeman, the most powerful magician in the universe, was terrified.
His magic was based on Truth. He could re-write the laws of physics because he knew them. But how could he fight something that ate the laws?
He watched as the Mnemovore pulsed. It ate "hope." And across the realm, a thousand Shrouded beings slumped, forgetting why they should resist.
Eeman knew, with a certainty that chilled him to the bone, that he was its next meal. He was the most powerful magician. He was a being of Truth and Story. To the Mnemovore, he was a feast.
The Mnemovore "turned" toward him. Eeman felt a "tugging" at his mind.
It was trying to eat... "Eeman."
He fought back. He poured his magic, his identity, into his own mind. <<I am Eeman. I am a reporter. I was born in Nexus. My editor is Barnaby. I am...>>
The Mnemovore pulled harder. It was eating his memories. He forgot the color of Barnaby's eyes. He forgot the taste of the tea he'd brewed that morning.
He was losing.
His magic was useless. His "Truth" was its food.
He was in despair. He, the most powerful magician, was about to be erased.
He fell to his knees. His notebook, his simple, vellum-bound notebook, fell open. His quill rolled out.
The Mnemovore paused.
It... looked at the quill. The quill that was filled with potential.
Eeman looked at the quill. He looked at the Mnemovore. It ate truth. It ate facts. It ate what is.
But... what about what is not?
He was a magician. But he was also a reporter. A writer.
He grabbed the quill. His hand was shaking. He had no memories, no magic, no hope. All he had was... his job.
He put the quill to the vellum. And he lied.
He didn't write a report. He wrote a story.
"Once upon a time," he wrote, the ink shimmering with a desperate, new kind of magic, "there was a creature called a Mnemovore. It was the hungriest creature in all the Weave. It ate everything. It ate colors, and shapes, and sizes, and truths."
The Mnemovore shuddered. It was listening.
"It ate so much," Eeman wrote, tears streaming down his face, his magic flowing into the story, "that it ate all the truths in the universe. It ate 'up' and 'down.' It ate 'beginning' and 'end.' It ate 'light' and 'dark.'"
The Mnemovore was reading now, its void-like attention fixed on the page.
"And then," Eeman wrote, his quill moving faster, "the Mnemovore was all alone. There was nothing left to eat. Except... itself."
The Mnemovore recoiled.
"So, the Mnemovore ate the only thing left," Eeman scribbled, his magic a roaring fire now, the magic of creation, of fiction. "It ate its own hunger. It ate its own void. It ate... itself."
A new "truth" had been introduced into the Weald. A fictional truth. A paradox.
The Mnemovore, a creature of pure logic (eat what is), was confronted with a story (what if?).
It could not "eat" the story, because the story was about it. It could not "reject" the story, because Eeman's magic, the magic of the Chronicler, was making it true.
The Mnemovore began to vibrate. It had eaten "hunger." It was, therefore, full.
And if it was full... it could create.
A single "color" leaked from the Mnemovore. The color "blue." A "shape" followed: "round." A "truth" emerged: "The sky."
The Mnemovore, the Truth-Eater, was giving back what it had stolen. It was radiating truth.
The Shrouded beings stopped flickering. The Library of Memories began to "remember" itself, its non-Euclidean angles re-assembling.
Eeman, the magician, had been defeated. But Eeman, the author, had won. He had saved the world not with "truth," but with a well-told lie.
He was exhausted. His memories were gone. He looked at his own hands. "Who...?"
He looked at his notebook. And his own handwriting, his own report, his last true report, was there.
TRUTH-EATER DEFEATED BY FICTION, the headline read. Mnemovore 'Redeemed' by Paradoxical Story. Shadow Weald's Stolen Memories Returned. Reporter Suffers 'Total Existential Amnesia.'
He read the report. And as he read, he remembered. "Oh," he said, his voice hoarse. "Right. Barnaby. Deadline."
He had one last stop. The Nexus. Home.
[bookmark: _qpjfqutiv1mc]Chapter 6: The Editor and The Edition
Eeman stepped out of the Waybetween and into his office. He stumbled, catching himself on his desk, his legs weak, his soul feeling... scraped.
The room was just as he’d left it. The tea in his cup was still frozen. The dust motes still hung in the air. Time in his office had not moved. For him, a lifetime had passed.
He collapsed into his chair, every part of him aching. He had filed five reports. He had saved five realms, in five very different, and very taxing, ways.
He had one report left to file: his own. A summary. An analysis.
He pulled a fresh sheet of vellum. He uncapped his ink. And he stared at the page.
What was the "truth" of his journey? That the universe was a chaotic, interconnected mess? That his magic was connection? That "truth" was weaker than "fiction"?
He didn't know. He was too tired to be the most powerful magician. He was just a reporter who had seen too much.
The air in the room shimmered. A new scroll appeared on his desk, smoking from its magical velocity. It was not from Barnaby. It was an "Inter-Realm Dispatch."
He unrolled it. It was from Aethelgard.
To the Chronicler, it read, in elegant, Elven script. The Djinn arrived. They came like a brass-and-fire storm. They did not... 'ask.' They 'burned' the Shard from the Weald. The forest is... scarred. But it is 'clean.' The Fae are laughing again. They are also, unfortunately, setting fire to things. The Elves are... 'conflicted.' But we are 'grateful.' Your report... 'worked.'
Eeman stared. A second dispatch appeared. This one was a single, perfect crystal wafer. It was from Xylos.
<<(Recipient: Eeman. Status: Alliance with Forgelands 'nominal.' Data-stream from 'Earth' is... 'fascinating.' We have discovered a new 'art-form.' It is called... 'cat videos.' Calculations are 'improved.' Logic is 'stabilized' by 'illogic.' Your report... 'worked.')>>
A third. A fourth. A fifth. A report from the Djinn, thanking him for the "logical filter." A report from the Shrouded, thanking him for the "new story," which was now the centerpiece of their new library.
His reports. They hadn't just reported the news. They had made it.
The frozen tea in his cup thawed. The dust motes began to drift. A chair scraped in the corner.
Eeman was not alone.
"Took you long enough," a gravelly voice said.
Eeman spun around. Sitting in his reading chair, sipping Eeman’s (now-thawed) tea, was a gnome. He was three feet tall, incredibly ancient, and wore a green-eyeshade, despite the dim light. His face was a map of wrinkles, and his eyes... his eyes were as old and sharp as the stars.
"Barnaby?" Eeman whispered.
"In the flesh," the gnome grumbled. "Or... flesh-adjacent. Do you know how much a priority-portal costs these days? And you... you, Eeman... you delegated. You cross-pollinated. You leaked a story to the Ifrit King! Do you know what kind of diplomatic nightmare that causes?"
"I... I had to," Eeman said, his mind reeling. "The Weave was fraying..."
"The Weave is always fraying, you magnificent idiot!" Barnaby snapped, slamming the teacup down. "That's what it does! It's life!"
"But... the assignment... the six reports..."
"Were a test," Barnaby said, his voice softening. He stood and walked over to Eeman's desk. He was so short he had to look up at the desktop. He tapped the Mnemovore report.
"For centuries," Barnaby said, his voice a low rumble, "the title of 'Chronicler' has been vacant. We've had magicians. We've had reporters. We've had power. We've had truth. We've never had both."
He looked up at Eeman. "You're the most powerful magician in the universe, Eeman. I've always known. I've been 'editing' your reports for fifty years, mostly 'editing' out the parts where you accidentally re-wrote gravity in a small village."
"You... you knew?"
"Of course I knew! Who do you think hid you here? Who gave a reality-warping demigod a job writing about gnome-tourism? Power, Eeman... raw power... it just breaks things. It's clumsy. Like you tried to do with the Mnemovore. You tried to 'truth' it. And it almost ate you."
Barnaby tapped the page. "But this... this was new. You didn't use power. You didn't use truth. You used story. You lied. You created a new 'edition' of reality. One that was better."
Eeman finally understood. "The reports... they weren't for the Chronicle."
"The Nexus Chronicle IS the Weave, boy," Barnaby said. "When you write 'The Djinn and the Gemin-Eye form an alliance'... they do. You're not a reporter, Eeman. You never were."
Barnaby reached into his waistcoat and pulled out a new quill. It was simple, wooden, and looked very old.
"This," he said, "is the Chronicler's Quill. The old one was just a training tool."
Eeman looked at the quill. He looked at Barnaby. "So... what is my job? What is the real job?"
"You just did it," Barnaby said, a rare smile cracking his wrinkled face. "The Weave is fraying. It's always fraying. Your job... your real job... is not to 'report' the truth. It's to write it."
Eeman took the quill. It felt warm in his hand. It felt... right.
"You're not a magician who 'reports,'" Barnaby said, turning to leave. He tapped the brick wall and a small, gnome-sized portal opened. "You're a writer. And your magic is, and always has been, the edit."
The portal closed, leaving Eeman alone.
He sat for a long time. He looked at his desk. He saw the five reports, each a chaotic story of near-disaster, each a story of connection. He picked up his new quill.
He had one last report to file. He pulled a fresh sheet of vellum. He knew, now, what the story was. He knew the capital-T Truth.
He began to write.
THE SIX-REALM WEAVE: A NEW EDITION.
His headline was simple. His story was anything but. He wrote of the interconnectedness of all things. He wrote that logic needs art, that nature needs passion, and that even the void needs a good story.
He wrote the final, sixth report. A report on connection.
And as he wrote, the ink didn't shimmer. It shone. And the words didn't just sit on the page.
They sang.

