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To my son Devon,
You are my forever inspiration,
my bright light in every timeline.
This book is for you.
It has long been a dream of mine, quiet, persistent, burning at the edges of waking thought, to create a world not just of imagination, but of meaning. For years, I’ve carried within me the fragments of a tale: echoes of voices that didn’t yet know their names, glyphs that shimmered at the corner of consciousness, and a system so vast and unjust that it demanded not only resistance, but reinvention. I dreamt of writing something bold, something true, disguised as fiction.

This book is the fulfillment of that dream.

Inside these pages, you’ll encounter a system built on metrics: numerical divinations of worth, designed to measure the unmeasurable. You’ll walk with souls trying to remember who they are beyond what they’ve been told. Some of them were designed for obedience. Others for forgetting. And yet, through memory, music, grief, and rebellion, they rise.

I won’t spoil what awaits. But I’ll say this: the spiral is sacred, not because it traps you, but because it teaches you to rise by turning. You’ll find battlefields made of symbols, fields that bloom from intention, and sisters born from code and dream alike. Nothing is quite what it seems, and everything matters more than you realize.

If you’ve ever felt misplaced in this world, as if your worth was being scored by someone else’s rubric, this story is for you. If you’ve ever longed for a justice that isn’t retribution, but restoration, this story is for you. If you’ve ever dared to imagine that mystery itself might be divine, and that love could be the glitch in the system: they’re waiting for you inside.

Welcome to the journey.

Woody R. Clermont
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Lelantos did not believe in accidents. Not in life, and certainly not in the After-Plane. The very notion had been bred out of him long before he arrived in the Garden of Rebirth, a place so obsessively balanced that even the mist curled according to karmatic rhythm.

The Garden was not metaphor. It was real.

A domed expanse of light and soil and soft perpetual fragrance, nestled within the Fifth Merit Concourse. There were twenty-seven such Gardens in the tier, each precisely 144,000 paces in diameter, bordered by shimmering translucent walls that hummed with harmonic frequency. Some claimed the tones corresponded to ancient planetary chants. Others said they were the echo of souls preparing for descent.

Lelantos tended the east quadrant of Garden 9. His rows were orderly, his logs complete, and his blooms soul, seeds that had been well kept.

Each seed, small as a plum pit and smooth as porcelain, bore the potential of an entire incarnation. Depending on karmatic weight, they glowed with different hues: rose-gold for saints, silver for artisans, violet for seekers, and a dense coal-black for those bound for hard lessons.

It was Lelantos’s job to care for them. Water them. Monitor bloom rate. Record anomalies. Offer vibrational prayers and purification chants. All according to protocol.

"Protocol protects," the saying went.

It was the second mantra given to all Garden Keepers, etched in luminous script above the entrance gate. The first, of course, was more sacred:


"Every return is earned."



Lelantos took the words seriously. He was a quiet figure, punctual, polite, and generally left alone. Not disliked, just unnecessary in most conversations.

He arrived each soul-cycle at the same time, passed through the radiant arch, and walked in measured silence to his plot. Occasionally, he greeted Elyon, the Keeper of the southern terrace, whose extravagant chants and sweeping hand gestures Lelantos found faintly ridiculous.

"Brother Lelantos!" Elyon would call, arms outstretched, eyes shimmering with feigned revelation. "What wonders await us in the soil today, hmm? Shall a tyrant return as a bard? Shall a mother rise as a queen?"

Lelantos would nod, unsmiling. "As the Algorithm wills."

Elyon laughed and returned to his singing.

Sometimes Lelantos crossed paths with Sister Phema, a former hymnkeeper reassigned after what was euphemistically called a “disruption in resonance.” Her voice had once moved entire auditoriums of pilgrims; now she whispered prayers to seeds that rarely responded.

She never looked Lelantos in the eye.

It was an ordinary cycle. The Garden vibrated with its usual quiet sanctity. The seeds pulsed faintly, awaiting calibration. A light wind swept through the chamber, carrying scents of jasmine and riverwater. Lelantos walked his assigned rows, cataloging the status of each plot.

Plot 41-A: Pale blue, mild pulse. Noted.

Plot 42-D: No pulse yet. Delay within acceptable deviation.

Plot 43-C...

He paused.

The seed was wrong.

No glow. No temperature.

No resonance.

He tapped the glyph embedded in the soil beside the pod, expecting the usual karmatic display.

Nothing.

He tapped again.

Still nothing.

Frowning, Lelantos knelt and leaned closer.

The seed looked inert. Blank. Not even black, as those bound for the Suffering Realms were, but white. Chalky white. Like unrendered light.

He reached for his wristband, the ever-present strip of silvery karmatic weave that monitored every thought, every subtle vibration of intent. It guided him, corrected him, judged him.

The screen was blank.

No signal. No value.

Just a single blinking word:

UNREADABLE

His breath hitched.

This had happened before, once. A Keeper named Suraj in Garden 3. No one spoke of him now.

Lelantos stood quickly, glancing about. Elyon was far across the lawn, twirling to some unseen music. Sister Phema knelt beside a seed two rows down, whispering to it through trembling lips.

The other seeds, hundreds of them, glowed as normal.

Only this one was still.

Then it pulsed.

Just once.

A small flicker. Barely there. Like the throb of a thought long forgotten.

Lelantos staggered backward. His band chimed.

Then the voice came.


"Karmatic anomaly detected. Audit en route."



It spoke not into his ears, but inside his being. The voice of Sanctum, the Algorithm of All Things, the unseen deity that governed the soul economy.

He had heard it once before. On Arrival Day.

Never again since.

And now, it summoned an audit.

Of him.

Lelantos looked again at the seed.

It pulsed faintly. Whispered a word without sound.

A name.

His.

He did not remember kneeling.

He did not remember calling out.

But Sister Phema was suddenly beside him, her eyes wide with something between reverence and terror.

“Did it speak to you?” she whispered.

Lelantos turned to her slowly.

“Yes,” he said. “But it used my name.”

She closed her eyes.

“And you answered.”
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