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Chapter 1: The Curse of Fictional Convergence
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Once upon a time, in a galaxy not so far, far away, there was a once-normal public library in Everyday Town, USA.

For years, one library assistant named Bonnie Fletcher had somehow held sway over the institution. She had mastered the delicate art of being indispensable while also being absent for months at a time. Whenever questions arose, Bonnie was either “on leave,” “recovering,” or “temporarily elsewhere,” which usually meant no one wanted to deal with her. That arrangement finally ended on a Tuesday.

Bonnie stormed out of the administrative office, cheeks flushed, and her hair frizzed with static and indignation. Behind her, the door to the Head Librarian’s office swung shut with a decisive click because Alexandria Winters didn’t follow her out.

Bonnie planted herself in the middle of the circulation area and raised her arms. “Hear me now and listen well!” she declared, as what appeared to be menacing clouds gathered near the ceiling lights. “This travesty will not stand! You will all pay, and pay dearly you will...”

“Is she turning into Dark Willow from Buffy or something?” whispered a library page to one of the other assistants.

“Silence, you!” roared Bonnie.

The page vanished in a not so dramatic way, he was just gone.

Bonnie grinned and continued, with her voice echoing unnaturally. “I curse this place this day. You will experience all fiction in this building firsthand. No one can hide or escape. This library will remember me!” With a flash of light and a smell suspiciously like burnt paper and cinnamon, Bonnie disappeared. Her words hit the air like a dropped match, and the library answered.

For several long seconds, no one spoke until Director Winters stepped out of her office, smoothing the sleeve of her cardigan and taking in the scene with the weary expression of someone who had just fired a problem employee and suspected that wasn’t the end of it. Calmy, she asked, “What just happened?”

A few people exchanged glances. “Bonnie was... being dramatic,” someone offered.

Alexandria sighed, “Of course she was.”

Nothing else happened that day, which, in retrospect, was suspicious.

The next day, around noon, a boy appeared out of nowhere in front of the reference desk. “I am Sam, Sam I Am,” he announced cheerfully. “I like green eggs and ham.”

He turned to a librarian. “Do you know where I can find some green eggs and ham, ma’am?”

The librarian blinked, muttered, “Oh great. Dr. Seuss characters,” and said aloud, “No, Sam I Am, I do not know where you can find green eggs and ham.”

Suddenly, without warning, a man stepped out of the book stacks. “Greetings, Sam I Am,” he said pleasantly. “I am Hannibal Lecter. I enjoy fava beans and a nice chianti. However, I am open to new culinary experiences.”

“I like green eggs and ham, so lead the way, Hannibal who likes fava beans and a nice chianti.”

“Um,” the librarian interrupted, “that would really not be a good idea.”

At that moment, the fluorescent lights hummed ominously as Dewey the cat, who was prowling along the circulation desk, twitched his tail, followed by Alexandria hurrying in from the archives with her arms loaded with overdue notices and a half-finished latte. She froze when she saw Sam I Am and Hannibal, “Why do we have a children’s rhyme character discussing lunch plans with a convicted sociopath?”

Sam hopped onto a rolling ladder. “Green eggs! Green eggs! Have you any?”

Hannibal adjusted his cufflinks. “Preferably unsullied by chlorophyll.”

Alexandria didn’t scream or faint or ask how this was possible, instead she snapped into librarian mode. “Nancy,” she called.

Nancy Drew slid down from a mystery shelf using a rope made of book tags and landed neatly between Sam and Hannibal. “Perhaps this is a misunderstanding. Why don’t you both wait here while I fetch refreshments?”

“No refreshments.” Hannibal said firmly.

“Yes refreshments.” Sam agreed enthusiastically.

In the back stacks, the Arcane Archivist performed an emergency audit, tapping her wand against a clipboard. “We have a flux. Chapter headings are rearranging themselves, and Dracula’s spine is rattling like it needs seasoning.”

Bonnie reappeared in a swirl of ochre leaves and brimstone-scented smoke. “Enjoying my curse? Soon, every story in this library will step off the page.”

The lights dimmed as characters poured out: Sherlock Holmes was hauling Victorian luggage, Elizabeth Bennet was sighing at the romance shelves, and Captain Ahab was assaulting nautical nonfiction.

“This is a library, not a literary Comic Con!” Alexandria shouted.

Dewey leapt onto the circulation desk and yowled as his collar glowed emerald. 

Suddenly, time froze for a few seconds in real time, but when reality snapped back, Alexandria found herself holding a spellbook: PROTECT THE ARCHIVE OR FACE THE TALES, the cover now read. Alexandria opened it and floating catalog cards spiraled into the air, each revealing title, author, and genre.

“The True Card Catalog.” the Arcane Archivist breathed.

Nancy studied one. “This is terrifying.”

Sam peeked. “I like green Moby and ham.”

Alexandria closed the book. “Bonnie, you made this mess, so you’re going to help me fix it.”

Bonnie wilted. “Do I get paid leave?”

“No, you get accountability.”

They worked until dusk. Characters were resealed and genres were stabilized while Dewey patrolled the library.

As the library quieted, Alexandria noticed something else. A drawer labeled Impossible trembled, but she chose not to open it. “Tomorrow.” she said.

The library didn’t sleep.
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Chapter 2: The Dewey Reckoning
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Morning light filtered through the stained-glass windows as Alexandria unlocked the library’s front doors. Normally, this was her favorite moment of the day. The building always greeted her the same way: a soft settling of shelves, the faint sigh of air circulation waking up, and the distant beep of the overnight return slot acknowledging its first patronless transaction. Today, though, there was nothing. No beep or thud or Dewey the cat weaving between her ankles like a self-appointed inspector general.

The silence pressed in on her the moment she stepped inside. Alexandria stopped just past the threshold, keys still in hand. “That’s not right,” she murmured, mostly to herself, and partly to the building.

The Everyday Town Library had moods. Every librarian who worked there knew it, even if they pretended otherwise. This, though, felt different. The air wasn’t tense or angry. It was... restrained, as if the library had taken a deep breath and decided to hold it.

She walked farther in, trying to listen for anything out of the ordinary. The shelves stood straight, tables were neatly aligned, and chairs were tucked in with suspicious precision. The faint smell of dust, paper, and yesterday’s coffee lingered, which was comforting and familiar. Then she reached the cookbook aisle.

Volumes on soufflé techniques were wedged neatly between fencing manuals. A glossy guide to épées leaned companionably against Mastering the Perfect Crème Brûlée. Alexandria stared at the shelf for a long moment, waiting for her brain to supply a reasonable explanation, but it didn’t.

“That can’t be right.”

The books didn’t move or apologize. They didn’t even pretend this was an accident. A distant clang echoed from deeper in the stacks. It was sharp and metallic, like a dropped book cart hitting stone instead of carpet, and Alexandria felt it in her teeth.

From between the shelves hurried the Arcane Archivist, clutching a clipboard scrawled with arcane markings and index cards that shifted when not directly observed. Her hair was pulled back more tightly than usual; it was a sign Alexandria had learned to interpret as bad news approaching rapidly.

“It’s worse than I feared,” the Archivist whispered, lowering her voice instinctively. “The Dewey Decimal classifications are... merging.”

She held up two index cards. One read 641.5 (Cooking) and the other read 796 (Sports). The numbers bled into each other, but the ink didn’t drip or smear. It flowed, as if undecided about which category it preferred.

Alexandria exhaled slowly, “So that vibration I felt last night didn’t stop?”

“No, it reorganized.”

Patrons were already beginning to notice. Mrs. Delgado from the knitting circle stood near the reference desk, holding up a book titled How to Bake a Tennis Ball. Her expression was the specific sort of outrage reserved for situations that shouldn’t exist. “I’m trying to make a lemon tart, not train for Wimbledon.”

Nearby, a teenage boy emerged from the music section clutching The History of Existential Punk. The spine was stamped 155.633. He frowned at it, then at Alexandria. “Is this philosophy or rock ’n’ roll?”

Alexandria pinched the bridge of her nose. “Both, but not together.”

She gathered the staff in the reference alcove. Nancy Drew was perched on her favorite ladder, notebook already open, and pen tapping thoughtfully against the page. Bonnie hovered nearby, looking equal parts guilty and intrigued, which Alexandria had come to recognize as Bonnie’s default response to consequences. Dewey lounged on a spell-inscribed rug, blinking up at them with the calm certainty of someone who knew exactly how this would end and found it disappointing.

“The system has been deliberately tampered with,” Alexandria said.

Nancy nodded. “This isn’t random drift. Someone is rewriting intent.”

The Arcane Archivist flipped a page on her clipboard. “I traced the anomaly to the rare-books room. A concealed drawer labeled Melvil is glowing with residual energy.”

Bonnie winced. “Melvil Dewey?”

Alexandria swallowed. “The Melvil Dewey.”

Dewey the cat yawned.

“Of course,” Alexandria muttered. “Even in death, he can’t let go of the catalog.”

The rare-books room was hushed, with moonlight streaking through tall windows despite the early hour. Dust motes hung in the air like undecided footnotes. The temperature dropped the moment they crossed the threshold and ledger pages rustled.

Then he appeared. The ghost of Melvil Dewey materialized in swirling motes of dust and ink. His clerical attire was immaculate, and his spectacles sat perfectly on his nose. His expression radiated moral certainty. “Order must prevail! Cookbooks belong with sports! Philosophy with placemaking! All knowledge must be efficiently retrievable!”

The shelves trembled in agreement.

Nancy stepped forward carefully. “Mr. Dewey,” she said, calm and respectful, “classification evolves. Context matters.”

The ghost bristled. “Context is inefficiency!”

Bonnie muttered, “So is haunting.” but wisely didn’t say it louder.

“I require full control,” Mr. Dewey declared. “This library has strayed from perfection.”

Alexandria raised the ornate hand mirror from her satchel, its runes already humming. “Let’s propose a compromise,” she said. “An update tool. You’ll like it.”

Curiosity flickered behind the ghost’s indignation.

Nancy began the incantation, her words weaving catalog logic into binding magic. The mirror shimmered.

“No!” Mr. Dewey shouted too late.

Dewey the cat leapt forward and pressed a paw against the glass. Emerald light flared as spectral chains rang like index cards snapping into place. The ghost vanished and silence fell.

The Arcane Archivist closed the mirror gently. Scratches scored its frame.

“That,” Alexandria said, “should restore order.”

It did. Mostly. The shelves reassembled with satisfying clicks, but when patrons returned, perfection remained elusive. Recipes cross-referenced footwork and sports manuals suggested glazing techniques. Mrs. Delgado was unimpressed.

Alexandria laughed anyway. “Ghostly oversight comes with creative side effects.”

That evening, Alexandria found a single index card tucked into the Unclassified drawer. Next time, I’ll reorganize the universe.

She closed the drawer without comment. Some problems, she knew now, preferred patience.
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