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Chapter 1: The Empty Stacks
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Marius Quill, the Arcane Archivist of the Everyday Town Library, woke to silence. Not the silence of rest, but the silence of absence. The shelves stretched into shadow, their spines blank, and their titles erased. He ran a hand along the nearest row. It was dusty, but there was no ink or record of what was happening here. Thinking to himself, I am the archivist of this library, but where is this place?

Suddenly, a whisper threaded through the air, faint as a footnote. It was a name he didn’t recognize, but which pressed against him like a half-remembered citation: Dr. Maribel Quill. He froze in place because the name felt written into him, but he had never spoken them.

Marius decided to pull a book from the shelf, but when he did, its cover dissolved into static, and its pages contradicting themselves line by line. One paragraph he read declared a hero’s triumph, while the next insisted the hero had never existed. At the bottom of the page, in a hand not his own, was a note. See also: Maribel Quill.

Startled, he snapped the book shut. His voice was clipped and ledger-like, as if speaking aloud could restore order. “Margins are clutter. Canon is spine.”

But the silence didn’t seem to agree.

As he moved deeper into the stacks, the aisles bent at impossible angles and looped back in on themselves. A staircase led upward, then downward, and then nowhere at all. He marked his path with chalk, only to find the marks already fading, overwritten by other hands. The whispers grew louder. They weren’t words, not yet, only the scrape of a quill across parchment, echoing in the dark.

Marius pressed his palm against the nearest wall of shelves. Beneath the wood, he felt a pulse, as if the Archive itself were alive, rewriting around him. He whispered, almost against his will: “Who are you?”

The answer came as a rustle of pages, a breath in the dust.  Maribel Quill. Marius felt a chill run up his spine.

The further Marius walked, the less the Archive resembled itself. Book bindings stitched with threads that unraveled as he passed, pages fluttered without wind as though the books were restless in their sleep. At first, the sound was faint, a dry rustle, like parchment brushing against parchment. Then it sharpened into overlapping syllables, layered, but never in unison. The words did not agree with one another. One book insisted a city had burned, another swore it had never been built, and a third offered both accounts on the same page, side by side, daring the reader to choose.

Marius’s jaw tightened. He was the Archivist. He was the ledger, the spine, the keeper of order. Yet here, order was dissolving into a chorus of contradictions. He tried to close the nearest volume, but the text bled across the cover, spilling into the air like smoke. The words clung to him, whispering as they curled around his ears: Overwritten. Amended. See also... The phrase trailed off, unfinished, but the cadence was unmistakable.

Maribel Quill. The name did not shout, it only threaded through the noise like a steady line of ink, cutting across the chaos. Marius pressed his hand against the book, but instead of parchment, he felt a pulse. It was faint, rhythmic, and like the scratch of a pen across paper. For the first time, he wondered if the Archive itself was writing against him.

As Marius walked, he found that the shelves thinned until they were no longer shelves at all. Stepping forward, he suddenly felt sand beneath his boots. The air was dry, the silence vast, broken only by the hiss of wind across dunes that stretched where aisles should have been. The Archive had rewritten itself into wasteland.

At the horizon, a figure knelt beside a half-buried tome. The figures’ hands moved with ritual precision, scooping sand over the cover until it vanished completely. Then they began again with another, and another, as if the desert itself were their catalog.

Marius approached and with declared, “You are misfiling. Canon belongs on the shelf.”

The figure didn’t look up, but the voice it spoke with sounded weathered, like it was carrying the cadence of dunes shifting over centuries. “Shelves collapse. Sand remembers. What is buried endures. I am known as the Desert Archivist. You must be what we would consider the Prime Archivist.” The Desert Archivist brushed the last grains across the book and pressed their palm flat against the mound. The dune shivered, swallowing the volume whole.

Marius frowned, confused at first. “Prime? Um, you know that burial is erasure.”

The Desert Archivist’s eyes lifted, dry and unblinking. “Burial is preservation. What is hidden cannot be burned. What is lost may yet be uncovered.”

The wind rose, carrying with it fragments of text—half-sentences, broken lines, scraps of forgotten drafts. They scattered across the dunes like brittle leaves. Marius caught one in his hand. The ink was faint, but the name was clear: Maribel Quill.

The Desert Archivist watched him. “Even the buried speak.”

Marius closed his fist around the fragment and his creed faltered again. Then, without warning, the desert collapsed into pixels.

Grains of sand froze mid-air, then reassembled as jagged cubes of light. Shelves blinked into wireframe outlines, their geometry stuttering, as if the Archive had been forced through a corrupted rendering engine. The air itself buzzed with static, carrying the faint tang of ozone and overheated circuits. Marius steadied himself as the floor beneath him flickered between stone, code, and nothing at all. Each step landed with a hollow ping, like walking across a keyboard.

At the center of the glitching stacks stood a figure. The outline appeared to be human, but the body was threaded with shifting glyphs, as though the skin were a scroll of endlessly rewriting code. Where the outlines’ hands touched the shelves, corrupted passages recompiled into temporary order, only to fracture again seconds later.

“You are corrupting the canon,” Marius said, his voice clipped, codex-firm.

The figure’s reply came in bursts, like patch notes scrolling across a terminal:

[PATCH 1.0.3]—Error detected. Correction applied. 

[PATCH 1.0.4]—Correction unstable. Re-correction initiated.

The Machine Archivist turned, its face a shifting mask of symbols and its eyes glowed with the cold light of a monitor in a dark room. “Canon is never whole,” it said, its voice stabilizing into something almost human. “It is only the latest version.”

Marius frowned. “A ledger is not a changelog, and authority is not revision.”

The Archivist’s hands moved again, dragging corrupted text into alignment. For a moment, the words stabilized. They were a clean, unbroken passage glowing across the shelf. Then the lines fractured, spawning duplicates, contradictions, and errata.

The error log flared red across the air:

[PATCH 1.0.5] — Maribel Quill reference unresolved.

The name pulsed like a warning light.

Marius stepped closer, the floor beneath him glitching into transparency. He could see lines of code spiraling downward into infinite recursion. “You know this name?” he asked.

The Machine Archivist tilted its head, as if listening to a signal only it could hear. “All versions contain her. Some are erased, some are restored, but none succeed.”

Around them, the Archive collapsed and rebuilt itself in endless loops—shelves spawned, crashed, and then respawned. Marius felt the rhythm of it under his feet, like a heartbeat made of code. For the first time, he wondered if his creed—I am singular— was nothing more than an obsolete patch note.

Marius blinked, and the shelves around him melted into a circle of firelight. Shadows danced across stone walls, though no flame burned. Instead, the light came from words spoken aloud, glowing as they left the tongue, and fading only when echoed by another.

Figures sat in a ring, their faces blurred, their mouths moving in unison, and yet never quite aligned. Each voice carried the same tale, but no two versions agreed. “The Prime Archivist was born from silence,” one voice declared.

“The Prime Archivist was carved from thunder,” another insisted. 

“The Prime Archivist title was stolen from her,” a third whispered.

The words hung in the air like smoke, curling into shapes before unraveling.

At the center of the circle stood the Oral History Archivist. Her robes were stitched with fragments of song, and her staff carved with notches like tally marks. When she spoke, the others fell silent, as if her voices were only echoes of this one.

“Canon is not spine,” the Oral Archivist said, her tone rising and falling like a chant. “Canon is chorus. What survives is what is remembered, and what is remembered is what is retold.”

Marius’s reply was clipped, ledger-sharp. “Memory is error, but repetition corrupts.”

The Archivist smiled, teeth flashing in the glow of words. “Repetition preserves and even corruption is continuity.”

The circle of voices began again, retelling the tale of the Prime Archivist. Each version shifted—some naming him and some naming her, Maribel Quill. Marius stiffened. The syllables were clear this time, woven into the chant like a refrain: Quill. Quill. Quill. The name passed from mouth to mouth, reshaped with each telling. Sometimes reverent, sometimes mocking, sometimes mournful, but always present. Marius pressed his hands to his ears, but the voices seeped through, vibrating in his bones. The Archive itself was speaking him into contradiction.

The Oral Archivist leaned close, her breath warm with the scent of smoke and ink, “Your creed is brittle. A single voice breaks, but a chorus endures.”

The chanting voices of the Oral Draft broke apart like shattered glass.

Marius stumbled forward into a chamber lit not by firelight, but by the cold gleam of lanterns swinging above a long iron table. The shelves here were armored, their bindings reinforced with rivets and steel clasps. Pages lay scattered across the floor like fallen soldiers, their edges torn, and their ink smeared into the shape of bloodstains. The air smelled of iron and smoke. Every breath carried the weight of gunpowder and ash.

At the head of the table stood the War Archivist. His cloak was stitched from casualty lists, and gauntlets inked with redactions. Where he walked, the floor cracked like a battlefield scar.

Marius’s voice was clipped, codex-firm. “Canon is ledger. It records. It does not bleed.”

The War Archivist slammed a hand onto the table. The impact scattered reports across the surface — dispatches, orders, casualty tallies. Each document contradicted the next: one declared victory, another insisted on defeat, a third listed the same names under both “fallen” and “survivors.” 

“Canon bleeds because history bleeds,” the War Archivist said, his voice like a drumbeat. “Every draft is a campaign; every correction is a casualty. To preserve it is to count the dead.”

Marius picked up a report. Entire paragraphs were blacked out, redacted into silence. Only one line remained legible, scrawled in the margin as if by a survivor desperate to be remembered: Maribel Quill.

The name was written again and again, in different hands, across different reports—sometimes as a commander, sometimes as a casualty, sometimes as both. Marius’s grip tightened. “This is corruption.”

The War Archivist leaned close, his breath carrying the acrid tang of smoke. “This is canon. You cannot excise the fallen or erase the name that returns in every campaign.”

The iron table groaned under the weight of the documents. Pages fluttered like banners in a storm, each one carrying a different version of the same battle. The Archive itself seemed to march in rhythm, shelves shifting like ranks of soldiers, aisles collapsing into trenches. Marius stood rigid, his creed trembling on his lips. For the first time, he felt not just contradiction, but the weight of loss pressing against him.

The war-room dissolved. Iron shelves and casualty lists unraveled into ribbons of text, twisting upward like banners caught in a storm. The Archive no longer held a single shape. It became a manuscript—layers of drafts bleeding through one another, headings overwriting headings, footnotes crawling into the margins until they swallowed the page.

Marius stood at the center of it, his creed clenched in his chest like a weapon, thinking, I am the Prime Archivist. I am singular. I am the archivist.

The words echoed, but the Archive answered back.

Across from him, a figure stepped out of the margins. Her presence was not announced by silence or whisper, but by annotation with her name scrawled in the corner of every page, her voice threaded through every contradiction: Dr. Maribel Quill.

She wasn’t spectral or erased, but she was written in ink, in margin, and in errata. Her robes were stitched from discarded drafts, and her hands stained with the ink of revisions. Where she walked, the text bent toward her, as if acknowledging its rightful author.

Marius’s voice was clipped, codex-firm. “You are intrusion and clutter. Canon is spine.”

Maribel’s reply was sprawling, marginalia-rich, and her words curled into the air like commentary that refused to stay in the margins, “Canon is never spine, but it is dialogue. You overwrote me, Prime, but you didn’t erase me. I remain in every draft you tried to excise.”

The Archive itself fractured around them. Headings contradicted one another:

[CHAPTER ONE: THE PRIME ARCHIVIST]

[CHAPTER ONE: THE ERASED PRIME]

Footnotes bled into the main text, arguing with the body:

	Marius is singular.

	Correction: Marius is replacement.

	Correction to correction: Marius is counterfeit.


Marius drew the words around him like armor. “I am ledger. I am canon. I am Prime.”

Quill’s laughter was ink-dark, spilling across the page. “You’re a draft and an amendment, a footnote to me.”

The Archive roared. Pages tore themselves free, circling the duelists like a storm of parchment. Each sheet carried a different version of their story—some naming Marius as origin, others naming Maribel, others naming both, but both locked in endless contradiction.

Marius lunged forward, his creed sharpened into a blade of words. Maribel raised her hand, and the margins themselves rose to meet him, annotations striking like whips of ink.

The Duel of Drafts had begun. Marius’s creed cut like a blade, Maribel’s marginalia lashed back like ink-whips, and the Archive itself convulsed under the strain. Pages tore themselves free, spiraling upward into a cyclone of contradiction. Headings rewrote themselves mid-sentence. Footnotes crawled out of the margins like insects, devouring their own citations. And then the Council arrived.

Sand poured from the ceiling in a golden cascade, swallowing the floor in dunes. The air grew dry, the silence heavy. The Desert Archivist rose from the shifting grains, his robes stitched from sun-bleached parchment. Each step he took buried another book, another draft, and another fragment. “Bury the duel,” he intoned, voice low and ritualistic. “Let it rest. What is hidden endures.” The dunes around him hissed, and swallowed torn pages whole.

Static crackled, the dunes pixelated, and glitched into wireframes. The Machine Archivist emerged in a storm of error codes; its body threaded with shifting glyphs. Its voice came in bursts and scrolled across the air like corrupted patch notes: [PATCH 2.0.1] — Duel unresolved. Correction required. [PATCH 2.0.2] — Correction unstable. Re-correction initiated. Its hands dragged corrupted text into alignment, only for it to fracture again seconds later. The sand beneath its feet flickered between desert, code, and void.

A chorus rose to drown the static. Firelights bloomed, shadows danced across the dunes and wireframes. The Oral Archivist stepped forward, staff carved with tally marks, her robes stitched with fragments of song. Her voice was bardic and swelled into chant. “Tell it again! Tell it again! The Prime was hers, until it was his, then the Prime was both, now the Prime was none!”

The circle of blurred figures returned, retelling the duel in overlapping cadences, each version contradicting the last. The chant broke under the slam of iron. The War Archivist strode into the chamber, gauntlets inked with redactions, cloak stitched from casualty lists. An iron table erupted from the sand and scattered reports across the glitching floor.

“Every duel is a campaign,” he thundered. “Every correction is a casualty. Count them, record them, and bleed them into canon.”

The reports contradicted one another—victory, defeat, survival, death—but all bore the same name, scrawled in margins, redacted in black, whispered in footnotes: Maribel Quill.

The Archive could not contain them. Sandstorms clashed with glitch-storms. Chants overlapped with casualty reports. Margins bled into redactions, annotations into patch logs, and oral refrains into burial mounds. The chamber became a battlefield of methods, each Archivist insisting their preservation was the only true canon. Marius stood rigid, his creed trembling on his lips. Maribel stood opposite, her marginalia curling like vines across the collapsing shelves.

Then a fissure opened and split the chamber from end to end, a wound in the Archive itself. From the abyss rose a storm of unwritten drafts—pages that had never been yet demanded to exist. They screamed as they surfaced, half-formed, contradictory, and desperate to be read. Among the storm of names, one rang clear, steady, undeniable: Maribel Quill. The Council fell silent and the Archive tore itself apart.

Marius felt the ground vanish beneath him, with the Council, the duel, and the Archive itself dragged into the abyss of Lost Drafts from the Multiverse.
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Chapter 2: Lost Drafts from the Multiverse
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Marius fell, but not through air, it was paper he plunged through. Pages tore past him in a storm, each one blank on one side, and half-written on the other. Sentences began, then broke off mid-thought. Characters appeared in ink, only to dissolve before their names could be spoken. The abyss seemed endless, yet it was crowded—a paradox of emptiness and suffocation. He brushed against fragments of worlds that had never been finished. A city of glass towers shimmered in outline, its streets sketched but never shaded. A battlefield stretched below him, soldiers frozen mid-charge, their weapons half-drawn, their faces never inked. A library of doors opened onto nothing but ellipses, each threshold promising a story that had never been told.

The air itself was fractured. It carried voices that contradicted one another, beginnings whispered over endings, and middles that denied both. Some voices spoke in declarative tones, others in hesitant fragments, but none agreed. The abyss was not silence because it was cacophony without coherence.

Marius reached for a page as it spun past. The ink crawled across it, forming words even as he read. The Prime Archivist was... The sentence broke, its ink bled, and another line appeared beneath it, sharp and undeniable: The Prime Archivist was not Marius. The Prime Archivist was Dr. Maribel Quill.

The words glowed as if branded into the page. Marius’s hand shook. He tried to tear the sheet, but it dissolved into dust before it left his fingers. Around him, the other Archivists tumbled through the abyss, each reshaping fragments in their own image. The Desert Archivist buried drafts in dunes of ash, his hands scooping endlessly. The Machine Archivist patched fragments into unstable loops, each correction spawning new errors. The Oral Archivist retold beginnings until they contradicted themselves, her chorus swelling and breaking apart. The War Archivist stamped casualty lists onto blank pages, naming the unwritten as fallen, the ink he used was bleeding like wounds.

Maribel, she did not fall. She walked across the fragments as if they were stepping stones, her marginalia stitching them together into a path only she could see. Where Marius flailed, she moved with certainty, her presence bending the abyss toward coherence.

Marius’s creed trembled on his lips. I am Prime. I am singular. But here, in the abyss of unwritten pages, the words felt brittle, like glass about to shatter. 

The abyss whispered back, in a thousand unfinished voices, overlapping until they became a single refrain, Draft. Draft. Draft.

Marius landed hard, though the ground beneath him was not stone or sand, but parchment. It was a plain of pages stitched together, their seams uneven, and their ink still wet. The surface shifted under his weight, words rearranged themselves to accommodate his presence. He rose, brushed dust from his robes, only to realize the dust was ash from the remains of sentences burned before they could be finished.

The air shimmered, a figure stood waiting across the plain.

At first, Marius thought it was a reflection. The posture was his, the clipped precision of the stance unmistakable. The robes were his, though darker, their hems stained with ink that dripped like blood. Even the voice, when it spoke, was his own, but weighted and slower, as though dragged down by centuries of revisions.

“I am Prime Archivist,” the figure said.

Marius’s jaw tightened. “No, I am Prime Archivist.”

The figure tilted its head, the gesture eerily familiar. “Correction: You are a draft. I am the canon you failed to preserve.”

The plain of parchment rippled. Words rose from the ground like weeds, forming contradictory declarations around them:

The Prime Archivist was Marius. 

The Prime Archivist was not Marius. 

The Prime Archivist was overwritten. 

The Prime Archivist was a Quill. 

Which Quill will be determined.

Marius stepped forward, his voice clipped, codex-firm. “You are counterfeit. A fracture. A corruption of the ledger.”

The other Marius smiled with a smile that was sharper, and crueler. “And yet here I stand. If I am counterfeit, then so are you. Which of us is the draft, and which the spine?”

The words struck harder than any blade. Marius felt his creed tremble, brittle in his chest. I am Prime. I am singular. But here, before him, there was proof that singularity was a lie.

The parchment plain shuddered. Pages tore themselves free, circling the two Archivists like vultures. Each page carried a different version of their story, some naming Marius, some naming Maribel, some naming both, while some named neither. The air thickened with contradiction until it was difficult to breathe.

The fractured version of himself raised a hand. Ink bled from his fingers, and they coiled into a weapon shaped like a quill turned blade. “If you wish to prove yourself, Prime,” he said, “then overwrite me.”

Marius’s own hand clenched, his creed sharpening into words that could cut. The duel with Maribel had been marginalia against canon. This would be worse. This would be canon against canon.

The plain of parchment convulsed as the two Archivists faced one another. Words rippled beneath their feet, rearranging themselves into contradictory declarations. Each step they took rewrote the ground, as if the battlefield itself were a draft caught between versions.

Marius raised his hand, his creed sharpening into a blade of ink-black certainty. His fractured double mirrored the gesture, but the weapon that formed was not identical. It was heavier, jagged, and its edge dripping with redactions.

They struck and the clash tore the Plain apart. Pages ripped upward in a storm, their sentences rewritten mid-air. One moment the duel was fought in a library of endless shelves, the next in a desert of buried tomes, and then in a war-room of casualty lists. Each blow rewrote the setting and dragged fragments of the Council’s philosophies into the fight.

Marius’s creed rang out with every strike: I am Prime. I am singular. 

The fractured version countered with equal force: You are draft. You are counterfeit. You are overwritten.

The Archive itself seemed to agree with both. Headings appeared above them, contradicting one another in real time:

[THE PRIME ARCHIVIST: MARIUS] 

[THE PRIME ARCHIVIST: NOT MARIUS] 

[THE PRIME ARCHIVIST: A QUILL]

The fractured version pressed forward, his blade of redactions cutting through Marius’s creed. Each strike erased words from the air, leaving gaps in the battlefield. Marius staggered, his own blade flickering, his creed faltering.

Then the abyss itself intervened. Pages swarmed around them, carrying unfinished drafts that screamed to be written. Some bore Marius’s name, others Maribel’s, or other names he did not recognize. The duel was no longer just between two selves, it was between every possible version of the Prime Archivist, all demanding to be canon.

Marius struck again, his blade slicing through a page that declared The Prime Archivist was a Quill. The words bled, but instead of vanishing, they multiplied and spread across the battlefield like a contagion.

The fractured version laughed, but it was hollow, echoing, “You cannot overwrite me. You cannot overwrite her. Every strike you make only spawns another draft.”

The battlefield shuddered, rewriting itself once more. This time, the shelves collapsed into a mirror-bright surface, reflecting not one Marius, but dozens. Each with different robes, different creeds, and different scars. Some carried Maribel’s name stitched into their hems, while some bore her face instead of his. Marius’s breath caught. For the first time, he saw himself not as singular, but as one draft among many.

The mirror-bright Plain rippled as if it were water disturbed by an unseen hand. Dozens of reflections stared back at Marius, each one slightly wrong. There was a robe stitched with different seams, a face marked by scars he did not bear, and eyes that glowed with unfamiliar certainty. Then, from among them, one reflection stepped forward.

At first, Marius thought it was simply another fractured self. The stance was his, precise and rigid, the posture of a man who had lived too long by creed. The robes were his as well, though their hems were stitched with marginalia—lines of commentary that refused to stay in the margins, curling upward like vines. But the eyes... the eyes were not his, they were hers.

The figure’s gaze was steady, unblinking, as if it had been waiting for him all along. When it spoke, the voice was his cadence, but threaded with Maribel’s inflection, her rhythm, her certainty, “I am Prime Archivist,” the reflection declared. “I am a Quill.”

The words struck harder than any blade. They didn’t echo—they embedded, as if the Archive itself had written them into the air. Marius staggered, his creed trembling in his chest. I am Prime. I am singular. But here was proof that the Archive had written another truth: that Prime and Maribel were not opposites but overlapping drafts.

The battlefield shifted in response. Pages rose from the mirror-Plain, forming a colonnade of contradictory
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