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In a world grown vast, humans are now but tiny beings, wandering through towering grasses and forgotten objects. Among them, Milo Ombrefin — a judge and detective — delves into the layers of dream, memory, and matter to solve mysteries no one else dares to face.

			
			Drowned in a suspended drop of water, a poet crushed by an unfinished sentence, a vanished neighborhood of memories, an abstract murder by equation... At the crossroads of investigation and metaphysical vertigo, Milo hunts for truth in a universe where the laws of reality begin to waver.

			
			Five mysteries. Five descents into the unconscious of an oversized world.

			
			And one certainty remains: reality is no longer what it used to be.

			
		




			​1. The Drowned Man of the Suspended Drop

			A body is found perfectly preserved inside a drop of water suspended at the tip of a blade of grass. The phenomenon defies both physical and legal laws. The deceased bears no sign of violence, yet his dream persists, looping endlessly in the dream field. Milo Ombrefin is called upon to solve the mystery of a drowning in a suspended sphere of water—where the victim’s dream seems to have been trapped… or trapping.

			
			2. Murder on a Giant Leaf

			A poet is found dead on an enormous tree leaf, his body crushed beneath an unfinished sentence. The ink, slowly washing away in the rain, may hold the key to the mystery.

			
			3.The Imperial Aquarium

			A high-ranking dignitary, apostle of order and progress, hosts a reception in a sumptuous aquarium setting—a perfect replica of an idealized city. Milo is invited to the heart of this microcosm, where everything appears controlled, harmonious, frozen. But behind the transparent walls and official smiles, a troubling question lingers in the hushed air: what is this spectacle truly hiding?

			
			4.The Garden of Lost Archives

			Since the revelation of the aquarium-world, certain mental zones have become inaccessible. Collective memories are fading. Milo is summoned to investigate the sudden disappearance of an entire district of the City of Archives—a place that once preserved the memory of shared ancient dreams.

			
			5. The Cold Room Theorem

			A senior programmer of collective dreams is found petrified inside a stasis capsule. There is no murder, no wound—only an impossible equation, etched into his neural memory. Milo must decipher a mathematical crime committed in abstraction.

			

			
		




			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

			​​1. The Drowned Man of the Suspended Drop

			
			Where the judge-detective finds himself grappling with the liquid layers of truth, distilled drop by drop

			
			The rain had been silent for two days, leaving in its wake a forest of suspended droplets, each shimmering with a fragile glow under the milky morning light. Most had long since slipped away—absorbed by the moss, swallowed by the sand, or shattered against the fibers of the world. But this one… remained.

			
			It hung at the tip of a blackened blade of grass—heavy, perfect, like a living pearl holding its breath.

			

			And it was a young ant named Nimel who saw it first.

			She was neither a scout nor a soldier—just a learner, tasked with spotting veins of mold useful for ritual dyeing. She was about to go around the blade of grass when something made her stop abruptly: a shadow in the droplet. A shape that should never have been there. A human silhouette, suspended.

			Nimel remained frozen for a long time, her antennae quivering in the saturated air. What she saw… had no name in her language. She had seen death before, even drownings—rare, but possible. But not this: a body, intact, at the center of a globe of water that refused to fall, as if gravity itself had bowed to a deeper mystery.

			She stepped back slowly and did what one does in such circumstances: she alerted the messenger-drone from the watch post, which, through sound pulses, relayed the information up to the Bureau of Oneiric Surveillance. In less than a cycle, the matter reached the ears of the Suspended Tribunal.

			And thus, Milo Ombrefin, Dream Judge-Detective, was summoned.

			
			The next morning, Milo stood before the drop.

			His cape barely rippled in the cold breeze. Around him, the blades of grass seemed to bow. There was no sound, except the distant crackle of a mechanical drone. He observed the drop in silence for a long time.

			    “Two days, and it still hasn’t fallen,” he said at last.

			    “The whole world is ready to forget. But it remembers.”

			Inside, the body floated, motionless, arms outstretched, eyelids half-open, as if still caught in the grip of a dream. Milo narrowed his eyes and examined the sealed plaque on the deceased’s wrist. The name appeared with solemn gravity: Elsen Dorm, notary of the Tribunal of Damp Blades, expert in memory contracts. A man of precision, discretion… and silence.

			

			Milo knew that name well. Elsen Dorm, guardian of the invisible pacts between dream and reality, tasked with sealing and authenticating fragile agreements — a vital role in a world where every thought could become evidence.

			Milo reached out his hand, but didn’t touch the drop. He felt an invisible resistance, like an inner pressure. The drop wasn’t simply suspended—it was sealed. Mentally. Spiritually.

			And around it… a residue, almost imperceptible: a lingering oneiric field.

			    “He’s still dreaming,” Milo whispered.

			    “And the dream… isn’t over.”

			He turned to the young ant, who had remained at a respectful distance.

			    “You did well, Nimel,” he said.

			    “What you found isn’t just a drop of water. It’s a coffin of truth.”

			
			The drop wasn’t merely suspended—it resisted the wear of time.

			Two days and two nights without evaporating, sliding, or even trembling. Insects passed by without brushing it, the winds steered clear, and even the light seemed to bend around it with caution.

			Milo summoned a double circle of experts: first, the physicists of moist matter, then the oneiro-structuralists. Each arrived with their procession of instruments, protocols, theories, and certainties. The investigation now took on a scientific, almost ceremonial form.

			The physicists began by examining the drop from every angle, using surface sensors, liquid density probes, and light beams modulated by pollen flow.

			One of them, a scholarly fly with eyes set with refractive lenses, declared:

			

			    “Surface tension stabilized by a mental charge.

			    It’s not held up by classical physics.

			    Someone—or something—is sustaining it… from within.”

			He brushed the drop with an antenna tipped with a sensor filament.

			    “There was a psychic intrusion. Voluntary… or forced.”

			Around the liquid sphere, the air seemed to pull back, charged with an imperceptible field—like an inverted bell made of waves and intent. The drop vibrated softly with each contact, yet never broke. It held.

			Then came the oneiro-structuralists, specialists in dream texture and mental geometry. One of them, a beetle with an iridescent shell, whispered:

			    “Mental imprints are visible… old, but still active. There was a struggle. Or a flight.”

			    “The dream isn’t just a residue. It’s a conscious loop. An echo chamber.”

			The body, briefly extracted under close surveillance, was examined from every angle.

			No wounds. No lesions.

			Only that frozen expression… somewhere between shock and pleading.

			Eyelids half-open, as if still waiting.

			Milo let them speak, record, classify.

			He listened carefully to their conclusions, acknowledging the technical accuracy of their observations—even if his intuition reached further.

			Then, from a distance, he observed the drop alone.

			He applied neither instrument nor formula.

			

			He closed his eyes for a moment, listening to what no measurement could capture: a subtle pressure in the air, a dissonance in the fabric of the world.

			He murmured:

			    “He died without moving, but not without fighting.”

			His finger hovered just millimeters from the surface, without touching.

			    “He fought where wounds don’t bleed.”

			Then, opening his eyes again, he added softly:

			    “This drop isn’t a trap. It’s a tomb built from the inside.

			    Elsen locked himself in—to protect… or to hide.”

			The experts took notes, skeptical. But none could disprove what Milo felt.

			Science had said: mental intrusion.

			He already knew: voluntary sacrifice.

			And behind that liquid silence, a voice was still waiting.

			Milo settled beside the drop.

			He unspooled a thread of mental silk, connected to the deceased’s access anchor.

			Entering a post-mortem dream wasn’t without danger: one could be drawn in, trapped in shards of fear or looping fragments of unreal memory.

			But Milo was trained for this. He inhaled, closed his eyes, and let himself sink.

			Silence.

			A pale light, with no source.

			Then… the corridor. Circular. Endless.

			

			Archive shelves curved in a perfect circle, each drawer labeled with a name, a date, a fragment of a dream.

			Elsen Dorm was there, dressed as in life, pacing between the rows.

			He walked quickly, nervously, as if searching for something he would never find.

			    “Elsen!” called Milo.

			But the man didn’t react. He passed straight through Milo without seeing him, then resumed his path. Again. And again.

			A post-mortem loop. A dream frozen, cut off from external awareness.

			This kind of entrapment couldn’t occur naturally. Someone had sealed him in.

			Milo reached out and touched a drawer. He pulled it open slowly: inside, a memory, faintly beating like a heart under glass.

			A fragmented conversation. Blurred faces. A name, almost audible.

			    “S… Ser…”

			The memory glitched. The loop reset. Elsen returned to the beginning of the corridor.

			Milo stepped back, shaken.

			    “He knew something,” he whispered.

			    “Something someone wanted erased.”

			But Elsen, even in death, had held onto it—so tightly that he locked himself inside this dream, hoping someone might one day come to unlock it.

			Back in reality, Milo opened his eyes.

			Now he knew three things:

			    Elsen had hidden a vital memory inside his dream.

			    That dream had been deliberately frozen.

			

			    And most importantly… someone else knew that Milo would eventually enter it.

			
			Milo descended the spiral steps of the Engine, the Tribunal’s living memory, where each level matched a buried layer of truth. There, between obsidian gears and pistons of mental amber, were the damp files: fragments of unfinished investigations, memories on hold, confessions sealed in vials of black water.

			He requested access to Elsen Dorm’s records. The Engine complied without a word—its interface was a suspended drop itself, gently pulsing at the frequency of the memory he was seeking.

			
			The name Lyr Selane appeared several times in the documents Dorm had secretly consulted. But never at the center. Always on the margins. Always in the shadows. She was a faint but recurring thread—like a presence no one names, yet everyone fears.

			Her field: memory inks. Rare, unstable fluids capable of entering dream flows to mark or erase specific elements. A forbidden art, hovering on the edge of legality, tolerated only under strict supervision. Officially, she worked to restore damaged memories—those blurred by shock, pain, or time.

			But unofficially... several references suggested she had been called upon for more discreet purposes: to alter dream testimonies, erase compromising dreams, or reshape a memory to make it acceptable to the Tribunal.

			In a handwritten note left by Elsen, Milo read:

			«Lyr never speaks aloud. She lets her inks speak for her. But what they leave unsaid is often even more dangerous.»

			Even more troubling, an encrypted exchange between two judges mentioned an “L.S.” as the operational link between memory falsification and validation before trial. This suggested she wasn’t acting alone… but as part of a larger mechanism.

			

			Milo lingered for a long time before the last document: a vial half-filled with murky ink, labeled with a single word, written in a hurried hand: “Refused.” It softly vibrated between his fingers, as if a dream had been forcibly trapped inside, but refused to accept its captivity.

			He raised his eyes toward the Engine.

			“Why did Dorm always come back to her?”

			The answer was not in the lines... but in the absences. In what Lyr Selane had never said. And that, perhaps, only a drop could still whisper.

			
			Milo traced his way back to an isolated greenhouse, nestled in a misty clearing, where suspended droplets served as reservoirs of memories. Each liquid pearl contained a scene, a word, an echo — like a transparent, living library where reading could prove deadly if one didn’t know how to breathe beneath the surface.

			The greenhouse was silent, saturated with humidity, its walls covered in glowing moss. Thin vines hung from the ceiling, each ending in a vibrating droplet containing dormant micro-dreams. A green light, filtered through the leaves, made the shadows tremble as if memory itself hesitated to reveal itself.

			Lyr Selane stood there, upright, surrounded by vials and neural brushes. Tall and angular, dressed in a black seaweed gown, she wore on her forehead a living lens that pulsed gently with every breath. Her gaze, translucent gray, slid over Milo like water refusing to cling to skin.

			— “You have no business here without a dream warrant,” she said in a calm, almost lazy tone.

			— “I didn’t come as a judge,” Milo replied. “Just as a dream.”

			He looked around, studying the suspended droplets. Some vibrated faster as he approached, as if they recognized a familiar presence.

			— “Elsen Dorm is dead,” he said at last.

			

			— Lyr didn’t react. She put a vial back in its holder.

			— “I know. I liked him. He was methodical.”

			— “He came here. Often. To consult a memory drop.”

			— “That’s possible. My archives are open to those who know how to listen.”

			— “He was looking for something he wasn’t supposed to find.”

			A silence settled. The droplets seemed to stretch it out.

			Milo stared at her. He sensed an interference in the air, like a blurred dream. He activated a mental fog detector: Lyr’s dreams were riddled, partially hidden, as if someone — or she herself — had cast a veil over her recent memories. A mental camouflage.

			— “You’re hiding something.”

			— “Everyone hides something. It’s my raw material.”

			— “Elsen drowned in a dream. A drop like these. It’s no coincidence.”

			Lyr tensed barely. Then she sighed, as if weary from too much pressure.

			— “There was… a capsule. An ancient memory drop. Illegal. Incomplete. I forbade anyone to enter it physically. Too unstable.”

			— “But he did it anyway.”

			— “He said it was the only way to save the proof. That the dream had to be locked away there, safe from falsifiers.”

			She pointed to a globe suspended at the back of the greenhouse, veiled with a translucent cloth.

			— “It was there.”

			— “Was?”

			— “The drop is empty now. And frozen. Like it’s dead.”

			Milo stepped closer. The drop was black, without reflection, like a blind pupil. The dreamscape around it had been broken, as if an outside force had extracted its memory — or crushed it.

			— “Who else knew its contents?”

			

			— Lyr looked away.

			— “I don’t know. But someone… touched the drop after him. I felt it

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		






			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
		






			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
		




			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		






			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		






			
			
			
			
			
		


OEBPS/font/Roboto-Italic.ttf


OEBPS/font/Roboto-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/image/01_Le_Noy__de_la_Goutte_Suspendue_little.png





OEBPS/image/04_Le_Jardin_des_Archives_Perdues.png





OEBPS/image/05_Le_Th_or_me_de_la_Chambre_Froide_little.png
0=f +ico —v-4§





OEBPS/image/03_L_Aquarium_Imp_rial_little.png





OEBPS/image/02_Meurtre_sur_une_Feuille_Geante_little.png





