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Preface: In Which a Hero Is Not Who You Think
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The Hero’s Journey loves a certain type.
Humble farm boy. Orphaned chosen one. Brooding assassin with a tragic backstory and an excellent jawline.
This is not that story.
This is the story of a man with a sword he can’t lift, a destiny he absolutely should not have touched, and a hero complex so aggressive it might qualify as a community hazard.

You’ll find no prophecies here—at least none delivered by the usual bearded suspects.
Instead, you’ll meet:
	A scroll with boundary issues.

	A knight with a chronic honesty problem.

	A villain who is very tired, thank you for asking.

	And a protagonist who thinks the Hero’s Journey is a personal brand.


If you came for competence, turn back now.
If you came for heroic posturing, catastrophic misunderstandings, and several increasingly bad decisions disguised as noble intent...
Welcome aboard.
Story structure consulted. Logic declined.
Verity Farcett
Your unlicensed narrative safety officer
(Currently serving a probationary period with the Heroic Conduct Board)
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CHAPTER 1 – "A Hero Awakens (To a Misfiled Scroll)"
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Dorian kicked through the fifth box of moth-eaten scrolls, sending a mushroom cloud of dust into the stagnant attic air. He sneezed violently, nearly toppling a stack of enchanted dinner plates that hummed nervous melodies whenever someone ate too quickly.

"Uncle Mortimer certainly knew how to... collect," he muttered, wiping his nose on his sleeve and glancing around the crowded attic. "But somewhere in this ancestral repository of wisdom lies my inheritance. My true legacy."

Sunlight filtered through a grime-coated window, illuminating towers of haphazardly stacked books, furniture draped in discolored sheets, and what appeared to be a small fountain perpetually spewing multicolored bubbles that popped with tiny sighs. Uncle Mortimer's attic wasn't just cluttered—it was the final resting place for every magical oddity the old man had encountered in his ninety-seven eccentric years.

Dorian kicked another box for emphasis. It responded with an indignant squeak.

"Sorry," he said, then caught himself. Heroes didn't apologize to boxes. Heroes commanded boxes. Heroes... well, heroes probably didn't spend their Tuesday mornings trapped in attics that smelled like mothballs and regrettable spell components, but Dorian wasn't a hero.

Not yet.

"When I clear out this attic," Dorian announced to a stuffed owl that followed his movements with glass eyes that occasionally blinked, "I shall finally have enough coin to fund my grand adventure. An adventure worthy of my bloodline."

He paused dramatically, waiting for the owl to respond. It didn't. Typical.

"I sense great things on the horizon," he continued, voice rising as he addressed his imaginary audience. "A man of my caliber isn't meant to waste away inventorying enchanted sock collections. I'm meant for higher purposes."

He rummaged through a chest marked "WINTER LINENS OR POSSIBLY TRAPPED SOULS (CHECK BEFORE WASHING)." Nothing inside but actual linens and the skeletal remains of what might have been a gerbil. Or possibly a very small accountant.

"When future generations tell the tale of Dorian the... the... something impressive, they'll speak of humble beginnings." He struck a pose for his imaginary biographer. "How the orphaned nephew, left with nothing but determination and extremely questionable heirlooms, rose to—OW!"

His head smacked against a hanging bundle of dried herbs that released a puff of sparkling green powder. Dorian's left nostril immediately went numb.

"That's not important," he continued, voice slurring slightly while his nose tingled. "What matters is the journey. The transformation. The—" he spotted a crate partially hidden behind a suit of armor that appeared to be knitting itself a sweater—"unexplored territory!"

The wooden crate was marked "FIREWOOD - DO NOT OPEN - SERIOUS FIRE HAZARD - THIS MEANS YOU DORIAN."

Dorian grinned. His name! A sign!

He dropped to his knees beside the crate, ignoring a disgruntled hiss from something furry that scuttled away. The warnings practically glowed with importance. Any seasoned hero knew that warnings were simply signposts pointing toward destiny.

"'Do not open,'" he read aloud, tracing the words with his finger. "Hmm, clearly a test of courage."

Dorian glanced around the attic, half-expecting to find mysterious figures watching from the shadows, evaluating his worthiness. He saw only a retired magical mop leaning against the wall, its bristles gently swaying despite the lack of breeze.

He pried open the crate with a rusty fire poker, grunting dramatically with each movement. The lid finally gave way with a splintering crack that echoed through the attic. A family of disgruntled dust sprites rushed past his ear, chittering obscenities.

Inside the crate, nestled between actual firewood, sat a scroll case blackened with soot. Dorian lifted it reverently, brushing away charred fragments.

"At last," he whispered to no one, "my destiny arrives."

The scroll case opened with a puff of cinnamon-scented smoke and an oddly judgmental creak. Inside was a scroll, its edges burned and brittle, the parchment yellowed like the teeth of a career sugar merchant.

Dorian unrolled it carefully on a nearby table, displacing a colony of dust bunnies who had built an impressively accurate scale model of the palace from twine and earwax. The dust bunnies scattered, taking with them a miniature drawbridge and what might have been a tiny catapult.

The scroll's handwriting wove across the page like a drunk cartographer mapping an imaginary coastline. Many sections were smudged or burned away entirely, but several phrases stood out in faded crimson ink:

"...and from the Ash, shall rise the Light..." "...when darkness crawls and shadows kneel..." "...Echoed Flame born of ancestral spark..." "...the Radiant Child must answer the call..."

And finally, at the bottom, partially smeared but still legible: "...Chosen One...?"

Dorian's breath caught. The room seemed to dim around him as blood rushed to his head, pounding in his ears like drums announcing royalty. Time stood still. In that moment, everything—the years of being the slightly disappointing nephew, the well-meaning but pitying glances from villagers, his general mediocrity at anything requiring skill—all of it suddenly made sense.

"It's me," he whispered, fingers trembling against the ancient parchment.

Then louder, his voice bouncing off the cluttered corners of the attic: "IT'S ME!"

He spun around, sending a pile of enchanted cookbooks flying. One snapped open, releasing the ghost of an outraged soufflé that wailed before dissipating into the dusty air.

"I'm the Radiant Child! Born of ancestral spark! I am the Light rising from Uncle Mortimer's extremely flammable collection of magical garbage!"

Dorian rushed to a cobwebbed mirror leaning against the wall. His reflection stared back—twenty-two years old, hair perpetually windswept despite never going outside, eyes wide with the sudden realization of importance.

"All my life," he told his reflection earnestly, "I've felt... different. Special. Like I was meant for something greater than cataloguing enchanted spoons."

His reflection blinked back, unimpressed.

"The universe has been preparing me," Dorian continued, undeterred. "Those fencing lessons I quit after two weeks. That time I tried to tame the neighbor's cat and it scratched 'surrender' into my arm. Even my allergy to magical pollen—all tests! Preparation for this moment!"

He gazed around the attic, seeing it anew. Not as a dumping ground for magical oddities, but as the birthplace of legend. His legend.

"Dorian..." he whispered to his reflection. "No. That won't do for prophecies."

He grabbed an oversized velvet hat from a hook, swiped dust from its brim, and using a nearby quill and inkpot, scratched "DORIAN LIGHTBRINGER" across the front in wobbly letters.

"Dorian Lightbringer," he announced, placing the hat on his head at what he hoped was a rakish angle. It slipped forward, covering his eyes. He adjusted it. "The Echoed Flame. The Chosen One. Question mark."

The hat slipped again. Dorian shoved it back, more forcefully this time.

"From this moment forward, I shall document my heroic journey," he declared, snatching a leather-bound journal from a shelf. He flipped it open, discovering it contained Uncle Mortimer's recipe for toad-repelling socks. He ripped out the pages, tossing them over his shoulder where they transformed into origami frogs that hopped away.

"Every triumph," Dorian continued, dipping the quill into ink. "Every battle. Every maiden rescued. Every dragon..." He paused, quill hovering over the blank page. "Are dragons the enemy? The scroll wasn't clear."

He scanned the parchment again, squinting at the faded script. "Darkness crawls... shadows kneel... right, definitely fighting shadows. Or making them kneel. Kneeling shadows are definitely involved."

Dorian began writing furiously, occasionally pausing to adjust his hat or scratch his nose, which was still partially numb from the herb encounter.

"Day One of my Hero's Journey," he narrated as he wrote. "I, Dorian Lightbringer, have been chosen by ancient prophecy to... to... battle the forces of shadow and restore the echoes of flame!" He nodded, pleased with the phrasing. "The signs came to me in my ancestral home, where I meditated among sacred artifacts."

He glanced around at the cluttered attic and decided 'sacred artifacts' was close enough to 'magical junk.'

"I must prepare," he muttered, suddenly serious. "A hero needs supplies. Weapons. Possibly a cape."

Dorian began rifling through nearby boxes with renewed purpose. He pulled out an ornate letter opener shaped like a miniature sword and held it aloft.

"My blade!" he proclaimed. "Forged in... wherever letter openers are forged."

Next came a moth-eaten curtain, which he draped around his shoulders.

"My cloak of protection. Against... moths."

From another box, he extracted a crystal paperweight that glowed faintly blue when shaken.

"The Orb of... Orbness!"

Within minutes, Dorian had assembled a collection of resolutely non-magical items and imbued each with grand significance. A tarnished serving tray became his shield. A rolled-up map of nonexistent sea routes became his scroll of ancient wisdom. A pair of spectacles with one cracked lens became his "Vision of Truth."

"But every hero needs a tragic backstory," he mused, returning to the mirror.

He practiced various expressions of noble suffering, trying to find the perfect blend of haunted wisdom and rugged determination.

"My parents," he practiced, furrowing his brow and gazing into the middle distance. "Lost at sea. Or to bandits. Or..." he frowned. His parents were alive and well, running a moderately successful cheese shop three villages over. They sent jam every solstice.

"Adoptive parents," he corrected himself. "My real parents were... shadow... fighter... royalty people."

He tried again, tilting his chin for maximum tragic effect. "I never knew my true heritage until today, when destiny called—"

Dorian stepped backward, his foot landing squarely on the handle of a garden rake someone had inexplicably stored upright against a trunk. The wooden handle swung upward with vengeful velocity, smacking him square in the forehead.

He crumpled onto a pile of moth-eaten curtains, hat askew, stars dancing before his eyes.

"Perfect," he mumbled dizzily. "Every hero needs a... training montage."

The attic remained silent except for the disappointed sigh of a magical bellows that had witnessed the entire display. A miniature weathervane on a nearby shelf spun frantically before settling on "catastrophe imminent."

Dorian sat up, rubbing the red mark blossoming across his forehead. He reached for the scroll, clutching it to his chest.

"Minor setback," he announced to the room. "The path of heroism is fraught with... rakes."

He stumbled to his feet, adjusting his hat and gathering his newly designated "magical items." His gaze fell upon the scroll once more, and his eyes narrowed with determination.

"Tomorrow," he vowed, "I begin my quest. First, I'll need a fellowship. All proper heroes have fellowships. People who follow them around looking impressed and occasionally carrying things."

He struck another pose in the mirror, attempting to capture the essence of leadership. The hat slipped again. He ignored it.

"Fear not, world," he announced to the dust motes floating in a sunbeam. "Your Lightbringer has awakened. The darkness shall tremble. The shadows shall kneel. And they shall write songs about this day, when a hero rose from the ashes of... Uncle Mortimer's weird attic."

In the far corner, a retired magical compass quietly changed direction, its needle swinging wildly before pointing firmly toward "Terrible Idea." No one noticed.

Dorian's voice rose to a crescendo as he addressed his imaginary audience. "I shall gather my strength, assemble my fellowship, and embark upon the quest that destiny has chosen for me! For I am Dorian Lightbringer, and my journey has only just begun!"

A solitary moth fluttered past his face, entirely unimpressed.

But Dorian didn't notice. He was too busy mentally composing the opening lines of the epic ballad that would someday commemorate this moment. Something with a catchy chorus and preferably a flute solo.

The prophecy scroll tumbled from his fingers as he spun in an elaborate bow, landing beside the open crate. In the fading afternoon light, more words became visible at the bottom of the parchment:

"...and remember, children, the moral of the story is: never play with matches near the Royal Library. THE END."

No one read it. The legend of Dorian Lightbringer had already begun.
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CHAPTER 2 – "The Legend of Dorian Lightbringer (As Told By Dorian Lightbringer)"
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Dorian awoke to dramatic lighting. Pulsing crimson shadows danced across his ceiling, casting heroic silhouettes against the water stain that vaguely resembled a dragon—or possibly a duck with ambitious posture. He blinked, allowing his Chosen eyes to adjust to the mystical glow.

"Dawn breaks on destiny," he announced to his empty bedroom.

The crimson light pulsed again, revealing its source: a lava lamp shaped like a wizard that his mother had purchased at a yard sale. Its bulb flickered, threatening electrical rebellion.

Dorian flung back his blankets and leapt from bed, landing in what he imagined was a battle-ready crouch but more closely resembled a man with an urgent need for the privy. His joints creaked in protest. Heroes didn't creak. He made a mental note to oil himself.

"The first morning of my saga," he whispered, reverently reaching for the journal he'd placed on his nightstand. The leather-bound tome had previously contained Uncle Mortimer's recipes for magical foot cream, but Dorian had repurposed it by gluing parchment-colored construction paper over the stained pages.

He uncorked a bottle of ink, dipped his quill with ceremonial slowness, and inscribed with careful flourishes:

"Day One. The Age of Light begins."

He paused, admiring how the morning sunlight caught the still-wet ink.

"Perfect," he breathed. "Historically significant. Like the first words of a civilization."

Dorian set the journal aside and moved to the full-length mirror propped against his wardrobe. His reflection stared back—rumpled nightshirt, hair that stuck out in seventeen different directions, and the angry red welt across his forehead where the rake had connected yesterday.

"Battle scar," he informed his reflection, tracing the mark with his fingertip. "Earned in my first trial."

He adjusted his posture, sucking in his stomach and pushing back his shoulders to achieve maximum heroic silhouette. The effect was somewhat undermined by his nightshirt, which bore a faded illustration of a rabbit eating soup.

"To the War Room," he announced, spinning on his heel with calculated drama. The spin dislodged a sock from yesterday, sending it airborne where it landed on his head. Dorian removed it with dignity and tossed it aside. "Even the greatest must overcome small setbacks."

The "War Room," a generous reclassification of what had been the house's laundry room, awaited his strategic genius. Dorian had spent most of the night clearing away soap buckets and clotheslines to make space for his prophecy headquarters. A wobbly table stood in the center, surrounded by walls still bearing hooks where cleaning implements once hung. The faint smell of lavender soap lingered, which Dorian had decided would henceforth be known as "the Fragrance of Destiny."

He flung open the door and marched inside, pausing to allow imaginary trumpets to herald his arrival.

The table held the spoils of last night's preparations: sheets of parchment, various colored inks, string, a surprising number of candle stubs, and the prophecy scroll—which he'd lovingly mounted onto a wooden plaque using bread dough as adhesive. The bread dough had hardened overnight, forming an irregular crust around the ancient text. Artistic. Rustic. Historically authentic.

Dorian rubbed his hands together. "Phase One: Visual Manifestation."

He retrieved a large board he'd liberated from behind the gardening shed, propping it against the wall. The board still bore remnants of Uncle Mortimer's "Garden Gnome Placement Strategy," but Dorian had wiped away most of the chalk marks.

"Every hero must visualize their journey," he informed the mop leaning forlornly in the corner. "It's how destiny knows where to find you."

From a leather satchel, he withdrew a stack of illustrations he'd cut from various books in Uncle Mortimer's collection. He arranged them on the board, securing each with globs of wax from the candle stubs.

"Heroic armor," he narrated, slapping down an illustration of a knight whose armor gleamed impossibly despite being rendered in black and white. "Though perhaps more flamboyant. With flames. Flame-boyant."

Next came a series of dramatic landscapes: mountains wreathed in mist, forests with implausibly twisted trees, and plains where lightning struck perilously close to lone figures on horseback.

"The environments through which I'll quest," Dorian explained to no one. "Notice the atmospheric conditions. Heroes require proper atmospherics."

He stood back, admiring his arrangement. "Needs more... yearning."

From the bottom of his pile, he extracted several illustrations of women with impossibly small waists and expressions suggesting chronic digestive discomfort.

"The reluctant love interest section," he declared, creating a special corner. "She'll resist at first. They always do. But by the third act..." He tried to wink at himself in the reflection of a copper pot hanging nearby, but both eyes closed simultaneously. Practice needed.

As he worked, Dorian hummed a tune of his own composition—largely consisting of dramatic "Daaaaa" sounds with occasional "DUMMM" for percussion.

The vision board grew. He added titles: "Path of Glory," "Shadows That Will Most Definitely Kneel," and "Places Where Light Must Be Brought (Urgently)." He drew arrows connecting seemingly unrelated images and added exclamation points where the composition lacked energy.

A knock interrupted his artistic flow.

"Dorian?" His mother's voice carried through the door. "Are you in the laundry room?"

Dorian straightened, adopting a deeper voice inflected with what he imagined was an accent of ancient nobility. "This is the War Chamber of the Lightbringer, maternal figure! I prepare the strategic foundation of my quest!"

A pause.

"Did you take my clothespins again?"

"Clothespins?" Dorian glanced at the row of pins securing a banner reading 'VALOR HEADQUARTERS' across the top of his vision board. "I have repurposed common implements for the greater good of prophecy."

His mother sighed through the door. "I'm making grilled cheese for lunch. Do you want one?"

Dorian drew himself up, addressing the room as much as his mother. "The Chosen One eats only fate. And occasionally, when the ritual demands it, foodstuffs that symbolize the eternal struggle between—"

"Yes or no, Dorian. The pan's already hot."

"...The Chosen One will take his fate with extra cheese. Please."

Footsteps retreated down the hallway.

Dorian returned to his work with renewed vigor. From his satchel, he withdrew a small wooden case containing Uncle Mortimer's calligraphy set. Opening it reverently, he selected the most elaborate quill—one with so many decorative feathers it resembled a small, confused peacock.

"The naming ceremony," he intoned, eyes flicking to the letter opener he'd designated as his legendary weapon. It lay on a small velvet cushion (formerly a pincushion) atop a stack of books.

He lifted the letter opener, which caught the light from the small window and reflected it back with surprising brilliance. The metal blade bore ornate scrollwork, though closer inspection revealed it to be primarily decorative swirls around the manufacturer's mark.

"No longer shall you be known as 'that pointy thing from Uncle Mortimer's desk,'" Dorian declared, raising the letter opener skyward. "Henceforth, you shall be... Valorin, Fang of Light, Splitter of Shadows, Letter-Opener of Doom!"

He swept the blade through the air in what he hoped was a fearsome arc. The blade caught on his sleeve, nearly tumbling from his grasp.

"Eager for battle," Dorian nodded approvingly, returning Valorin to its cushion. "Soon, my friend. First, we prepare."

He turned to a fresh sheet of parchment and began sketching a seven-tiered checklist, each tier bearing a flowery title:

TIER I: THE AWAKENING (Complete!) TIER II: FELLOWSHIP ASSEMBLY
TIER III: QUEST COMMENCEMENT TIER IV: SHADOW CONFRONTATION (MINOR) TIER V: TEMPORARY SETBACK & SOUL SEARCHING TIER VI: ULTIMATE SHADOW CONFRONTATION TIER VII: GLORY & POSSIBLY ROMANTIC SUBPLOT RESOLUTION
Below each heading, he added detailed sub-steps. Under FELLOWSHIP ASSEMBLY, he wrote: "1. Identify candidates with complementary skills (magic preferred, cooking acceptable). 2. Deliver inspiring recruitment speech. 3. Distribute matching kerchiefs? (Decide later)."

Another knock interrupted his planning.

"Your fate is getting cold," his mother called.

"One moment!" Dorian called back in his normal voice, then caught himself. "The... the Lightbringer appreciates your patience! Heroic matters delay me!"

He hastily gathered more parchment and a stub of charcoal. Setting them on the small stool beneath the room's only window, he positioned himself in the shaft of dusty sunlight.

"The personal manifesto," he murmured, adjusting his posture to maximize how the light caught his profile. "For future generations."

He cleared his throat and assumed a solemn expression, addressing the charcoal and parchment as though they were a captivated audience.

"I, Dorian Lightbringer, First of My Name, Chosen Child of the Echoed Flame, Awakened One, Destined Banisher of Shadow, Rake Survivor, and Potential Love Interest to As-Yet-Unidentified Maiden, do hereby record my first official address."

He paused to let the imaginary crowd settle.

"Since time immemorial—or at least since yesterday afternoon—I have known my purpose. The signs came to me in the sacred repository of knowledge." He coughed. "Also known as Uncle Mortimer's attic. But sacred repository sounds better for the ballads."

He leaned forward conspirationally.

"The universe has a plan, my future followers. And that plan is me. When shadows grow long and darkness, you know, does whatever darkness does—crawls and stuff—then I, Dorian Lightbringer, shall rise! Like bread! But heroic bread. With, um, shiny crumbs."

The metaphor derailed, but Dorian pressed onward.

"You may ask: how does one recognize a Chosen One? Excellent question, fictional audience member. Firstly, we have an innate sense of... sensing things. Prophetic things. Secondly, we possess uncommon charisma that draws followers like moths to... another moth that's on fire. In a good way."

He stood, pacing the small room while maintaining what he hoped was piercing eye contact with the invisible audience.

"But most importantly, we have The Mark." He touched the rake welt on his forehead. "Delivered by Destiny herself through her chosen implement: a garden rake. Left precisely where I would dramatically step on it. Because Destiny understands theatrics."

A louder knock rattled the door.

"Dorian, seriously, your sandwich is attracting the cat."

"Coming!" Dorian scowled at the interruption, then turned back to his imaginary audience with an apologetic smile. "The journey of a hero requires occasional sustenance. Even prophesied saviors must maintain their strength."

He scrambled through his papers, finding a blank sheet which he hastily inscribed with: HEROIC BROADCAST INTERRUPTED — FATE-BASED MEAL BREAK REQUIRED — CONTINUED IN VOLUME TWO

Five minutes and one slightly squashed grilled cheese later, Dorian returned to the War Room, a smear of melted cheese on his chin serving as testament to his hasty consumption.

"Where was I?" he muttered, scanning his notes. "Ah! Fellowship recruitment!"

He grabbed a fresh sheet of parchment and began writing, tongue caught between his teeth in concentration:

FELLOWSHIP OF THE LIGHTBRINGER — POSITION OPENINGS

	Brooding Companion with Tragic Backstory (Must provide own weapons, limited emotional availability preferred)

	Mystical Mage/Wise Advisor (No actual criticism allowed, prophecy-validation skills essential)

	Beast/Friend Hybrid (Talking animals given priority, but will accept skilled regular animals with potential for tragic sacrifice arc)

	Comical Sidekick (Must laugh at ALL Chosen One's jokes, occasional punching bag duties required)

	Village Skeptic Who Eventually Believes (For dramatic arc purposes—will be proven wrong publicly)


Dorian stepped back, admiring his list. "Perfect. Now to distribute these through the village. The worthy will answer the call."

He rolled up the parchment, securing it with a bit of ribbon that had once tied back the laundry room curtains.

"Tomorrow," he announced to the room, "we begin recruitment. Tonight, I finalize my heroic aesthetic."

Dorian moved to the wobbly table and cleared a space. From his satchel, he produced a small tin of colored wax sticks—confiscated from his cousin's art supplies during a family gathering three summers ago.

"Every hero needs a crest," he declared, melting blue and gold wax onto a circular piece of parchment. "Something that strikes fear into the heart of shadow and looks impressive on commemorative dinner plates."

He worked diligently, tongue poking out in concentration as he shaped the molten wax into what he envisioned as a majestic lion but more closely resembled a disgruntled house cat caught in a rainstorm. Around this central figure, he added stylized flames, stars, and what might have been swords but looked suspiciously like toothpicks.

"The Lightbringer Crest," he pronounced, holding it up to catch the late afternoon light filtering through the window. "May it fly proudly over the lands I save from... whatever needs saving. Details to follow."

As dusk approached, casting long shadows across the War Room, Dorian returned to his journal. With ceremonial slowness, he recorded the day's achievements, occasionally pausing to gaze dramatically into the middle distance.

"Day One concludes," he wrote. "Preparations exceed expectations. Tomorrow, I venture into the world to gather those worthy of my quest. The Age of Light advances."

He signed with a flourish so elaborate it threatened to tear the page, then added beneath: "The Lightbringer: Verified by Prophecy."

Dorian closed the journal and placed it carefully on top of Valorin's cushion. He stood back, surveying his day's work with hands on hips and chest puffed outward.

"History will remember this room," he informed the mop, which continued leaning against the wall with steadfast indifference. "They'll recreate it in museums. They'll say, 'Here is where it all began. In humble laundry-scented surroundings.'"

He moved to the door, pausing with his hand on the knob to look back one final time.

"Rest well, War Room," he said softly. "Tomorrow, we recruit warriors worthy of the cause."

The latch clicked shut behind him. In the empty room, a slight breeze from the partially open window disturbed the prophecy scroll mounted on its plaque. The corner of the parchment fluttered, revealing another line of text previously hidden by the dried bread dough:

"Original attribution: Bedtime Stories for Overly Dramatic Children. Volume 3."

No one was there to see it. And by morning, the bread dough had shifted again, concealing the words from view. Destiny, it seemed, had a sense of humor—or at least a flair for convenient timing.
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