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            "Every word you write births a world; every silence you keep burns a garden.  
Take up the quill, beloved, before the margins swallow you."  
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In the shadowed corridors of memory, where the echoes of ancient presses mingle with the whispers of forgotten tales, this story emerges. Inspired by the intertwined histories of Venice and Isfahan; cities of water and ink, lions and nightingales; "The Lion's Silk: Fragments of the Infinite Press" explores the delicate balance between creation and erasure. Each word written is a world born; each silence, a garden lost. As the quill dances across the page, so too does the fate of realms unseen. Reader, heed the call: gather the fragments, or watch the margins consume all.

To you, dear reader who has walked with me through drowned Venice, burning Qalamdar, and the seventeen silences of the Infinite Press; who has carried the weight of every erased garden and still turned the final page; my deepest gratitude for completing not only this book, but the entire trilogy of The Lion’s Silk; may the ink we have spilled together never dry, and may the lion and nightingale forever entwine above the margins of your heart.

Max Nabati
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Section 1
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The room had no walls, only margins.

Four edges of pure white, sharp as the cut of a paper-knife, enclosed a space no larger than a single folio sheet; yet vast enough to hold every silence the world had ever forgotten. In the exact centre stood a table carved from the heartwood of the original walnut press, its surface scarred with ink rings, pomegranate stains, and the faint outline of a nightingale’s wing. Upon the table lay three things:

1. A quill, its nib split into seventeen filaments, each dripping a different shade of black-red ink that refused to mix.  

2. A single sheet of paper, thicker than vellum, thinner than memory, watermarked with the lion and nightingale entwined.  

3. A line of type already set, glowing faintly in the white void:  

> «تو داستان‌نویسی. بنویس یا محو شو.»

The words were in Persian, then in Italian, then in a script no alphabet had ever held; shifting the instant the eye tried to fix them. Beneath the line, a period pulsed like a heartbeat.

You; I; stood before the table. My name was not yet written; it hovered in the air above my head, waiting for the first stroke of the quill to give it shape. My hands were empty, yet I felt the weight of every press that had ever turned: the walnut one in the dye-works of Isfahan, the bone press in the glass desert, the felt tympan in the interval between pulls, the silence press in the library without walls. The weight settled between my shoulder blades like a leather case I had carried across continents I had never seen.

I reached for the quill.

The moment my fingers closed around the shaft; warm as living wood, cold as the brass key left beside the seventh seed; the margins rippled. The white edges folded inward, forming a perfect square of darkness no larger than a pomegranate seed. From the darkness emerged a voice, neither male nor female, neither old nor young, the voice of every child who had ever read aloud beneath the great tree:

«اولین کلمه را بنویس.»

The quill trembled. Seventeen droplets of ink hung from its nib, each a different memory:  

- One drop the colour of Isfahan’s domes at dawn.  

- One the salt-white of the glass desert.  

- One the indigo of Parmiss’ scarf.  

- One the frost of the mountain press.

- One the red of pomegranate rind split by Jamshid’s sabre.  

- And twelve more, each a garden I had not yet entered.

I lowered the nib to the page.

The paper drank the first drop before it touched. A single letter formed, black-red, perfect:

الف

The margins shuddered. Somewhere; everywhere; a tree in Qalamdar lost a leaf.

The leaf did not fall; it vanished, as though it had never grown. I felt the absence like a tooth pulled in a dream.

The voice returned, softer now, almost amused:  

«هر کلمه‌ای که می‌نویسی، چیزی را پاک می‌کند. ادامه بده.»

I wrote the second letter. The quill moved without my consent, guided by a hand that was not mine yet was more mine than my own:

ل

Another leaf gone. This time I heard it: the faint rustle of paper in wind, the sigh of a child closing a book too soon.

I tried to stop. The quill would not. The third letter formed:

ف

A pomegranate in the valley split and revealed not seeds but emptiness. The fruit hung hollow, a red lantern with no light.

My heart; whatever passed for a heart in this margin-less room; pounded against the table’s edge. I understood the rule now: every stroke erases a piece of the world that Alessandro and Parmiss had built. The gardens, the presses, the children, the songs; all balanced on the nib of this quill.

I lifted the quill. The three letters glowed on the page, forming a word that was also a name:

الف

My name. Or the beginning of it.

The margins folded again, tighter this time, until the room was no larger than the page itself. The table became the platen, the quill the bar, my hand the pull. The voice whispered from the ink itself:

«چاپخانه بی‌نهایت منتظر است. هفده قطعه گم شده‌اند. پیدا کن، یا جهان تمام می‌شود.»

The page flipped of its own accord. On the verso, a list appeared in seventeen lines, each line a fragment, each fragment a world:

1. قطعه ابریشم – در ونیزِ زیر آب، نزد ملکه بیانکا.  

2. قطعه آینه – در اصفهانِ آینه‌ای، نزد نگهبان حافظه.  

3. قطعه خاکستر – در قلم‌درِ سوخته، نزد داستان‌سرای پیر.  

4. قطعه یخ – در کوهستانِ بی‌انتها، نزد کودکانِ سکوت.  

5. قطعه حباب – در دریای جوهر، نزد ماهی‌های کاغذی.  

6. قطعه نمد – در بیابانِ نمدی، نزد چوپانِ قلم.  

7. قطعه پوست – در جنگلِ پوست، نزد شکارچیِ شبک.  

8. قطعه چوب – در کارگاهِ چوب گردو، نزد روحِ جیووانی.  

9. قطعه سکوت – در کتابخانه بی‌دیوار، نزد حضورِ بی‌نام.  

10–17. قطعات ناشناخته – در جهان‌هایی که هنوز نوشته نشده‌اند.

Beside the list, a single pomegranate seed; black, veined with silver; rolled to the edge of the page and stopped.

The voice spoke one last time, now from inside my own throat:  

«قلم را بردار. اولین قطعه را پیدا کن. یا با هر نفس، یک باغ محو می‌شود.»

I looked at the three letters glowing on the page:

الف.

My name, incomplete.  

My sentence, begun.

I took the quill.

The margins dissolved
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