SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

[y
(W)

MixCache.com

From the MixCache.com library

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

The Meridian Chronicles

MixCache.com

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

Table of Contents

Introduction

Chapter 1 The Scholar of Eldergrove
Chapter 2 Echoes Under Starlight
Chapter 3 The Library’s Secret Chamber
Chapter 4 Portal of Falling Comets
Chapter 5 Beyond the Gate

Chapter 6 The Guide in the Gloom
Chapter 7 Masked in Moonfire

Chapter 8 The Tinker and the Tempest
Chapter 9 Thornwood and the Silver Pact
Chapter 10 Whispers of the Oracle
Chapter 11 The Sunken Halls of Selithria
Chapter 12 The Frozen Thrones
Chapter 13 Emberglow’s Forged Destiny
Chapter 14 Veil of the Verdant Queen
Chapter 15 The Clocks of Hollowspire
Chapter 16 Trials of Meridian Mastery
Chapter 17 Into the Rift

Chapter 18 The Shadowed Council
Chapter 19 Chains of the Nullstone
Chapter 20 Labyrinth of Luminous Paths
Chapter 21 Gathering at Dawnfall
Chapter 22 Storm at the Meridian Bridge
Chapter 23 The Breaking of Worlds
Chapter 24 All Threads Return

Chapter 25 A New Meridian

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

Introduction

In the heart of the bustling city of Eldergrove, Callum Meriwether led a life that was, by
all accounts, perfectly ordinary. His days were shaped by the routine of
academia—Ilectures given and attended, dusty tomes thumbed through in the marble-
clad university libraries, and the comforting chatter of scholars who believed every
unknown was simply a problem awaiting rational explanation. Eldergrove was a city
that teemed with the vibrant hum of commerce and learning, so steeped in progress
that its people only lightly entertained the myths passed down through generations.
The tales of ancient meridians—mystical lines said to weave unseen through the
world—were mostly the fodder of bedtime stories, amusement for skeptical youth.

Callum himself had chuckled at these legends on more than one occasion, reciting the
supposed powers of the meridians with a raised eyebrow to please his colleagues. His
curiosity, though genuine, leaned heavily toward the tangible: ancient texts, lost
languages, the patterns of societies long vanished beneath the grounds upon which
Eldergrove now stood. Little did he suspect that the great hunger for
understanding—carefully bound within the safe covers of reason—would soon be
stretched thin by the very wonders he’'d so blithely dismissed.

The city’s routines would shudder and shift one fateful evening, as a rare convergence
of stars and planets painted intricate patterns across the night sky. Astronomers
flocked to their towers with telescopes and quills, while the more superstitious locked
their doors, clutching warding charms. For Callum, the celestial event was an
opportunity—a narrative from the cosmos, ripe for scholarly speculation. But as the
city watched the heavens, something ancient stirred beneath the bright facade of
Eldergrove. Bonds woven in ages past began to unravel; unseen energies hummed
within the meridians that had slumbered for centuries.

It was on that night, beneath the strange, silvery arc of an unknown constellation, that
Callum’s calm existence cracked open. A pulse, gentle yet irresistible, drew him from
the well-lit streets into the labyrinthine underbelly of Eldergrove. His feet found their
way to a forgotten chamber, where whispers of another world crept into his thoughts.
What began as academic curiosity led to the unearthing of a long-concealed
portal—one that would hurl him beyond the limits of his understanding and into realms
whispered of only in myth.

For Callum, this was not the journey of a chosen hero, nor the path of one born to
greatness. His was a reluctant ascent, filled with misgivings, clumsy missteps, and, at
times, the aching desire for a return to the safe familiarity of scholarly pursuits. Yet,
with each moment, he was drawn farther from what he knew and closer to a truth that
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transcended books and logic—a truth etched in the meridians woven through all
worlds.

It is here, at the convergence of destiny’s call and cosmic mystery, that the Meridian
Chronicles begin. The threads of fate tug at Callum’s heart, entwining him with lost
kingdoms, formidable adversaries, and unlikely companions. Together, they must
decipher the legacy of the meridians before its power remakes the universe—or
sunders it forever. This is the story of how one quiet scholar’s disbelief becomes the
world’s last hope against the darkness awakening within the ley lines of legend.
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CHAPTER ONE: The Scholar of Eldergrove

Callum Meriwether considered himself a man of sensible habits. His mornings began
with a precisely brewed cup of jasmine tea, followed by an hour of reading ancient
Eldergrovian poetry, not for pleasure, but for its linguistic intricacies. He then
navigated the bustling streets of Eldergrove with an academic’s practiced indifference,
observing the merchants hawk their wares, the students rushing to lectures, and the
occasional street performer attempting to charm passersby. His destination was
always the Grand Library of Eldergrove University, a towering edifice of white marble
and polished brass, its shelves groaning under the weight of millennia of collected
knowledge.

Today, however, a ripple disturbed his carefully constructed routine. The celestial
alignment, a phenomenon only occurring once every seven centuries, was upon them.
While the common folk spoke of omens and portents, Callum’s interest was purely
scientific. He was compiling an anthology of historical astrological records, dissecting
the ways different cultures interpreted cosmic events. The current alignment, with its
unusual conjunction of the three major moons and the distant, rarely seen comet,
offered a rich vein of primary source material.

He found himself, as usual, in the section dedicated to forgotten mythologies. This
wing of the library, often avoided by his more pragmatic colleagues, held dusty tomes
detailing fantastical lands and impossible powers. It was here, amidst the whimsical
accounts of flying cities and sentient forests, that the legend of the meridians
frequently surfaced. He'd read countless variations: "the lifeblood of the world,"
"cosmic threads," "the woven paths of creation." He usually filed them under "quaint
superstitions, anthropological interest only."

But today, a specific passage caught his eye. It wasn't about the meridians
themselves, but about their awakening. An obscure text, penned by a reclusive hermit-
scribe named Lyra, spoke of a "celestial symphony" that would "stir the sleeping
currents." Lyra's writing was notoriously flowery, full of metaphors about "the heart of
the sky beating anew" and "the ancient song resonating through the bones of the
earth." Callum almost dismissed it, but a small, persistent tremor in the air, barely
perceptible, made him pause.

He glanced out the arched window. The sky, even in the early afternoon, had begun to
deepen, tinged with unusual shades of purple and gold. A faint, almost imperceptible
hum seemed to eman vibrate through the very stones of the library. It wasn’t the
usual urban cacophony, but something deeper, more resonant. He attributed it to the
widespread anticipation of the evening’s celestial show, a collective psychological
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phenomenon. Yet, a sliver of unease began to prick at his scholarly detachment.

His afternoon lecture on archaic runic inscriptions was sparsely attended, many
students having opted to secure prime viewing spots for the alignment. Callum,
though somewhat irritated by their lack of dedication to academic pursuits, found
himself similarly distracted. The hum had intensified, a low thrum that vibrated in his
teeth. Even the usually unflappable Professor Eldrin, a man whose passion was the
precise dating of pottery shards, seemed fidgety, occasionally glancing at the ceiling
as if expecting it to rain stars.

As twilight bled across the city, painting the rooftops in hues of indigo and rose, the
hum became a distinct vibration, palpable underfoot. Callum, having finished his
lectures, chose a less conventional route home, driven by an inexplicable urge to
avoid the main thoroughfares. He found himself wandering through a maze of narrow
alleyways and forgotten courtyards, places he rarely ventured. The air here was
cooler, stiller, the distant murmurs of the city seeming to fade.

He passed a crumbling old clock tower, its hands long since frozen, its stone face
overgrown with ivy. Beyond it lay a neglected square, choked with weeds, centered
around a moss-covered fountain that had not flowed in decades. It was a place
Eldergrove had seemingly forgotten, a pocket of stillness in the city's relentless
rhythm. As he stepped into the square, the vibration intensified, not a sound, but a
feeling that resonated deep within his bones.

Above him, the sky was a canvas of impossible beauty. The three moons, usually
solitary wanderers, were aligned in a luminous triangle, casting long, ethereal
shadows. The comet, a fiery streak, seemed to hang suspended directly between
them. And then, subtle at first, strands of light began to shimmer in the air, faint and
translucent, like threads of spun moonlight. They wove through the sky, connecting
the celestial bodies in intricate patterns.

Callum, a scholar of logic, felt a dizzying disbelief. This wasn’t an optical illusion, nor
was it a collective hallucination. These were real, visible lines of energy, stretching
across the cosmos. He remembered Lyra's writings, her descriptions of "celestial
threads" and "the universe's loom." He felt a foolish urge to laugh, but the sight before
him was too grand, too utterly profound.

The shimmering lines descended, piercing the city in various points, a cosmic tapestry
unfurling. One such line, faint but undeniably present, seemed to anchor itself directly
into the forgotten square where Callum stood. It pulsed gently, a soft glow emanating
from the ground near the old, silent fountain. Curiosity, that insatiable scholarly beast,
overrode any lingering fear.

He approached the fountain, his heart thrumming in time with the earth’s mysterious
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vibration. The moss-covered stone began to glow, a faint, internal luminescence. The
air around it grew warm, charged with an unfamiliar energy. As he reached out a
hesitant hand, a section of the fountain’s base, long obscured by grime and decay, slid
inward with a soft, grinding sigh.

Behind it, a dark opening appeared, framed by stone carved with symbols he'd never
seen before—geometric patterns interwoven with swirling lines that echoed the
celestial threads above. A faint, sweet scent, like ozone and ancient flowers, wafted
from the opening. It beckoned, a silent invitation to a place beyond the familiar, a
place where the legends were not legends at all.

Callum, the rational scholar, stood at the precipice of the unknown. His mind raced,
struggling to reconcile what he saw with everything he knew. The meridians, those
fairy tales, were real. And one of them, it seemed, had just opened a door at his feet.
He took a deep breath, the ancient air filling his lungs, and stepped into the darkness.
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