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O

The Dawning of
Worlds

nce upon a time, in an era not bound
by the tick-tock of clocks or the march

of calendars, there was me, Grandmother
Wisteria. Picture, if you will, a realm of
boundless potential, a vast stretch of fertile
soil, untouched and brimming with promise.
It was here that I, with a heart full of whimsy
and a soul steeped in dreams, found my
calling.

You see, I've always been partial to the art of
cultivation, the delicate dance of nurturing
life from the slumbering earth. "A seed well
planted is a universe in waiting," as the old
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saying goes. And in my hands lay not just
seeds, but the kernels of worlds unimagined,
each a secret waiting to bloom under my
tender care.

With a spring in my step and a melody on my
lips, I sowed these seeds, each one a precious
gem of possibility. They took root with an
eagerness that delighted even my ageless
heart. Sprouts pirouetted from the earth,
unfurling their leaves like tiny banners of life.
Flowers erupted in a cascade of colors, each
petal a masterpiece painted by nature's
delicate brush. Trees stretched skyward, their
branches composing symphonies against the
heavens.

But the enchantment did not end there, oh
no. For these were no mere plants. As they
matured, they bore a most extraordinary fruit
— whole worlds, each a unique tapestry
woven from the essence of the plants that
birthed them. Worlds of sapphire seas, of
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emerald forests that whispered secrets to the
stars, each one a child of my heart.

Ever the curious spirit, with a penchant for
exploration, I thought, "Why not visit these
splendid creations?" After all, "Adventure is
the spice of life," or so they say. So off I set, a
wanderer amidst the stars, to explore these
magnificent worlds that had sprouted from
my own little garden.

And what adventures awaited! Each world
was a novel, each realm a verse in the grand
poem of the cosmos. I tread upon shores of
crystalline sand, wandered through forests
where the leaves sang in the breeze, and
danced under moons that shone with the
light of unspoken dreams.

So come, dear reader, let's embark on this
journey together. For within each world lies a
story, and within each story, a spark of
wonder. And as any sensible person knows,
life is ever so much more delightful when
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sprinkled with a dash of wonder. Shall we
begin?
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I

The Mysteries of
Crossing

n my travels, one of the most splendid
aspects of this grand adventure has been

the journeying itself. Ah, the thrill of stepping
from one world into another! It's quite unlike
anything else. As the highest of the fae, I flit
between realms as easily as a bird takes to the
sky. But for those of you not blessed with fae
blood, fear not! There are ways, little secrets
of the cosmos, that allow passage between
worlds.

Thin Places and Doorways
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You must seek what we call a "thin place" —
spots where the veil between worlds is as
gossamer as a spider's web. Here, the magic is
potent enough to allow passage. But take
heed! Crossing at these points is not without
its risks. One might step through and find
oneself at the fiery heart of a volcano or adrift
in the icy void of space. The Multiverse, after
all, is as whimsical as it is vast.

The Doorways I've Left Behind

Now, in my many years, I've taken the liberty
of creating a few more... shall we say, reliable
doorways between realms. Each of these
portals I've marked in ways unique to the
world in which they reside. On your planet
Earth — and yes, I do know where you are,
dear reader, a little magic goes a long way —
these doorways are marked with a delightful
plant named Wisteria. It's a climbing vine,
known for its enchanting beauty and its
cascades of purple flowers. A little fun fact:
did you know Wisteria can grow so robustly
that it sometimes needs sturdy support to
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prevent it from collapsing under its own
weight? Rather like some of the stories we
carry, wouldn't you say?

The Call  to Adventure

But let's not dwell on the cautionary tales.
Instead, let us embrace the spirit of
adventure! The thought of stepping into the
unknown might set your heart aflutter with
trepidation, but oh, the wonders that await!
Remember, "A life without adventure is like a
book without words." So I implore you, do not
let the fear of crossing the threshold between
worlds keep you from the marvelous
adventures that lie beyond. For in every
journey, there is a story waiting to be told,
and in every story, a bit of magic waiting to
be discovered.

Now, shall we turn the page to the next
chapter of our journey? Who knows what
wonders await us on the other side of the
door!
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M

The Enchanted
Forest of the
Underbrush

y journey through the tapestry of
worlds brought me to a realm of

unparalleled wonder — the Kingdom of the
Underbrush. This magical forest was not just
an array of trees and streams, but a living,
breathing testament to enchantment. Here,
the leaves whispered ancient melodies, and
the brooks murmured stories from the dawn
of time.

Encounter with Mother Flourbottom and
Sage the Moon Fae
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It was in this realm of wonder that I had the
fortune to meet two extraordinary fae — the
warm-hearted Mother Flourbottom and the
enigmatic Sage, the Moon Fae. Mother
Flourbottom, a delightful fae with skin as rich
as the earth and eyes sparkling with kindness,
exuded a comforting presence reminiscent of
a hearth on a winter's eve. And Sage, with her
ethereal, moonlit aura, carried the wisdom of
the ages in her gaze.

Adventures Amidst the Underbrush

Our days in the Underbrush were filled with
adventures that would fill volumes of their
own. We twirled under the starry sky at the
Faerie Ring Soiree, engaged in clever riddles
with the mischievous goblins of the
Glimmering Glades, and concocted magical
brews that made the forest come alive with
song and dance. The laughter and joy we
shared in those moments were the purest
magic, a testament to the spirit of the forest
and the bond of our friendship.
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Stories for Another Time

Though these tales are ripe with wonder and
mirth, they are stories for another book,
narratives that I’m sure will find their way to
you in due course. The tales of Grandmother
Wisteria, the nurturing Mother Flourbottom,
and the wise Sage the Moon Fae are etched in
the annals of many a storyteller's book,
waiting to be discovered and cherished.

The Essence of Friendship

The true magic of our time in the Underbrush
was not just in our exploits, but in the
friendship that blossomed among us. "Friends
are the flowers in the garden of life," so the
saying goes, and our bond was a rare bloom
of joy and companionship, as enduring as the
ancient trees and as spirited as the forest’s
dawn chorus.

An Invitation to Adventure
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And so, dear reader, as you wander through
these pages, let the spirit of adventure and
camaraderie guide you. May you find in your
own journey the joy of friendship as profound
as that found in the heart of the Kingdom of
the Underbrush.

Now, let us venture forth to the next chapter,
where new realms await and friendships as
deep as the roots of the Underbrush are ready
to be forged.
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B

The Grand
Library and the
Great Gnomes of
Knowledge

eyond the realms of common thought
and ordinary paths, nestled in the fabric

of space and time, lies a marvel that
transcends mere description — the Grand
Library. This is not a library in the way you
might think, with rows of books and dusty
shelves. Oh no, this is a living archive, a nexus
of knowledge spanning realms and epochs.

The Wonders of the Grand Library
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The Grand Library is a labyrinthine wonder,
its halls and corridors stretching into
infinity, each turn revealing new mysteries
and ancient truths. Here, the books do not
merely contain stories; they are gateways,
portals to the worlds and times they
chronicle. One could open a tome about
distant galaxies and find oneself gazing at the
stars from an alien world, or leaf through a
manuscript of ancient lore and hear the
whispers of the past.

The Great Gnomes of Knowledge

Now, such a place as this does not maintain
itself — and this is where the Great Gnomes
of Knowledge come in. These are not your
garden-variety gnomes. These venerable
beings are the custodians of the library, wise
and ancient, their minds vast repositories of
the Multiverse’s secrets. With care and
diligence, they tend the library, ensuring that
the flow of knowledge remains
uninterrupted, that each book finds its
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rightful place in the grand tapestry of time
and space.

A Particular Gnome

In my explorations, I had the pleasure of
becoming acquainted with one gnome in
particular. Oh, he was a character, that one!
With a beard as long as history and eyes
twinkling with mirth and mischief. Now, I
shan't divulge all the details — a lady must
have some secrets, after all — but let's just say
our interactions were... quite enlightening.
He had a way of seeing things, a perspective
that stretched beyond the confines of the
ordinary, and I dare say we shared a
connection that was as rare as it was
unexpected.

The Library’s Magic

The Grand Library is more than a collection
of books; it is a crossroads of realities, a
meeting place of ideas and epochs. Walking
its endless aisles, one cannot help but feel a
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part of something greater, a thread in the
grand weave of existence. It's a reminder that
knowledge is not just power; it is adventure,
it is mystery, and at times, it is even romance.

A Gateway to Adventures

To you, dear reader, I extend an invitation to
imagine such a place. Perhaps, in your travels
through the thin places of the world, you may
come upon a doorway to the Grand Library. If
you do, step through with an open heart and
an inquisitive mind. For within its walls lie
adventures untold, knowledge unbound, and
perhaps, a gnome with stories that could fill a
thousand books.
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A

The Plane of the
Elements and the
Earth Dragon
Jiēdì qì

s my travels through the Multiverse
continued, I found myself drawn to a

realm of elemental force and primal beauty —
the Plane of the Elements. This was a world
where nature's raw power was on full display,
where the earth, air, fire, and water were not
mere aspects of the landscape but living,
breathing entities.

The Savage Beauty of the Plane
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The Plane of the Elements is a realm of
contrasts, where serene landscapes abruptly
give way to raging tempests. Mountains here
don't just touch the sky; they converse with it.
Oceans are not simply bodies of water; they
are the very essence of depth and mystery.
The air is alive with the whispers of the wind,
and the flames dance with a passion known
only to those who have gazed into the heart of
a star. It is a place where the term "savage
beauty" finds its truest expression.

The Warriors of the Elements

In this land of elemental fury, I encountered
warriors whose dedication and focus were as
awe-inspiring as the realm itself. They moved
with the grace of the wind, the strength of the
earth, the fluidity of water, and the fierceness
of fire. Their martial prowess was a dance of
harmony with the elements, a testament to
the balance of nature. It was both humbling
and exhilarating to witness their communion
with the raw forces of the universe.
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Tea with Jiēdì qì

Among the many wonders of this plane, none
was as profound as my meeting with the earth
dragon Jiēdì qì. Imagine, if you will, a creature
as ancient as the earth itself, wise beyond
years, with scales that shimmered like
countless emeralds. Jiēdì qì was a being of
deep harmony and balance, a guardian of the
earth's secrets.

We sat together, the dragon and I, sharing a
pot of tea that seemed to steep the essence of
the land itself. Our conversation flowed like a
gentle stream, meandering through topics of
harmony, balance, and the
interconnectedness of all things. Jiēdì qì
spoke of the delicate dance of elements, of
the need for respect and understanding
between all beings, and of the deep, resonant
power of the earth.

Reflections on Harmony
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This encounter left a lasting impression on
me. It was a poignant reminder that true
strength lies in balance, that harmony is not
a state of stillness but a dynamic equilibrium.
In the presence of Jiēdì qì, I felt a connection
to the earth that was both grounding and
elevating.

The Lesson of the Elements

As we part ways in this chapter, dear reader, I
invite you to ponder the lessons of the Plane
of the Elements. Consider the harmony in
your life, the balance of your own elements.
And remember, in the dance of the universe,
we are all both learners and teachers.
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A

The Outer
Universe and the
Celestial Being
Amalthea

fter the elemental marvels of the Plane
of the Elements, my journey took me to

a vastly different realm — the Outer Universe.
This expanse of space stretched into infinity,
a canvas of inky blackness dotted with the
shimmering lights of a million stars. It was a
realm where the concepts of 'vast' and
'endless' found their truest expression.

The Endless Expanse of Space
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The Outer Universe was not a void, but a
symphony of celestial wonders. Nebulae
painted the darkness with vibrant hues,
comets streaked across the sky like cosmic
artists, and planets of every conceivable type
orbited stars in a dance as old as time. It was
a place that humbled and awed, where the
very scale of existence was both
overwhelming and exhilarating.

Daring Beings of the Cosmos

Traversing this immense realm were beings
of all sorts, each daring and unique in their
way. There were spacefaring nomads who
called starships home, merchants trading in
stellar commodities, and explorers seeking
the unknown corners of the cosmos. The
diversity of life and purpose in the Outer
Universe was a testament to the infinite
possibilities that lay within the vastness of
space.

Meeting with Amalthea
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In the midst of this cosmic tapestry, I
encountered a being who was a mystery unto
herself — Amalthea, a Celestial Being. She
was not merely in the universe; she seemed
to be of the universe. Her presence was like a
living nebula, her form shimmering with
stardust, her eyes holding the depth of black
holes and the sparkle of distant galaxies.

Travels with Amalthea

Amalthea and I journeyed together through
this expansive realm, visiting worlds of
unimaginable shapes and sizes. Each world
was a story, each star a song in the grand
chorus of the cosmos. With Amalthea, the
concept of scale — both the vastness of the
universe and the smallness of individual
worlds — became vividly clear.

The Smallness and Greatness of Our Role

Our travels brought a profound realization: in
the grand scheme of the universe, we may
seem small, mere specks on the canvas of
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infinity. Yet, our role, our part in the cosmic
dance, is significant. Amalthea, in her
enigmatic way, showed me that each being,
each world, contributes to the harmony of the
whole. We are small, yes, but our stories, our
lives, are threads in the fabric of the universe.

The Cosmic Perspective

As we close this chapter, I invite you, dear
reader, to reflect on this duality of existence
— the smallness of the individual against the
backdrop of the vast universe, and yet the
importance of each role in the grand
narrative of existence. Let the vastness
inspire you, and let your significance
empower you.
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I

The Rise of the
Whither

n the midst of my travels, a shadow began
to creep across the vibrant tapestry of the

Multiverse. It was a threat not born of
darkness, but of nothingness — the Whither.
This insidious force, this blight upon
creation, was a poison of the most malignant
kind, a cancer that sought to consume the
very essence of life and imagination.

The Nature of the Whither

The Whither was not merely an absence of
light; it was an absence of everything that
makes existence meaningful. It drained color,
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extinguished hope, and stifled creativity. Its
touch turned hearts towards despair,
violence, and pain. Where it spread, worlds
withered, stars dimmed, and the vibrant
chorus of life fell silent. It was a weed in the
garden of the cosmos, and its roots ran deep.

The Impact Across Realms

As I witnessed the spread of the Whither, my
heart grew heavy. This was no simple pest to
be plucked from the soil; it was an affliction
that threatened to unravel the very fabric of
the Multiverse. To confront it was to risk
everything, for its entanglement with the
realms was such that to uproot it might bring
ruin to all.

The Calling of the Gardeners

In the face of such despair, I knew that action
must be taken. It was time to gather
champions, spirits from each realm who
possessed the courage and strength to stand
against this tide of annihilation. Thus, I called
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upon the Gardeners — the brave souls I had
met in my journeys across the Multiverse.
Each one, a beacon of hope from their
respective realms, was to lead a guild of
heroes, a collective force to combat the
spreading blight of the Whither.

The Formation of Guilds

To these champions, I bestowed the honor
and responsibility of leading their guilds. The
guilds were diverse, reflecting the myriad
facets of the worlds they represented. They
were warriors of light, keepers of stories,
defenders of the elemental balance, and
navigators of the cosmic sea. United in
purpose, they stood as our best hope against
the creeping void of the Whither.

The Charge to the Gardeners

I charged the Gardeners with a task both
daunting and vital: to push back against the
tide of the Whither, to protect the realms
from its soul-sucking grasp. This was not a
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battle of swords and shields but a war for the
heart of the Multiverse. It was a fight to
preserve the light of creativity, the warmth of
hope, and the vibrancy of existence.

The Call  to Action

As we turn the page on this chapter, let us not
forget the gravity of the task at hand. The
Whither looms, a threat not just to a world or
a star, but to the very essence of what makes
life worth living. The Gardeners, our
champions, stand ready, but the struggle is far
from over.
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I

The Call to Arms
and the Journey
to Columbus

n the shadow of the Whither, a call rings
out across the realms, a clarion summons

to those who would stand against the
encroaching darkness. It is a call to join the
Gardeners, to become part of a story much
greater than oneself. It is a call to you, dear
reader, for this tale is not just mine to tell,
nor theirs to live; it is ours to share.

The Invitation to Join the Gardeners
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The Gardeners, those valiant champions I
gathered, now extend an invitation to you.
You are called to join this noble cause, to be
sorted into a guild where your strengths, your
passions, and your spirit will find kinship and
purpose. Whether your heart lies with the
Meadows, the Scholars, the Elements, or
Time and Space, there is a place for you in
this fight to keep the stories alive, to preserve
the light against the spread of the Whither.

The Role of the New Recruits

As a new recruit, your task is not merely to
combat the void but to be a guardian of tales,
a keeper of hope. In every story told, in every
act of creativity, in every spark of
imagination, we push back against the
Whither. You are now part of this grand
narrative, a weaver in the tapestry of the
Multiverse.

The Path to Grandmother Wisteria's
Cottage
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For those of you on Earth, wondering where
to begin, the journey starts in a quaint place
that holds a special corner in my heart — my
cottage in Columbus, Georgia. It was my
abode during my sojourn on your world, a
little haven where the fantastical and the
mundane intertwine. Since my time there,
the city has grown and bustled around it, yet
my cottage remains, tucked away in a pocket
between towering buildings.

The Tea House Experience

Here, in this hidden nook, lies a portal to
wonders. The cottage now houses a tea house,
a place where the realms meet and stories
come alive over cups of steaming brew. It is
here you can meet the delightful Mother
Flourbottom and the wise Sage the Moon Fae,
whom I left in charge. They are more than
hosts; they are guides, mentors, and
recruiters for the Gardeners.

The Journey Begins
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So, if your heart yearns for adventure, if your
spirit seeks a cause, make your way to this
enchanted tea house. Step into a world where
fantasy and reality dance together, where the
fate of the Multiverse is not just a tale of old
but a living, breathing journey that you can
join.

As we close this chapter, remember: the story
is not just mine to tell or theirs to live; it is
ours to share. The call has been made, the
path laid out. The rest, dear reader, is up to
you.
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A

The Closing of
One Tale and the
Beginning of
Another

s we turn the final pages of this journal,
my dear reader, we arrive not at an end,

but at a threshold — a beginning, a moment
of choice and opportunity. I, Grandmother
Wisteria, have shared with you tales of
wonder, of realms vast and varied, of heroes
bold and battles daunting. But now, the quill
passes to your hand, and the story yet to be
told is yours.
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Your Story Awaits

This journal, now resting in your hands, is
more than a collection of my adventures; it is
an invitation. It is a call to weave your
narrative into the grand tapestry of the
Multiverse. There are stories within you,
waiting to burst forth like blooms in the
spring. Remember, every hero's journey
begins with a single, brave step.

I Am Near

Though I may not be visible, know that I am
never far away. In the rustling of the leaves,
the whisper of the wind, the twinkling of the
stars — there, you will find my presence. I am
listening, watching, and when the moment is
right, lending a helping hand. The realms are
vast, and my journey, like yours, continues.
There are still worlds to explore, mysteries to
unravel, and stories to uncover.

A Farewell, Not Goodbye
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As you set forth to write your chapter in this
endless saga, I bid you a fond farewell, though
it is not goodbye. Remember, in every
challenge, there lies an opportunity; in every
fear, a chance for courage; and in every
ending, the seed of a new beginning.

"Supercalifragilisticexpialidocious!" as a
certain whimsical nanny might say. Life is a
grand, marvelous adventure, full of
unexpected turns and delightful surprises.
Embrace it with the joy of a child and the
wisdom of a sage.

The Adventure Continues

And so, with a heart full of hope and eyes
alight with wonder, step out into the world.
Write your story, live your adventure, and
know that in the great storybook of the
Multiverse, your page is waiting to be filled.

Farewell, dear reader, until we meet again.
May your path be bright, your burdens light,
and your spirit ever soaring. Remember, in
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the grand dance of the cosmos, we are all
both dancers and storytellers.

With all my love and a sprinkle of starlight,

Grandmother Wisteria 🌟
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