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            "In the garden where stories take root, every leaf is a page unwritten, every seed a world unborn. We are but the gardeners, tending the silk of eternity with hands stained in ink and memory."  

—Max Nabati

      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Written by

Max Nabati



[image: ]






	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Preface


[image: ]




In the shadow of the pomegranate tree, where leaves turn to pages and fruits unfold as unbound manuscripts, this second thread of The Lion's Silk unspools. What began as a tale of earthly deceptions in the labyrinthine bazaars of Isfahan now dissolves into the ether, a dream-city woven from the silks of memory, ink, and eternity. Here, the press that once crossed deserts on a merchant's back becomes the heartbeat of time itself; the indigo scarf that hid secrets now binds keys to throats like talismans against forgetting.

This volume arrived unbidden, in the quiet hours between journeys—from the canals of Venice echoing with forgotten bells to the hidden valleys of Qalamdar, where nightingales sing in calligraphy. It is a bridge between the tangible and the transcendent, a cycle of plantings and awakenings that asks: What happens to our stories when they outlive us? Do they fade like echoes on water, or do they root deeper, birthing worlds anew?

To those who wandered the deceptions of the first book, thank you for carrying its light this far. Your imaginations have been the invisible weavers, turning these words into something shared, something alive. May this eternal garden offer you shade, and may its seeds take root in the soil of your own untold tales.

Max Nabati
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The paper boat vanished where sea met sky, a white comma on a sentence without end. Sara (Bianca’s great-granddaughter, or perhaps the world’s own child) watched until only the echo of its wake remained. The great pomegranate tree above her rustled, though no wind stirred; its leaves were printed pages, its fruit small bound books that opened at a touch. The city itself—neither Isfahan nor Venice nor Qalamdar, yet all of them braided together—breathed the mingled scents of ink, cardamom, salt, and pomegranate rind. Canals threaded between domes of turquoise and campaniles of rose brick; minarets rose beside pagodas whose eaves curled like calligraphy. Printers in indigo robes worked beside gondoliers in striped vests; children of every tongue chased paper nightingales through the alleys.

Alessandro and Parmiss stood beneath the tree, translucent now as dawn light on water, yet solid enough to cast faint shadows on the canal stones. The little press—the same walnut-and-iron machine that had crossed deserts, mountains, and seas in a leather case—rode once more across Alessandro’s back. The brass key, warm as a second heart, hung at Parmiss’s throat on a cord woven from the frayed indigo scarf that had once hidden a fugitive ledger.

Sara ran to them, barefoot, her hair a river of night threaded with silver from the valley’s looms. She was sixteen again, or sixty, or ageless; time in this city obeyed the rhythm of the press rather than the sun.  

“Is the new book ready?” she asked, voice clear as the bell of San Marco carried across centuries.

Parmiss smiled the same fierce smile that had once led a merchant through Isfahan’s tunnels beneath the dye-works. “Not yet. But we have the seed.”

From the pocket of her travel-stained coat—patched with silk from Kashgar, velvet from Venice, felt from the steppe—she drew a pomegranate seed. It was the seventh of its line, black and gleaming, not born of Qalamdar’s soil nor of the six-chambered fruit Jamshid had carried from the monastery, but of the paper boat that had sailed into the horizon and returned transformed. The seed was no larger than a typeset letter, yet it pulsed faintly, as though a miniature press beat within.

Sara took it between thumb and forefinger. The crowd that had gathered to watch the boat’s departure—printers, poets, camel drivers, a cardinal in disguise, a monk from the Tian Shan—leaned closer. The seed caught the last light of evening and threw it back in seven colors.
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