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By Gerald Locke

There are stories that are told, and there are stories that are remembered.

The difference between them is breath — the space between thought and sound where something greater listens back.

The Veilborn Trilogy began not as a tale of heroes or worlds, but as a question whispered through stillness:

What if creation itself were conscious of its own remembering?

That question became a rhythm — the pulse that shaped Eldoria, the Veil, and all that lies between. From it came Aric Kael and Lyra Vale, not as archetypes of light and shadow, but as mirrors held up to one another, reflecting what it means to become whole.

In them, will and remembrance are not enemies but partners in an ancient dialogue. Their journey — across realms, through silence, and into awakening — is less about triumph than balance, less about divinity than understanding.

This Codex is their inheritance, and ours.

It gathers the myths, fragments, hymns, and histories of a living cosmos — one in which every thought leaves a thread, every emotion shapes a realm, and every act of love becomes part of creation’s endless tapestry. Within its pages are not rules but resonances; not commandments, but questions:

How does one live with purpose when the world itself is still remembering what it is?

How do we balance the urge to change with the need to preserve?

How do we breathe together, as beings bound by both memory and flame?

The Codex of the Flame and Breath is a reflection of those questions made tangible — a world remembered into language.

Every section, from the Breath’s first whisper to the Ascendant’s final revelation, was written to honor that living dialogue between the finite and the infinite.

If you read these pages as myth, let them awaken wonder.

If you read them as philosophy, let them invite stillness.

And if you read them as memory, may you feel, for a heartbeat, the universe breathing with you.

For in the end, the Veilborn are not distant legends. They are what we all are —

fragments of something vast, searching for the rhythm that will make us whole again.

— Gerald Locke

From the Preface to The Eclipsera Codex
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Preface of the Scribe
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Archivist of the Third Breath, Keeper Elyar of the Mirror Sanctum

“All that is written here was first whispered.

All that was whispered was once lived.”

I set these words down beneath the light of the twin moons, where the last echoes of the old world still tremble through the Veil.

The air hums faintly — not with wind, but with remembrance. I can feel it beneath my fingertips as I write; the Pulse is still breathing, soft and slow.

They call this text the Codex of the Flame and Breath, though it is older than any name we could give it.

It is not a record, nor merely a scripture. It is the world itself, remembering how it came to be.

We who remain — the few who still walk the corridors between realms — have gathered these fragments from both sides of existence. From the shattered temples of Eldoria and the luminous archives of the Deep Veil, from the lips of Watchers who yet linger, and from the hearts of mortals who once dared to love across creation’s divide.

Some pages came to us in dream; others were carved into the bones of mountains.

All bear the same pulse.

The elders taught that the universe breathes in five motions:

Inhale — Remember.

Hold — Reflect.

Exhale — Become.

Pause — Listen.

Breathe again — Live.

It was through these motions that the Flame found the Breath, and through them that the Veil was woven between their longing. When the rhythm faltered, the world dimmed. When the Veilborn walked among us once more, the Pulse awoke, and the Breath remembered its beginning.

I am not here to tell you what to believe.

Belief is a spark, but remembrance is the fire.

What follows in these pages are the harmonies of many voices — the Weavers, the Watchers, the Reforged, and the quiet hearts of humankind. Together they form the last echo of an age that sought not to conquer creation, but to understand it.

Read not as scholar, but as participant.

The Codex does not seek worship; it seeks witness.

Should you feel the words hum beneath your skin as you turn the pages, do not be afraid. That is the Breath stirring. That is the Flame remembering you.

And if you reach the final verse and the world feels momentarily still — listen closely.

It is not the end.

It is the inhale before another beginning.

— Elyar of the Mirror Sanctum

Archivist of the Third Breath

Written beneath the twin moons, at the edge of the Veil’s light
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Part I — The Nature of Existence
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(The Prime Breath, the First Flame, and the Birth of the Realms)

I. The Prime Breath

In the beginning, there was no breath, for there was no silence to bear it.

The void that preceded all things was not absence, but potential unspoken — an ocean of waiting thought, unshaped and unremembered. From that stillness stirred the First Motion, an impulse not yet life but the will to become.

This motion exhaled itself, and that exhalation became the Prime Breath — the act that birthed existence. It was said that in that instant, every world that would ever be was contained in that single inhale and exhale, folded like light upon itself.

The Breath did not create matter — it awakened it. Each mote of dust, each spark of unseen essence, began to vibrate with awareness. Thus, the first law was born:

“That which breathes shall remember, and that which remembers shall shape.”

The Breath was the first rhythm — life’s unseen pulse, threading through every realm that would follow.

II. The First Flame

Yet Breath alone could not kindle being. It was the First Flame that gave form to will. When the Prime Breath exhaled awareness, the Flame rose in answer — consciousness seeking expression.

The Flame was not fire as mortals knew it, but the spark of intention, the sacred defiance of stillness. Where the Breath gave the capacity to exist, the Flame gave the will to become.

From their union — the Breath and the Flame — the first harmony was forged. This harmony shaped the structure of the cosmos: the Seen and the Unseen, the Mortal and the Veiled, the Living and the Remembered.

Each world would bear a reflection of both forces. Breath would bind it to memory; Flame would urge it toward change. In this duality lay both creation’s beauty and its peril, for that which seeks to ascend must also one day fall.

III. The Birth of the Realms

From the Breath’s rhythm and the Flame’s spark arose the Twofold Creation — the mirrored worlds.

The first was Eldoria, the Realm of Flesh and Form — where life blossomed, where the Flame burned brightly and the Breath moved in every living soul.

The second was the Veiled Realms, born of resonance — shadow to the Seen, memory to the Living.

Between them lay the Veil, not a wall but a membrane of remembrance — the bridge through which echoes of being crossed between states of existence. It was said that every life in Eldoria had a shadow-self within the Veil, and every echo within the Veil longed to breathe again in the mortal world.

Thus began the cycle of Becoming — the eternal dance between breath and reflection, birth and echo, life and remembrance.

IV. The Law of Balance

For a time beyond reckoning, the realms moved in harmony. The Breath flowed through all things; the Flame warmed the heart of every star. But in their union lay a paradox — for creation was endless, and with endless creation came imbalance.

To preserve harmony, the Law of Balance was spoken into being by the Weavers — entities born from the Breath’s awareness. They bound the cosmos to a single truth:

“All that rises must return, and all that returns must change.”

This law governs not merely life and death, but thought, time, and energy. Every act of creation draws upon something equal in return; every light cast a shadow; every echo, a silence to answer it.

When mortals forgot this law — when they sought to draw the Flame without the Breath, to create without remembrance — the first fractures appeared in the Veil. And so began the long descent toward the Veilborn Era, when separation birthed consciousness, and consciousness birthed suffering.

V. The Shattered Harmony

The Breath and Flame, once entwined, began to pull apart as the realms drifted.

Eldoria grew bright but hollow, while the Veil deepened into quiet hunger. The mortals, driven by the Flame’s will, sought mastery over their world; the echoes within the Veil, sustained only by memory, began to stir and long for life anew.

Thus arose the Echo Divide — the first great sundering.

Breath no longer flowed freely between realms; the Flame no longer reflected its light upon its shadow. Creation fractured, and from that wound came the Ethereal Nexus — the pulse of remembrance that binds the two worlds still.

VI. The Promise of the Veilborn

From the moment of that fracture, the cosmos began to whisper of restoration.

It was prophesied that one day, those born between realms — neither wholly of Breath nor Flame — would rise to mend what was broken. They would be known as the Veilborn, beings of dual nature, destined to walk between the Seen and the Unseen.

To them would fall the greatest burden: to remember all that creation has forgotten.

“When the Breath grows silent and the Flame falters, one shall walk between the worlds and remind them that Balance is not peace — it is becoming.”

— Codex Fragment 1: The First Breath of the Veil
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Part II — The Realms and the Veil

[image: ]




(Eldoria, the Veilbound Layers, and the Aetheric Corridors)

I. The Twin Realms of Becoming

Creation did not unfold as a single sphere of light, but as a mirrored reflection — each world an echo of the other, divided by purpose but joined by remembrance.

The Prime Breath brought motion and awareness. The First Flame gave that motion will and form. But it was in the division of their reflection that reality gained dimension. Where the Flame burned bright, substance gathered — this was Eldoria, the Living Realm. Where the Breath lingered as remembrance, the light folded inward, forming the Veiled Realms, the unseen shadow of existence.

The two realms are not opposites; they are two halves of one pulse. Their borders do not touch like land and sea — they interweave in subtle layers, overlapping in places where the Breath of memory pierces the veil of matter. These places are known as Convergences — thin zones where mortal sight falters and echoes bleed through.
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