Auren Vale and the Weave
of Tohu

Auren Vale was not born into greatness, nor did he ever seek it. As a young man, he was simply a
scholar with a heart full of curiosity and a mind that yearned to understand the deeper mysteries of
the world. In those days, magic was a thing of myth, whispered about in the dark corners oftaverns
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or written in the fading ink of ancient scrolls. Most believed that it had been lost to time, a relic of
the distant past, when gods walked the earth and shaped the fates of mortals. Yet, there were
legends—Ilegends of Tohu, the great dragon god who had once woven magic into the very fabric of
the world.

Tohu was said to be the guardian of balance, a being of immense power who had, in the age of the
ancients, bound magic to the earth, sky, and sea. This magic, known as the Living Weave, flowed
through all things, unseen by most, but essential to the harmony of the world. Over time, however,
the Weave had been forgotten, buried beneath layers of human ignorance and the passage of
centuries. Auren had heard these stories, and unlike others, he believed there was truth in them.
His life’'s work became the search for evidence of the Living Weave, the magical essence Tohu had
supposedly left behind. He traveled the length and breadth of Aedelore, pouring over ancient texts,
studying the natural world, and seeking out the rare few who claimed to have glimpsed something
beyond the mundane. But for years, his search yielded nothing more than cryptic fragments—until
the day he ventured to the cliffs of the Veil Sanctum.

The Veil Sanctum was a place known for its strange phenomena, where reality itself seemed to
thin, and the boundary between the physical and the mystical blurred. Auren had heard whispers of
it from an old sage who claimed that at the Sanctum’s heart, one could still feel the remnants of
Tohu’'s Weave. Determined, Auren made the perilous journey across treacherous waters to reach
the island, and it was here that his destiny would be shaped.

As Auren stood on the cliffs of the Veil Sanctum, the wind howling around him, he felt something he
had never felt before—a subtle hum, as if the air itself was alive. He closed his eyes and reached
out with his mind, not knowing exactly what he was searching for but certain that something was
there, just beyond his grasp. For hours he stood, his body still as stone, his mind reaching deeper
and deeper into the world around him. Slowly, ever so slowly, the hum grew stronger, and Auren
began to see it—faint strands of light, shimmering in the air like threads of gold.

They wove in and out of the rocks, the trees, the very earth itself. He realized that these were the
strands of the Living Weave, the very magic that Tohu had bound to the world. Auren’s heart
raced, but he forced himself to remain calm, to study the Weave without disturbing it. He saw how
the threads connected everything, binding the physical and mystical realms together in perfect
harmony. For hours, he marveled at the beauty and complexity of the Weave, understanding for
the first time that magic was not just a tool to be wielded—it was life itself, a force that flowed
through all things.

As night fell, Auren was drawn to the center of the Sanctum, where the strands of the Weave
converged in a swirling, radiant nexus of light. It was here that he felt the presence of Tohu, not in
the flesh, but in the very essence of the magic that surrounded him. The air around Auren seemed
to hum with the dragon god’s ancient power, and he fell to his knees, overwhelmed by the
immensity of what he was witnessing.In that moment, a vision came to him. He saw Tohu, a
massive dragon whose scales shimmered like the stars themselves, weaving the magic into the
world at the dawn of time. The dragon god’s voice echoed in Auren’s mind, deep and resonant, like
the rumble of distant thunder. “To know the Weave,” Tohu’s voice said, “is to know the balance of
creation. Magic is not a gift, nor a curse—it is life itself, and it is to be respected, nurtured, and



guarded. Those who seek to wield it without understanding will bring ruin, but those who seek to
protect it will preserve the harmony of the world.” Auren understood, in that moment, the enormity
of the responsibility that had been placed upon him.

He had found the source of the arcane, the very force that Tohu had woven into the world, and now
it was his duty to become its steward. He would not only learn to wield the magic of the Living
Weave, but he would teach others to respect it, to honor the balance that Tohu had created. With
the knowledge of the Weave fresh in his mind, Auren stood at the nexus of the Sanctum, feeling
the magic surge through him. He raised his hand, and for the first time, he spoke the words of an
ancient spell, a spell he had learned not from books, but from the Weave itself. The air around him
shimmered, and the strands of light twisted and danced, responding to his command. A single
spark of light leapt from his hand, soaring into the night sky. It was a simple spell, nothing more
than a flicker of power, but it was the beginning of something far greater.

Auren knew that this was only the first step on a long and difficult path, but he was ready. He had
found the magic that had been lost for centuries, and now, he would dedicate his life to preserving
the balance that Tohu had entrusted to the world. In the years that followed, Auren Vale would
become the first wielder of arcane magic in Aedelore, and he would go on to found the Arcane
Creed, an order dedicated to the study and ethical use of magic.

He would teach others to respect the Weave, to understand that magic was not a tool for power or
ambition, but a force of life that must be guarded and preserved. Through Auren’s guidance, the
world of Aedelore would once again come to understand the true nature of magic, and the balance
that Tohu had woven into the world would be protected for generations to come. And so, the
legend of Auren Vale, the First Wielder of Arcane Power, was born—a legend that would be passed
down through the ages, a reminder that magic is not to be wielded lightly, but with wisdom,
restraint, and above all, respect for the balance of the world.
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