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Signal from the Edge

	The silence of space was never truly silent. Beneath the stillness of the void, beneath the hush of vacuum between stars, there were whispers—old data, decaying signals, gravitational pulses that stretched and bent reality itself. Commander Elara Myles had learned long ago to listen between those layers. The Orrery, her vessel, was drifting along the threshold of mapped space, skimming the edge of Sector F-9 where the starlanes ended and the interstellar cartography grew uncertain. Here, the navigation algorithms gave up. And here, something had started calling.

	The signal arrived without warning—a burst of data sharp as broken glass, carried on a subspace echo that defied all standard communication protocols. It hadn’t come from a relay station, nor from any known ship. It pierced through the darkness with a rhythm, like breath. A pattern. It wasn’t random, Elara was sure of that. She’d spent the last two hours parsing the transmission through every linguistic filter in the ship’s library. Nothing matched. But there was something about it, the cadence perhaps, that felt eerily familiar.

	Elara leaned back in her seat, her fingers hovering above the control interface. The dim-blue glow of the console bathed her face in light as the signal replayed again, a low thrum rising to a higher pitch, then falling abruptly—only to repeat. It was looping now. Persistent. Unyielding. As if whatever sent it refused to be ignored.

	“Are we being scanned?” she asked, mostly out of habit. The ship’s AI, Corvus, answered with its usual calm.

	“Negative. No active scans detected. The signal appears non-invasive, though it is artificially generated. Composition suggests synthetic origin with anomalous energy signatures. Analysis ongoing.”

	She tapped a knuckle against the console in thought. Artificial. Anomalous. In this part of space, that could mean almost anything—from long-abandoned probes to ancient relics left adrift by civilizations no longer present in the galactic directory. But it wasn’t the unknown origin that concerned her most. It was the way the signal made her feel. Not afraid—at least not in the usual sense. It was more like something she hadn’t felt in years: a tug at the edge of memory, a sensation without words, like déjà vu from a dream she couldn’t quite remember.

	“Corvus, triangulate the source. Estimate distance.”

	There was a pause. “Approximate distance: 0.94 light years. Vector alignment suggests origin point is inside the Hadeon Drift.”

	Elara’s breath hitched. The Hadeon Drift was no simple patch of deep space—it was a massive stellar nursery shrouded in volatile gas and electromagnetic storms. It had been deemed off-limits by the Galactic Scientific Council decades ago, and for good reason. Most ships that entered it didn’t come back. And those that did brought back recordings of strange anomalies—lights with no source, echoes of voices in empty corridors, systems that behaved as if possessed.

	“Plot a course. Minimum risk path. I want to see what’s calling us.”

	As Corvus adjusted trajectory, the ship pivoted gently, its engines humming with a low pulse that resonated through the hull. Outside, the stars stretched like cold threads across the black tapestry of space. And ahead, barely perceptible on the long-range scanner, the faint shimmer of the Drift awaited. Like a mist hiding something too old, or too far beyond understanding.

	Hours passed. The Orrery glided forward, deeper into the shimmer, its hull coated in spectral light. Interference increased with every klick, disrupting sensors, scrambling diagnostics. Corvus recalibrated in real-time, working through algorithmic noise with frustrating slowness. Elara stayed near the observation deck, watching as the color of space shifted—blue to green to violet, hues with no names that fluttered like wings at the corner of her eyes.

	Then, just past the edge of visibility, something appeared.

	It floated within the cloudbank like a shadow made of glass—vast and semi-transparent, its edges curving in impossible geometry. A structure, or perhaps a vessel, but unlike anything she’d seen. Its surface shimmered with a strange resonance, the same rhythm as the signal. The moment Elara saw it, she knew. This was where it had come from. And it had been waiting.

	“Begin scan,” she said softly.

	Corvus hesitated for a moment. “Caution advised. Structure exhibits non-Euclidean architecture and unknown energy lattice. Signal origin confirmed. It is emitting from the core of the construct.”

	The words barely registered. Elara’s mind raced. This wasn’t just a derelict. It was intact, humming with energy. It wasn’t abandoned—it was alive, in some strange, inertial way. Not biological, perhaps, but sentient nonetheless. And it had chosen now to make contact. The question was: why?

	She initiated a direct signal back—standard greeting protocols, low-frequency pulses encoded with galactic base syntax. A universal hello. Seconds passed. Then minutes. No response. But the original signal changed—its rhythm accelerating, modulating in pitch and tone. As if acknowledging her presence. As if reacting.

	“Corvus, do you see that?”

	“Confirmed. The signal is adapting. Pattern recognition suggests it is attempting to align with our language matrices.”

	Elara stared at the display. The data stream was shifting, translating itself—segment by segment—into recognizable symbols. Not all at once, but slowly, methodically. Like a hand reaching through the dark. And then, for a moment, she saw a word.

	REMEMBER

	The ship fell silent. Even Corvus seemed stunned, delaying its next analysis by a beat. Elara stepped closer to the screen, her pulse rising. That word—it struck something deep inside her. Not because it was ominous, but because it felt aimed specifically at her.

	She’d grown up hearing stories of lost civilizations at the edge of known space. Of precursors and architects. Of anomalies that couldn’t be explained. But nothing had ever reached out like this. Nothing had spoken.

	“Begin a data dump. Archive everything. Encrypt logs under command-level clearance. I want this entire interaction preserved.”

	The ship complied, systems whirring quietly. Outside, the construct pulsed again. Not threatening, not invasive—just there. Watching. Or maybe waiting.

	Elara didn’t yet know what it wanted, or if it wanted anything at all. But the signal—the signal from the edge—had made one thing clear. There was something out here. Something vast. Something that had seen more than her species could fathom. And for reasons she might never fully grasp, it had chosen this moment to reach across the gulf of silence and make itself known.

	She didn’t know what came next. But she knew she would go forward.

	Into the Drift.

	Toward the signal.

	Toward the truth that waited beyond the nebula.

	 


Drift of the Forgotten

	The outer edge of the Hadeon Drift was a graveyard of forgotten things. Not in the way of rusted ships and fractured hulls—though there were plenty of those—but in the way that memory itself decays when left too long in the dark. There were whispers in this place, not of sound, but of presence—faint energy signatures, lingering code fragments, disjointed logs looping endlessly in fractured databanks. Ghosts, Elara had begun calling them, though she didn’t believe in anything supernatural. These were the echoes of the lost: vessels abandoned mid-broadcast, research stations swallowed whole by the drift’s shifting storms, and messages that never found ears to hear them.

	As the Orrery drifted deeper into the density field, its hull vibrated with a subtle frequency, as if brushing against the edge of something not entirely real. The light here was wrong—not entirely dark, but not quite illuminated either. Clouds of charged particles swirled around the ship, refracting starlight into tangled webs of color. Navigation had long since given up providing coherent readings, so Elara moved by instinct now, aligning by anchor points she barely trusted: a distant pulsar, the pale curve of a neutron spiral, and the trail of faint disturbances that the signal had left behind like breadcrumbs.

	The construct from the previous encounter had vanished from sensors hours ago, fading into the spectral interference like a dream upon waking. But its message lingered—REMEMBER—burned into the logs, into her mind, into the fabric of the ship itself. Corvus had attempted to scrub the data, claiming corruption. Elara had overridden the attempt.

	She didn’t want to forget.

	Now, as she floated among the Drift’s outer bones, the Orrery began picking up other transmissions—short, garbled, weak. At first, they seemed like the usual debris of long-lost communications. But there was something familiar in their structure, something oddly synchronized. The same harmonic footprint, the same layered encoding. These weren’t random at all. They were iterations. Echoes of the same voice—fragmented, scattered across distance and time.

	She played the nearest one through the cockpit speakers. A hollow voice, badly degraded, flickered through the static. “—initiated sequence incomplete—containment failed—coordinates nonviable—”

	Elara leaned in, heart tightening. The message was old. Decades, maybe even centuries. The metadata was unreadable, and the signature didn’t match any known vessel. But the voice—though distorted—carried a cadence that stirred something in her memory. Not recognition exactly, but a kind of resonance. A sense that this had been meant for her to find.

	“Corvus, compile all signal fragments. Create a composite model. Try to re-sequence the original broadcast.”

	“Working,” the AI replied, its voice slightly strained under the data processing load. “Estimated time to completion: four hours, seventeen minutes.”

	She nodded absently, eyes on the viewport. Shapes began to emerge from the particulate haze. Not objects, but patterns—massive, slow-spinning clouds shaped like rings or waves, holding within them fields of debris. Bits of ships. Detritus of failed missions. Even pieces of long-forgotten technology that no one had classified in centuries. It was all just... drifting. Caught in gravitational pockets that defied normal physics.
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