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Dedication

To those who still listen for echoes they were never taught to hear.

Epigraph

"Not all songs are meant to be sung. Some are meant to be heard in the spaces between." — The Keeper

Author’s Note

This book continues the Eventide Trilogy—a journey into resonance, memory, and the strange, harmonic aftermaths that follow even the softest breach in understanding. You do not need to know where you are going. Only that you are listening.

Introduction

The second harmonic swell in the Eventide sequence comes not with fanfare, but with shimmer. This volume explores the fragile bridges that form between knowing and feeling, through five chapters, five interludes, and the quiet signals between.
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Chapter One: The Note That Waited Too Long
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Traverse Log: Cycle 7 • Phase 3 • Harmonic 4

Location: Near the Liminal Arc Drift

Ship: The Wanderer

Timestamp: 02:18:44 Driftside Time



We did not mean to arrive here.

There was no summons, no signal, no flaring thread. Just a subtle wrongness in the Drift, like a heartbeat slightly out of rhythm. The Wanderer slowed—unbidden—and the Trinity gathered without speaking.
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