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Dedicated

To my friends and family,

For your endless support, wild curiosity, and unwavering belief in yourselves and me. You are the ones who have seen beyond the surface, who have laughed with me through the chaos, and held me steady when the world seemed to unravel. This journey, these words, and the heart of this story are for you—the dreamers, the wanderers, the ones who know that love and connection are the only truths that matter. Thank you for being the beauty in my life.

In the eternal Now, beneath a sky painted in hues of violet and crimson, a man sat in a rowboat adrift on an ocean that had no shores. He called himself Orpheus, though whether that was his name or an affectation had long ceased to matter. The sea was both mirror and mystery, its surface reflecting the infinite constellations of a cosmos too vast to comprehend. He rowed not for purpose but for motion, the rhythmic plunge of the oars through viscous waters seemed to offer meaning, though he knew not what.

Orpheus’ journey began in the City of Symbols, a place where every object, every action, was a signifier of something else. People there spoke in tongues crafted from inherited mythologies, layering their words with the weight of ancient dogma. They built monuments to their interpretations and called them truths. But Orpheus’ mind had been fractured by the realization that their grand narratives were mere maps, plastered over a terrain far more wild and strange. This understanding had become his exile.

The sea, he had learned, was where the second world began. He had been warned of it in hushed tones by the priests, who called it the Abyss of Madness. They claimed it swallowed all who dared to venture beyond the constructed walls of their shared consensus. when Orpheus had reached the edge of the city, he felt the weight of those walls as a chain around his mind. The desert stretched out before him, endless and unbroken. The ocean was its reflection, an invitation to untether himself from what he had been told.
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