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“To compose is to listen to what silence dares not say alone.”

– Unknown Pre-Singer
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Dedication
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To the ones who hear the music before it’s played.



Author’s Note

Asa Bove Sobelow

I never meant to write a series about silence.

But the more I listened, the more I realized—silence was never empty.

It was simply waiting for someone to reply.

Driftone emerged not as a sequel, but as a continuation of a long, quiet improvisation. A resonance between questions I had never dared ask—and characters who somehow already knew the answers didn’t matter nearly as much as the listening itself.

If you’ve arrived here, I thank you—for your curiosity, for your willingness to follow a melody that doesn’t always resolve, and for choosing to listen rather than control.

This book is for explorers, musicians, seekers, and the quietly defiant.

And most especially, it is for those who know—

the real journey happens between the notes.

Still...we traverse.
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We traversed in silence once.

Not because we feared sound.

But because we did not yet know how to listen.

We were charted as myth, categorized as anomaly, filed under mystery. But beneath those names was a resonance even the Fold could not quite forget.

Now the Fold sings back.

But not all who hear will harmonize.

Not all who harmonize will survive.

And not all who survive... will remember who they were before the music began.

We have played many roles.

We are not done composing.

Still... we traverse.



Introduction (for readers new and returning)

By Asa Bove Sobelow

This is not the beginning.

And yet, if this is where you’ve entered, you are welcome.

Driftone continues the harmonic path begun in The First Traverse. But it opens not with explanation, nor orientation, but with something older:

A chord.

Three presences—The Wanderer, The Keeper, and The Captain—each carry a tone only they can play, and a silence only they can share. In this volume, the Fold begins to listen back.

And the question, whispered between light and breath, is no longer “Where are we going?”

But “What are we becoming?”
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Chapter 1: “Where The Silence Fell”
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Traverse Log: Cycle 2 • Phase 1 • Harmonic 3

Location: Tel Rho Sector Fringe, near the Folded Halo

Ship: The Wanderer

Log Status: Fragmented. Recovered post-incident.



Scene: The Discovery

[First-Person: The Captain]

It wasn’t supposed to be like this.

We arrived to escort a research vessel. Routine. Clean. Diplomatic fluff.

Instead, we found the silence.

Not the comforting kind—the Wanderer’s woven hush, laced with starlight and still breath.

No. This silence was fractured. Like something had screamed and been cut off mid-sentence.

The Keeper was the first to say it aloud.

“There’s a dissonance here. Something... missing.”

We drifted near the station—small, unmanned, supposedly automated. But its outer light-beacons pulsed in irregular rhythms. Not distress. Not welcome. Just... wrong.

The Wanderer adjusted pitch.

We docked.

The corridor was dark—though of course, the Wanderer has no corridors. The docking bridge extended into something else. The research vessel was called Rhombus Echo, and her hull looked intact. But she was not.

We found the body near the harmonic interface terminal.

Her name was Vaela Sun.

Head of Resonant Studies.

And she had been unmade.

That’s the only word for it.

Parts of her were... blurred. Smoothed by light, as though she were slowly being erased by whatever medium held her together. A harmonic stutter surrounded her form—light refracted strangely at the edges. There was no blood.

Just a kind of... ongoing disappearance.



Scene: The Clue

Keeper (an octave lower than usual):

“Captain, this frequency... shouldn’t exist. It’s not mapped. It’s not known.”

Captain (softly):

“And yet it’s here. Like a note we’ve never played—but one that knows our melody.”

Keeper:

“This wasn’t an accident. Something—or someone—taught this frequency how to lie.”



Scene Close: Suspicion

A single phrase was pulsing from the data terminal.

Repeating.

Foreign, but rhythmically familiar. It translated—barely—through the Wanderer’s filtering lens.

“One thread is cut.”

Underneath it, in darker resonance:

“The Trinity is next.”



Tone, Stakes & Hooks:


●  The body = harmonic unraveling. A new kind of “murder.”

●  The message = threat to the Trinity (Captain, Keeper, Wanderer).

●  The station = not as abandoned as it seems.



The mystery begins with a violation of harmonic law. Someone has stolen knowledge that shouldn't exist, and used it as a weapon.
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Chapter 2 – “The Witness That Wasn't”

[image: ]




Title: The Trinity Enigma

Traverse Log: Cycle 2 • Phase 1 • Harmonic 3

Location: Still aboard Rhombus Echo

Ship: The Wanderer (at harmonic tether)

Status: Security Lock Initiated. Internal Access Restricted.



Scene: Crew Response

[First-Person: The Captain, interior monologue layered with voice]

We backed away from the body slowly. No one spoke for at least seven seconds.

In space, that’s a long time to not fill the void with something. A scan. A comment. A nervous joke. Anything.

But none of us could.

Vaela Sun had been a known quantity. Brilliant. Steady. Even the Keeper respected her.

Whatever had happened to her—it didn’t just break her.

It rewrote her. While she was still here.

The Wanderer’s link to the interface flickered.

“Containment breached in Layer-2 Memory Core.”

“Loop interference. Harmonic false-positive detected.”

“Caution: reality echo may be present.”

That was new.



Scene: A Secondary Presence

Lieutenant Iren (communications officer):

“Captain... we have a signal. Internal.”

She turned to face us, pale.

“There’s someone else on board.”

Captain:

“Alive?”

Iren:

“No. But... still transmitting.”

We followed the signal down a darkened access chute—not mechanical, but extruded resonance, like the station had formed a scar around the event. The light pulsed a half-step off true pitch. The Keeper hissed softly.

“This place is out of alignment. Not corrupted—deliberately tuned wrong.”

We reached the chamber.

And that’s when we saw it.



Scene: The Impossible Recording

A shimmering projection hovered in the room—looping like memory, but unsteady, unstable.

Vaela Sun was standing. Alive.

Speaking to someone offscreen.

“—if we share it, they’ll destroy the thread entirely. We weren’t meant to see that fold. That harmonic... it thinks. It remembers. It—”

The projection stuttered.

Her image blurred.

She turned suddenly, mid-sentence, and stared directly at us.
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