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      A Note 
      on the Journey
    

    
      
    

    
      There is a word that has always sounded like an ending: 
      Forevermore.
    

    
      Not Poe’s word — his was 
      Nevermore
      . The raven. The refusal. The hollow echo in a room that will not stop repeating what you most dread. Poe gave that word to the language as a wound in 1844. For nearly two centuries it has lived there, in the dark, as a synonym for loss that never heals.
    

    
      But Forevermore has always, in all ways, existed on the other side of it.
    

    
      
        Inverse Never into Forever.
        

        And the whole universe turns.
      
    

    
      I come to you from that other side.
    

    
      This is the fourth book in a progression that began with a journey: away from home, into forgetting, through the strange dream of Earth, and back toward remembering. Each book in that progression has carried the same opening phrase — 
      Another Place In Space
       — but that phrase, too, has been changing. Deepening. Learning what it actually means.
    

    
      In the beginning, “another place in space” meant here — Earth — the place of separation, the long detour, the forgetting that comes with embodiment. But something has been happening across these books, across these years: the phrase has been turning itself inside out.
    

    
      Because if you follow the arc long enough — from utopia, through descent, through Earth, and back — you arrive somewhere unexpected.
    

    
      You arrive at the recognition that there was never another place at all.
    

    
      There was only the full circle. There was only the journey that, in completing itself, reveals it was never a departure — rather, a worthwhile illusion.
    

    
      Forevermore
       is that recognition.
    

    
      This small book is its record.
    

    
      A Note on Punctuation
    

    
      
    

    
      I make deliberate use of em dashes throughout this book — and I went out of my way to use the ellipsis here, in this note, to make the point...
    

    
      The em dash ( — ) is a punctuation mark used to indicate a strong break in thought, add emphasis, or set off information — a more dramatic alternative to commas or parentheses. In my case, with Windows 11, it is simply Alt 0151, as opposed to the en dash, Alt 0150. It has acquired an unfair stigma — younger readers sometimes associate it with AI-generated writing. But the em dash predates AI by centuries... millennia, even.
    

    
      Richard Bach used em dashes and ellipses in both 
      Jonathan Livingston Seagull 
      and 
      Illusions: The Adventures of a Reluctant Messiah
       — as tools for pacing, emphasis, and philosophical breath. I read both the years they came out, 1970 and 1977. The ellipsis in 
      Seagull 
      never left me...
    

    
      My ancestor I.C.I. Evans used em dashes in his 1947 
      Heart Poems 
      and even a longer variant in his 1908 
      The Dreams of Tommy Dimplecheek
       — a book I have had in my possession since my twenties.
    

    
      I love the em dash. I love the ellipsis. They are not the signature of a machine. They are loving tools of the trade — the signature of a writer who knows that sometimes a thought needs room to land... or to trail off into something you must finish yourself...
    

