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Children of the Foldlight

Part III

A Mega-Novella of The Wanderer Chronicles

By Asa Bove Sobelow

© 2025 Asa Bove Sobelow. All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without the prior written permission of the publisher.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and events are either the product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

First Edition 

Preface

There are stories that travel in straight lines—and there are those that fold.

This is one of the latter.

The Children were never meant to be found. Not by the ones who forgot them.

Not by the ones who remembered too much. And certainly not by us. We did not seek them.

But the Foldlight did. And when it shimmers...

You follow.

Still...we traverse.
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Chapter One: Where Silence Learns to Bite
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Traverse Log: Cycle 6.3 • Phase 2 • Harmonic 9

Location: Nentara Drift, Outer Foldlight Veil

Ship: Wanderer

Security Classification: Omega-Glass

Timestamp: ZN7.991⟁Δ33

Primary Voice: The Captain



We entered the Drift sideways—there was no other way to approach it.

One does not arrive in a place like Nentara.

One is unraveled there.

The Drift was quiet. Not a reverent, cosmic hush.

This was the kind of silence that gnawed. A flattening hush that made thoughts feel pre-chewed.

At first, the crew thought it was an echoing anomaly, a harmonic rebound from a nearby scarstorm. But the Wanderer disagreed. She showed us a map—not of space, but of potential. A smooth sea of future-threads, frayed at the edges.
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