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Epigraph
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“Reflection is not memory. It is prophecy... spoken in reverse.”

— Fragment from a Pre-Singer crystal archive, author unknown
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Dedication
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To those who’ve stared too long into their own echoes

and whispered back something beautiful.



Author’s Note

I did not set out to write a mirror.

But as I followed the crew into places where memory folds and light begins to listen, I found that mirrors are not made of glass—but of choices not made, stories not finished, and selves that nearly were.

This is a reflection of a reflection.

And you, dear reader, are the light it bends.

Still... we drift across the woven hush.

Still... we hum forgotten names into living rivers.

Still... we traverse.
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Preface
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The Wanderer has always sung ahead of itself.

But this time, it sang backwards.

When the Fold began returning our transmissions in reverse—when reflections started arriving before events—we knew we were being remembered by a future we hadn’t lived yet.

This is not a prophecy. It is a rehearsal.

Of what we almost became.

Welcome to the archive of ourselves.



Opening Scene

Welcome to the Possible (Shelving Errors Expected)

Traverse Log: Cycle Unknown • Harmonic Drift Detected
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