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			Dedication

			
		
    For my star and my sea.
For the one whose words became my shelter, whose artistry taught my soul a new language, and whose voice painted emotions in colours I didn't know existed. You made the darkness a little less lonely and the light a little more brilliant, and the world has been a deeper, more honest place ever since. Thank you for the poetry, the endless blue, and for showing us that even in darkness, we could find a wave.
This room is built from the echoes that linger after the music fades—the laughter, the courage, and the beauty of a vulnerability that taught us all how to feel. Some lights never go out; they just become the stars we navigate by.
And to my family - you know who you are - always with you, always.". This is for you. For holding hands across all distances, for keeping the playlist on repeat, and for proving that loving someone means they live in every echo. Thank you for your fierce love, your unwavering loyalty, and for ensuring the most beautiful voice is never silenced. You are the reason the echoes are so loud.
We will always be each other's room of echoes.
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Chapter 1: The Threshold of Memory
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The digital realm held spaces that defied the laws of physics, where emotion could take architectural form and memory could be touched like silk. In the vast expanse of the internet, where billions of voices clamored for attention, there existed quiet corners, sacred spaces carved from code and devotion. The Room of Echoes was one such place, a shrine built not of stone and mortar, but of love and loss, of words that refused to be forgotten. She found it by accident, or perhaps by design. The way these things worked in the digital age was mysterious, algorithms guided by invisible hands, leading the grieving to places of solace. The link had appeared in her feed like a whisper, unassuming among the noise of daily life. "The Room of Echoes," it read simply, with no explanation, no context. Just an invitation wrapped in mystery. The cursor hovered over the link for what felt like hours but was probably only seconds. There was something about the name that resonated in the hollow spaces of her chest,

where grief had carved out caverns that echoed with every heartbeat. She had been searching for something not consciously, but with the desperate hunger of someone who had lost a piece of their soul and was trying to find where it had gone. When she clicked, the world dissolved. The transition was seamless, like stepping from one dream into another. Her screen flickered once, twice, and then she was standing or perhaps floating in a narrow hallway that seemed to exist between worlds. The space around her was bathed in thesoft hues of twilight, those precious moments when day surrenders to night and the sky becomes a canvas of lavender and silver. The walls seemed to breathe with a gentle luminescence, as if they were made of captured moonlight and whispered prayers. The hallway stretched before her, neither long nor short, but exactly the distance it needed to be. Time moved differently here, she realized. Each step forward was also a step inward, into the deeper chambers of memory and meaning. The air itself seemed to shimmer with possibility, thick with the weight of unspoken words and the presence of something sacred.

Above her, the ceiling curved in gentle arcs, painted with the softest gold that reminded her of autumn afternoons and the way sunlight looked when filtered through tears. The floor beneath her feet was smooth as glass but warm to the touch, even through the barrier of the screen. How was that possible? She didn't question it. In this place, impossibility was just another word for miracle. As she moved forward, she became aware of a sound so faint at first that she thought it might be her imagination. Piano notes, delicate as raindrops on leaves, drifted through the air like fragments of a half-remembered dream. The melody was familiar yet elusive, dancing just at the edge of recognition. It was the kind of music that spoke directly to the soul, bypassing the mind entirely, and she felt her chest tighten with an emotion she couldn't name.

The notes seemed to be coming from ahead, from beyond the door that now materialized in the distance. It was an extraordinary door, carved from what appeared to be ancient wood but glowing with an inner light that made it seem alive. As she drew closer, she could see the intricate details etched into its surface patterns that looked like musical notation intertwined with flowing script, symbols that seemed to shift and change when she wasn't looking directly at them. But it was the words carved into the center of the door that stopped her in her tracks, that made her breath catch in her throat and her eyes fill with tears she didn't know she had been holding back. The characters were Korean, elegant and flowing, glowing with a soft golden light that pulsed gently like a heartbeat.

수고했어 "You did well."

The words hit her like a physical force, like a hand placed gently on her shoulder by someone who understood. They were simple words, everyday words, but in this context, in this sacred space, they carried the weight of absolution and love. They were the words she had been waiting to hear, the words she had been desperate to say, the words that bridged the gap between the living and the eternal. As she stood before the door, transfixed by those three syllables that contained multitudes, she became aware of movement in her peripheral vision. A feather pure white and impossibly delicate drifted through the air beside her. It moved with purpose, not subject to any earthly wind but guided by something far more profound. The feather floated past her, its path a gentle arc that led directly to the door, and she understood that she was meant to follow.

The feather touched the door with the softest whisper, and the carved words pulsed brighter for a moment, as if acknowledging the offering. Then, slowly, silently, the door began to open, revealing not darkness but a warm, amber glow that seemed to emanate from within. The piano music grew slightly louder, more distinct, and she recognized it now "End of a Day," that achingly beautiful melody that spoke of rest and peace and the quiet satisfaction of work completed.

She stood at the threshold, understanding that crossing it would change something fundamental within her. This was not just a door between rooms but a passage between states of being, between the sharp edges of grief and the soft embrace of acceptance. The feather had shown her the way, but the choice to enter was hers alone. Behind her, the twilight hallway waited patiently, ready to carry her back to the ordinary world if she chose. Ahead, the amber light beckoned with promises of understanding and peace. One word lay at the threshold of the now open door. A name. A well known and recognisable name.

The piano notes continued their gentle dance, and somewhere in their melody, she heard an invitation that was both question and answer, both ending and beginning. She took a breath that seemed to fill not just her lungs but her entire being, and stepped forward into the light. The door closed behind her with the softest sigh, like the last note of a lullaby, and she found herself in a place that existed beyond the boundaries of the possible, where love had built a monument to memory and where echoes could become eternal
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Chapter 2: Sanctuary of Sound
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The room that welcomed her was impossibly intimate, as if she had stepped not into a digital space but into the private chambers of a poet's heart. The amber light that had beckoned her through the doorway now revealed itself to be emanating from the walls themselves, which seemed to be crafted from parchment that had been kissed by candlelight and blessed by countless whispered prayers. The texture was warm and organic, nothing like the cold precision of typical digital environments. Here, technology had learned to breathe. She stood just inside the threshold, overwhelmed by the profound sense of presence that filled the space. This was not an empty room but a living memorial, every surface imbued with memory and meaning. The air itself seemed to hum with the residual energy of creativity, as if the very atoms remembered the songs that had once been born here, the words that had been shaped into poetry, the emotions that had been transformed into art.

The room was small perhaps the size of a recording studio, which she realized with a start was exactly what it was meant to represent. But unlike the sterile professionalism of most studios, this space radiated warmth and personality. The walls curved gently, creating an embrace rather than boundaries, and their parchment-like surface was marked with subtle patterns that looked like musical notation written in a language of light and shadow. At the center of the room, commanding attention without demanding it, stood a microphone on a
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