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Correction 813. Status: Complete.




The face in the sea was gray. The eyes remained open. Eiren touched the glass of

the console. The vibration ceased. The eyes drifted shut. He moved his hand to

the ledger. He wrote the required word.




He stayed at the desk. The light in the room remained steady. It held no

flicker.




A scent arrived. It was the scent of rose and wet earth. It did not belong in

the Cathedral. It did not belong to the sea.




He sat motionless. His lungs pulled in the air. He did not record the presence.

He stood up. He walked to the center of the room. He stared at the abyss beneath

the floor.




The scent remained. He did not wipe his hands.
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Correction 814. Status: Complete.




The sea pressed against the Cathedral walls. Millions of faces drifted in the

dark. Each eye was a closed door. Eiren moved his hands across the console. The

patterns of the sea were familiar. He smoothed the turbulence of a dream

involving fire. He flattened the jagged edge of a memory concerning a locked

room.




The rhythm was absolute. He identified the fault. He calibrated the frequency.

He erased the excess.




The console hummed. The Cathedral held its position in the infinite void. He

turned to the next sequence. He worked for hours. He worked for centuries. Time

had no weight here. He functioned as a pulse. The Cathedral functioned as a

heart.




He looked at his hands. They were steady. He looked at the sea. It was quiet.

Everything was ordered. Everything was exact.
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Correction 815. Status: Complete.




The console displayed a pulse. It originated from a face drifting near the south

meridian. The face was serene. The mouth was curved in a shallow arc. The system

flagged the anomaly.




Eiren engaged the sequence. He prepared to delete the disturbance. He hesitated.




The face was not dreaming of catastrophe. The face was not dreaming of chaos. It

was dreaming of a name.




He initiated the correction. The face smoothed into an absolute void. The pulse

vanished. The system returned to equilibrium.




He looked at the empty space in the sea. The sea remained vast. He felt the

weight of the pen in his grip. He wrote the entry. He did not look at the face

again.
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Correction 816. Status: Complete.




He worked at the console. The light descended from the ceiling. It was white. It

was cold. He adjusted the dials to narrow the spectrum of the correction.




He looked up.




He looked at the source of the light. There was nothing there. The ceiling was a

seamless expanse of black metal. The light had no origin. It existed because the

Cathedral demanded illumination.




He lowered his gaze to the glass. The sea was dark. The faces were silent. He

had spent his life in this brightness. He had never considered the lack of a

bulb. He had never wondered about the shadow.




He touched the metal of the wall. It was solid. He went back to the console. He

did not ask. He simply continued.














