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Author’s Foreword

Before This Story Begins

This novel did not begin with the question,
“What if we could go back?”
That question has already been asked countless times.
And more often than not, the answers are the same:
live better, gain more, make smarter choices.
I wanted to ask a different question.

“What happens when you realize you cannot truly go back?”
“What choice does a human make when reversal is no longer possible?”
The protagonist, Heeyeol, is not a hero.
He is a middle-aged engineer—underappreciated, overworked, and quietly exhausted.
He loves his family, dreams of an ordinary happiness, and wants not to change the world, but simply to protect what he has.
Yet he finds himself standing before time, possibility, and responsibility.

The elements of time travel, quantum theory, and the unconscious that appear in this novel are not meant as scientific assertions. They are narrative instruments—lenses through which we examine something far more human.

At its core, this story asks only one question:

“Can I take responsibility for the world my choices create?”

This is not a story about success.
It is a story about responsibility.
Not about technological progress, but about the limits of human desire.
As you read, you do not need to decide whether Heeyeol’s choices were right or wrong.

I ask only that you feel how difficult those choices were.
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Chapter 1
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The Weight of an Ordinary Life

Heeyeol had long since stopped counting the years.

Twenty years at the same construction machinery manufacturer—long enough for the company to forget when he had arrived, and long enough for him to realize that loyalty did not age into recognition. His title had changed only slightly over the decades. His salary even less so. Younger engineers now called him sir, though few asked for his opinion unless something had already gone wrong.

He knew the machines better than anyone.
He knew how steel behaved under fatigue, how hydraulics failed before they screamed, how design shortcuts hid themselves until it was too late.
Yet knowing was not the same as being seen.

Each morning, Heeyeol left his apartment before the sun fully rose. The city was quiet then, suspended in a brief moment before movement began. He liked that silence. It was the only time his thoughts did not collide with responsibility.

At the factory, the day unfolded with predictable efficiency—meetings that solved nothing, reports that documented problems no one intended to fix, and supervisors who mistook stability for excellence. Heeyeol performed his role with practiced precision. He did not complain. He did not resist.

He endured.



At home, however, endurance took on a different meaning.

His wife moved through the apartment with a quiet grace born of habit. Their daughters filled the space with small sounds—laughter, arguments, the rhythm of growing up. These were not extraordinary moments, yet Heeyeol felt their weight more than anything else in his life.

Dinner was rarely elaborate.
Conversation was often mundane.
But when he sat at the table and listened to his children talk about school, something in him softened.
This, he told himself, was enough.

And yet, in the stillness of night, when the apartment slept and only the hum of distant traffic remained, his thoughts returned to the same place they always had.

Time.



He had been fascinated by time since his early twenties.

Back then, the obsession had been harmless—late-night books on physics, half-understood equations scribbled in notebooks, speculative essays on quantum mechanics and consciousness. He knew he was not a physicist. He lacked the credentials, the institutional access, the formal path.

But curiosity did not require permission.

He read about superposition, entanglement, the observer effect. About how measurement collapsed possibility into certainty. About how consciousness itself might play a role in shaping reality.

Most people dismissed such ideas as philosophical distractions.

He did not.

To Heeyeol, machines and people were not so different. Both followed rules. Both failed when stressed beyond design limits. And both, he believed, left traces when pushed too far.

What if time, like a machine, had tolerances?



The idea of a time machine did not come to him as fantasy.

It came as persistence.

He did not imagine stepping into a device and vanishing in a flash of light. He imagined something smaller, subtler. A mechanism that did not move bodies through time, but information. Memory. Consciousness.

If physical matter resisted displacement, perhaps the mind did not.

At night, after his family slept, Heeyeol returned to his notebooks. The pages were filled with equations, diagrams, and speculative models—connections between quantum probability and human awareness. He wrote without expectation of success.

The act itself mattered.

This secret work sustained him more than alcohol, though he had begun relying on that as well. One drink became two. Two became routine. It dulled the edge of disappointment and loosened the rigid boundaries of his thoughts.

He told himself he was still in control.



At forty-five, the world saw Heeyeol as stable.

A married man.
Two children.
A steady job.
But stability is not the same as fulfillment.

At work, younger colleagues advanced past him. At home, his daughters grew more independent. His wife noticed his silences but chose not to press them.

He existed in the space between usefulness and invisibility.

Some nights, he stared at the ceiling and wondered when exactly his life had become something that merely continued rather than progressed.

He did not resent his family.
He did not hate his job.
What troubled him was something quieter, more dangerous.

What if this is all there is?



The first crack appeared on an unremarkable evening.

A late call from work. A minor design issue. Nothing urgent. Nothing important. He resolved it quickly, hung up, and poured himself another drink.

As he sat alone at the table, his notebook open before him, a thought formed—not as a revelation, but as a convergence.

What if the past was not unreachable?

What if consciousness, when placed in the right quantum state, could revisit prior configurations of reality—not physically, but perceptually?

He wrote until his hand cramped. Equations gave way to language. Language dissolved into intuition.

That night, Heeyeol fell asleep at the table.

And for the first time, his dreams did not drift.

They aligned.



When he woke, the apartment was unchanged.

His family slept. The city outside continued its quiet rhythm. Nothing appeared different.

Yet something had shifted.

Heeyeol sat up slowly, a strange certainty settling in his chest. It was not excitement. Not fear.

It was recognition.

He did not yet know how or why. But he understood one thing with unsettling clarity:

The boundary between past and present was thinner than he had believed.

And once crossed—even unintentionally—it could never be restored to its original strength.



This was not the beginning of his escape.

It was the beginning of his responsibility.
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The Theory He Could Not Let Go

Heeyeol did not tell anyone what he had begun to suspect.

Not his wife.
Not his colleagues.
Not even himself—not completely.
There are thoughts that collapse the moment they are spoken aloud. He had learned that early in life. Ideas too fragile for language often survived only in silence.

So he kept his suspicions where they belonged:
between unfinished equations and sleepless nights.



He approached the problem the way he approached machines.

No assumptions.
No miracles.
Only constraints.
Time travel, as it was commonly imagined, violated too many of them. Energy requirements, causality loops, relativistic limits—every model eventually collapsed under its own impossibility.

But Heeyeol was not interested in moving matter through time.

Matter resisted.

Information, however, behaved differently.

Information did not have mass.
It did not occupy space in the same way.
And—most importantly—it already moved freely across time in one form.
Memory.

Every human carried the past continuously, not as a static record but as an active reconstruction. The brain did not store memories so much as it reassembled them, over and over again.

Which meant the past was never truly gone.

It was being rebuilt constantly.



Late at night, Heeyeol filled his notebooks with diagrams that blended physics and cognition. He drew probability waves alongside neural pathways, observer functions beside dream states.

If quantum systems collapsed into certainty when observed,
what happened when the observer itself entered a non-classical state?
Dreaming fascinated him for this reason.

During sleep, the brain abandoned linear time. Past and present merged without resistance. Identity loosened. Logic softened. The mind operated closer to probability than certainty.

What if dreaming was not escape,
but access?
Heeyeol did not claim this as truth.
He framed it as a hypothesis.
If consciousness enters a sufficiently unstable quantum-like state,
and if memory reconstruction dominates perception,
then subjective reality may temporarily align with prior configurations.
In simpler terms:

The mind might revisit the past—not by moving backward,
but by reconstructing it so completely that it becomes experiential reality.



He tested nothing at first.

Observation came before intervention.
He monitored his dreams, recorded patterns, noted correlations between alcohol intake, sleep depth, and memory vividness.
Alcohol lowered inhibition.
Sleep deprivation destabilized cognition.
Together, they weakened the boundary between intention and perception.
This was dangerous territory.
He knew that.
But engineers understood risk differently.
Risk was not something to avoid—it was something to calculate.



His life, meanwhile, continued unchanged.

At work, he attended meetings where his presence felt increasingly symbolic. Younger engineers spoke with confidence built on simulations he had once validated by hand.

At home, his daughters asked fewer questions. His wife watched him more carefully. She noticed the notebooks piling up, the glass refilled too often, the way his gaze lingered somewhere just beyond the room.

“You’re tired,” she said one night.

“I’m thinking,” he replied.

The difference mattered to him.
Less so to her.



The breakthrough—if it could be called that—did not arrive with revelation.

It arrived with consistency.

One night, then another, Heeyeol began noticing recurrence.
Dreams that returned to the same emotional center.
The same room.
The same version of himself.
Younger.
Restless.
Standing on the edge of adulthood.
	


He woke each time with the same sensation:
not nostalgia, but displacement.
As if he had been somewhere else long enough to leave an imprint.



He refined his model.

If subjective time could be overwritten by reconstructed memory,
and if consciousness could temporarily dominate perception,
then cause and effect might be experienced out of sequence.
This would not change the external world.

But it could change decisions.

And decisions, compounded, changed everything.

He wrote in his notebook:

The past does not need to be altered.
Only the point of choice does.
He stared at that sentence for a long time.

Then he added, beneath it:

Responsibility increases proportionally with access.

That line unsettled him more than the equations.



The first intentional attempt came on a quiet night.

No alcohol.
No exhaustion.
Only focus.
He lay down and slowed his breathing, guiding his thoughts deliberately—not toward sleep, but toward instability. He imagined probability instead of certainty, memory instead of chronology.

When consciousness finally slipped, it did not fall.

It shifted.



He stood in a familiar room.

Too familiar.

The smell of dust.
The hum of an old computer.
A younger body, tense with expectation.
His heart raced—not with fear, but with recognition.

This was not a dream.

Or
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