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    For my father, whose fading memory taught me that time is not an enemy but a river—carrying us forward, even when we cannot hold on to every moment. And for all who have watched someone they love drift into silence, yet still choose to remember in motion.
 - Captain Tuesday Monteclaro

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Time is the fire in which we burn,and the river in which we flow."  — Adapted from Jorge Luis Borges 

      

    


Prologue – The Dying Clock

THE HOSPITAL SMELLED faintly of antiseptic and wilted flowers. Captain Tuesday Monteclaro sat beside her father’s bed, watching the tremor in his hands as he tried to grasp the memory of her name. His eyes, once sharp as a navigator’s compass, drifted through her as if she were a ghost.

Time was dissolving him. Not in years, but in moments—each second slipping into a fog where past and present collapsed. She whispered stories of their old fishing trips, of the constellations he taught her to read, but his gaze remained fixed on a horizon only he could see.

When the monitors slowed, she felt the unbearable truth: dementia was not a disease of forgetting, but of eternity. A prison where every memory existed at once, stripped of sequence, stripped of meaning.

That night, staring at the stars beyond the hospital window, Tuesday swore she would chase the geometry of time itself. If the universe held a place where past, present, and future converged, she would find it. Not to save him—he was already gone—but to understand the silence that had claimed him.

Years later, aboard the research vessel Eventide, her vow carried her to the edge of the known universe. The anomaly pulsed like a frozen heartbeat, waiting.

And as the ship crossed its threshold, Tuesday realized: she had not left her father behind. She had followed him into the Eternal Now.
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Chapter 1 – Captain Tuesday Monteclaro
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The hum of the Eventide’s engines reverberated through the steel corridors like a heartbeat, steady and unyielding. Captain Tuesday Monteclaro walked the length of the command deck, her boots echoing against the polished floor, each step a reminder of the weight she carried.

Her father’s face haunted her—eyes clouded, words fractured, memories dissolving into silence. She had left him in the care of strangers, a decision that gnawed at her every waking moment. The mission was supposed to be her redemption: if she could understand the geometry of time, perhaps she could forgive herself for abandoning him to its cruelty.

Around her, the crew moved with precision. Engineers calibrated the Eventide’s quantum stabilizers, scientists checked the telemetry of the gravitational anomaly, and navigators plotted trajectories into the unknown. The vessel itself was a marvel—sleek, obsidian hull designed to withstand the crushing distortions of spacetime, its interior a cathedral of instruments and glowing consoles.

Tuesday paused at the viewport. Beyond, the stars shimmered like scattered embers, and at the edge of sight, the anomaly pulsed faintly, a bruise against the cosmos. It was beautiful, terrifying, and inevitable.

“Captain,” her first officer said, breaking her reverie. “Systems are green. We’re ready for departure.”

Tuesday nodded, her voice steady though her chest tightened. “Then let’s begin.”

As the Eventide prepared to slip from the known universe into the abyss, Tuesday whispered to herself: This is for you, Dad. For the time we lost.

The engines roared, and the ship surged forward—toward the anomaly, toward the Eternal Now.
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Chapter 2 – The Crew Dynamic
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The command deck of the Eventide buzzed with controlled energy. Screens flickered with telemetry, voices overlapped in clipped technical jargon, and the hum of machinery underscored every exchange. Yet beneath the efficiency, Tuesday sensed the fault lines already forming.

Dr. Elias Navarro, the ship’s chief physicist, leaned over a console, his eyes alight with the hunger of discovery. “The anomaly’s readings are unprecedented,” he said, almost reverent. “We’re standing at the edge of rewriting cosmology itself.” His enthusiasm was infectious, but Tuesday caught the wary glance of Chief Engineer Mara Ibarra, who muttered under her breath, “Or rewriting our obituaries.”

At the navigation station, Lieutenant Rafi Mendoza adjusted star charts with meticulous precision. He was young, skeptical, and unafraid to voice it. “We shouldn’t even be here. Every probe we’ve sent has vanished. What makes us think we’ll fare better?” His words drew a sharp look from Navarro, who bristled at doubt.

Meanwhile, the medical officer, Dr. Anika Sorensen, observed quietly, her concern less about physics than about the human psyche. “Stress fractures don’t start in hull plating,” she said softly to Tuesday. “They start in people.”

Tuesday listened, absorbing the currents of belief and fear. Navarro’s zeal, Mara’s pragmatism, Rafi’s skepticism, Sorensen’s caution—each perspective was a thread in the tapestry of the crew. Together they formed strength, but she knew that under pressure, those threads could unravel.

She cleared her throat, her voice steady. “We are explorers. Doubt, faith, caution—they all belong here. But remember: once we cross the threshold, we’ll need unity more than ever.”

The crew fell silent, each retreating into their own thoughts. Outside the viewport, the anomaly pulsed faintly, as if listening.

Tuesday felt the weight of her father’s fading memory pressing against her chest. She had left him behind, but here, among this fragile constellation of personalities, she carried the same fear: that time would dissolve them too, not in years, but in moments.
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