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“Memory is the diary that we all carry about with us.”
— Oscar Wilde

Introduction Page

Memories shape us. They define who we are, what we hold dear, and how we perceive the world. But what happens when memory becomes fragile, malleable—or even weaponized?

The Echoes Within takes us to Erythra, a world where memories are stored in crystalline cores embedded in every individual. These cores can be repaired, rewritten, or destroyed. When a mysterious Blight begins cracking these cores, chaos spreads across Erythra, leaving its people fractured and desperate.

Rhea Solenn, a gifted Archivist-in-training, discovers she holds the power to manipulate memories in unprecedented ways. Caught between her mentor’s ambitions, a rebel’s defiance, and the haunting truth behind the Blight, Rhea must decide what truly matters: preserving the past or forging a new future.

Through intricate worldbuilding and deeply human struggles, The Echoes Within invites readers to explore the fragility of identity and the resilience of the soul.
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Chapter 1: Fractures
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The faint hum of crystal drills reverberated through the Archivist Guild’s cavernous hall. Rhea Solenn stood in front of her first patient—a boy no older than twelve—his core pulsing faintly, cracks spiderwebbing through its surface. His eyes stared blankly past her, empty of recognition, as if the fractures in the crystal had hollowed out his soul.

“Rhea,” Oron’s voice came from behind her, sharp but steady. “Focus. What do you sense?”

She inhaled, placing her fingertips just above the boy’s chest. The core radiated warmth, though it flickered weakly. Flashes of emotion—fear, joy, despair—coursed through her fingertips. They were faint, as if muffled by thick glass.

“Fragmentation,” she whispered. “His memories... they’re breaking apart.”

“Then repair them.” Oron’s tone left no room for hesitation.

Rhea nodded, though doubt clawed at her. Reaching into her toolkit, she retrieved the Memory Weave, a fine needle of luminescent thread. Gently, she pierced the core, weaving threads into the cracks. Each stitch mended a memory: a birthday cake glowing with candles, a mother’s laugh, a field of wildflowers.

But as she worked, a dark thread surged through the cracks—a memory that did not belong. A scream. Shattered glass. A crimson blur.

Rhea froze. “Master Oron, there’s something wrong—”

The boy convulsed, his core flaring with a blinding light. The room trembled. Rhea shielded her eyes as shards of crystal scattered across the floor.

When the light faded, the boy sat motionless. His eyes met Rhea’s, wide and glassy.

“Who are you?” he whispered.



Two Hours Earlier

Rhea had woken before dawn, her thoughts a tangled web of excitement and apprehension. Today marked her first solo operation as an Archivist-in-training—a milestone she’d spent years preparing for.

The Guild’s sprawling headquarters loomed ahead as she made her way through the misty streets of Veridion. Its spires pierced the morning sky, their surfaces glinting with embedded memory cores, each one a fragment of history preserved by the Archivists.

Inside, the halls buzzed with activity. Rhea weaved through the crowd, her mentor’s voice ringing in her ears: Every stitch is a story. Every thread, a lifeline. Respect the memory as you respect the soul.

“Rhea!” Oron’s commanding presence stopped her in her tracks. The Archivist Master stood at the end of the corridor, his robes flowing like liquid silver.

“Yes, Master,” she said, bowing her head.

He studied her for a moment, his gaze sharp. “Your first patient awaits. A boy from the outer districts. His core is fractured—a side effect of the Blight.”

The mention of the Blight sent a chill through her. She had read about it in the Guild’s archives—an unexplained phenomenon spreading across Erythra, leaving memory cores cracked and corrupted. But this was the first time she would confront its aftermath directly.



Back in the Present

Rhea stood frozen as the boy’s words echoed in her mind. Who are you?

She turned to Oron, her voice trembling. “What happened? I followed the protocol—”

Oron knelt beside the boy, his expression unreadable. He reached out, his fingers brushing the boy’s fractured core. A faint hum emanated from it, but the cracks remained.

“This is no ordinary fracture,” Oron said finally. “The Blight has reached Veridion.”

The weight of his words settled over Rhea like a stormcloud. Veridion was the heart of Erythra, the stronghold of the Archivists. If the Blight could infiltrate here, nowhere was safe.

“We need to stabilize him,” Rhea said, her voice firmer now. “We can still—”

“No.” Oron’s tone was final. He rose to his full height, his gaze fixed on the boy. “We must extract what remains of his memories before the corruption spreads.”

Rhea’s stomach turned. Extraction was a last resort—a procedure that left the patient hollow, their core stripped of everything that made them who they were.

“There must be another way,” she said.

“There isn’t.” Oron turned to her, his eyes cold. “Do you think this is a game, Rhea? Do you think the Blight cares about your idealism? If we don’t act now, this boy’s memories will infect others. Do it.”

Her hands shook as she reached for the extraction tool. The boy stared up at her, his glassy eyes pleading for something she couldn’t give.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered.

The tool pierced the core, and the boy’s memories unraveled before her eyes—a kaleidoscope of images and emotions dissolving into nothingness. When it was over, the boy slumped forward, his core dim and empty.

Rhea felt the weight of her mentor’s gaze.

“This is only the beginning,” Oron said. “You wanted to be an Archivist, Rhea. Now you are one.”

But as she looked at the boy’s lifeless core, a single question echoed in her mind: At what cost?
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Chapter 2: The Weight of Memory
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The boy’s empty gaze lingered in Rhea’s mind long after the procedure was complete. She walked through the corridors of the Guild in a haze, her footsteps echoing against the polished floors. Around her, Archivists bustled with purpose, their robes flowing like shadows. To them, the extraction was routine. To Rhea, it was something else entirely—a hollowing, not just of the boy, but of herself.

She made her way to the Reflection Chamber, a small, dimly lit room tucked away in the Guild’s eastern wing. Here, Archivists came to meditate, to process the emotional toll of their work. The walls shimmered faintly, embedded with memory cores from centuries past. Their glow was soothing, a soft reminder of the lives preserved within.

Rhea sank onto the cold stone bench, her hands trembling. She clenched her fists, trying to steady herself.

“Rough first day?”

The voice startled her. She looked up to see a young man leaning against the doorway. His hair was dark and unkempt, his expression one of practiced indifference. A faint scar curved along his jawline, disappearing beneath the collar of his jacket.

“Who are you?” she asked, her voice sharper than intended.

“Caelum Yora,” he said, stepping into the room. “And you’re Rhea Solenn, the prodigy Archivist-in-training.”

Rhea stiffened. “How do you know that?”

He shrugged, a sly smile tugging at his lips. “Word gets around. You’re Oron’s new favorite, aren’t you?”

“I don’t have time for this,” Rhea said, rising to her feet.

“Sure you do,” Caelum said, blocking her path. “I saw what happened back there—with the boy.”

Her heart skipped a beat. “You were watching?”

“Hard not to. The whole Guild’s buzzing about it. Your first procedure, and it goes spectacularly wrong. Tough luck.”

Rhea glared at him. “I don’t need your pity.”

“Good,” Caelum said, his smile fading. “Because I’m not offering any. What I am offering is some advice: if you keep blindly following Oron’s orders, you’re going to lose yourself faster than you can say ‘memory extraction.’”

She stared at him, his words cutting deeper than she cared to admit. “You don’t know anything about me.”

“Maybe not,” he said, stepping aside. “But I know the Guild. And I know Oron. He’s not the hero you think he is.”

Before she could respond, he was gone, leaving her alone with the glow of the memory cores.



Later That Night

Rhea’s quarters were modest, a small room with a narrow bed and a desk cluttered with tools and textbooks. She sat by the window, staring out at the city of Veridion. The streets below were quiet, the distant glow of memory cores casting a pale light over the rooftops.

She reached into her pocket and pulled out the fragment she had taken from the boy’s core—a shard no larger than a fingernail, faintly pulsing with residual energy. It was against protocol to keep fragments, but something about this one had stopped her from discarding it.

Holding it between her fingers, she closed her eyes and focused. A flicker of a memory surfaced—a blurry image of a woman’s face, her features soft with warmth.

“Mom,” the boy’s voice whispered in her mind.

Rhea’s eyes snapped open, her breath catching in her throat. The fragment dimmed, its energy fading.

“Rhea.”

She turned to see Oron standing in the doorway, his expression unreadable.

“Master,” she said, hastily pocketing the fragment.

Oron stepped into the room, his presence filling the small space. “I know today was difficult for you. It always is, the first time. But you handled it well.”

“I don’t feel like I did,” she admitted.

He nodded, as if expecting her answer. “Doubt is natural. It keeps us human. But you must remember, Rhea, that we are Archivists. Our duty is not to feel, but to preserve.”

“Even if it means destroying someone in the process?”

Oron’s gaze hardened. “The boy’s core was compromised. His memories were already beyond saving. What we did was an act of mercy.”

Rhea looked away, her hands clenching into fists. “It didn’t feel like mercy.”

Oron sighed, his voice softening. “You have a gift, Rhea. A rare and powerful gift. But it is also a burden. If you let your emotions rule you, you will falter. And in this line of work, faltering is not an option.”

He placed a hand on her shoulder, the gesture both comforting and heavy with expectation. “Rest. Tomorrow, we begin again.”

As he left, Rhea sat in silence, the weight of his words pressing down on her. She pulled the fragment from her pocket once more, its faint glow a reminder of the boy’s lost memories.

“I won’t falter,” she whispered to herself. “But I won’t lose myself either.”
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Chapter 3: A Whisper in the Blight
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The Archivist Guild buzzed with restrained chaos the next morning. Rhea could feel it as she stepped into the main hall, where groups of Archivists whispered in hushed tones, their eyes darting toward the skyward windows. Outside, the crystalline towers of Veridion shimmered, but the faintest shadow of unease had settled over the city.

The Blight had reached them.

“Rhea.” Oron’s voice cut through the murmur. He stood at the base of the grand staircase, his silver robes catching the morning light. “You’re with me today.”

She followed him without question, though her mind churned with doubt. They made their way to the Guild’s lower levels, descending into the labyrinthine catacombs where the Archivists stored fractured cores awaiting analysis. The air grew colder as they descended, the crystalline walls giving way to rough-hewn stone.

“Where are we going?” she asked finally.

“To the Repository,” Oron said. “There’s something you need to see.”

The Repository was the Guild’s most guarded chamber, a vault containing cores deemed too dangerous or damaged to handle. Rhea had only heard whispers about it during her training—rumors of memories too fractured to be repaired, cores infected by the Blight, and secrets the Guild kept buried.

When they reached the entrance, Oron placed his palm against the door. A soft glow emanated from his hand, and the massive stone slab groaned as it slid open.

Inside, the chamber was colder still, its walls lined with shelves of crystal cores encased in protective glass. Each core pulsed faintly, their fractured surfaces catching the dim light.

Oron led her to a pedestal in the center of the room, where a single core rested beneath a shimmering field of energy. It was larger than any core she had seen before, its surface cracked and blackened. Tendrils of dark energy snaked through the fractures, pulsating with a sinister rhythm.

“This,” Oron said, “is the Heart of the Blight.”

Rhea stared at the core, a chill running down her spine. “What is it?”

“No one knows for certain,” Oron said. “It was discovered decades ago in the ruins of an ancient city far to the north. Every Archivist who has attempted to study it has failed. Some believe it’s the source of the Blight. Others think it’s a warning—or a weapon.”

“Why are you showing me this?”

“Because you need to understand what we’re up against.” Oron turned to her, his expression grave. “The Blight is not just a disease. It’s an assault on the very fabric of our world. And if we don’t find a way to stop it, everything we’ve built will collapse.”

Rhea looked back at the core, its dark energy pulsing like a heartbeat. She felt a strange pull toward it, as if it were calling to her.

“Master Oron,” she said hesitantly, “what if this isn’t just a threat? What if it’s trying to tell us something?”

Oron frowned. “What do you mean?”

“I don’t know,” she admitted. “But when I look at it, I feel... something. Like an echo of a memory.”

“That’s dangerous thinking, Rhea,” Oron said, his voice sharp. “The Blight is not a messenger. It’s a destroyer. And you would do well to remember that.”



Meanwhile, Elsewhere in Veridion

Caelum Yora moved through the crowded streets of Veridion’s lower districts, his hood pulled low over his face. The air here was thick with the scent of ash and metal, the byproduct of the city’s industrial underbelly.

He slipped into an alleyway, glancing over his shoulder to make sure he wasn’t being followed. Satisfied, he knocked twice on a rusted metal door.

A slit in the door slid open, revealing a pair of wary eyes.

“What’s the passphrase?” the voice behind the door demanded.

“Memories are prisons,” Caelum said.

The door creaked open, and Caelum stepped inside. The room was dimly lit, its walls lined with maps and diagrams of the city. A group of figures sat around a central table, their faces shadowed by flickering candlelight.

“You’re late,” said a woman with sharp features and piercing green eyes. She was seated at the head of the table, her posture rigid and commanding.

“Good to see you too, Lyra,” Caelum said, pulling back his hood.

Lyra narrowed her eyes. “Did you get it?”

Caelum reached into his coat and pulled out a small glass vial. Inside was a shard of a fractured core, its surface dark and pulsing faintly.

“Straight from the Guild’s recovery unit,” he said, placing the vial on the table.

Lyra picked up the vial, examining it closely. “This could be the key,” she murmured.

“To what?” another figure asked.

“To proving the truth,” Lyra said, her voice firm. She looked up at the group. “The Guild isn’t preserving memories. They’re controlling them. And this—” she held up the vial, “—is our proof.”

Caelum leaned against the wall, watching her. He had heard this speech before, but something about Lyra’s conviction always managed to stir a spark of belief in him.

“Control the memories, control the people,” Lyra continued. “That’s what the Archivists have been doing for decades. They decide which memories are worth saving and which ones disappear. But the Blight? It’s their reckoning. And if we’re going to survive, we need to understand it.”

“And what if understanding it means destroying it?” Caelum asked.

Lyra met his gaze, her expression unreadable. “Then we destroy it. But first, we expose the Guild for what they really are.”



Back at the Guild

Rhea couldn’t sleep. The image of the corrupted core haunted her, its dark energy pulsing in her mind like a phantom heartbeat.

She sat at her desk, the shard from the boy’s core glowing faintly in her palm. She had tried to suppress the memory it held, but it kept surfacing—fragments of laughter, a woman’s face, the warmth of a home.

With a deep breath, she placed the shard in the memory reader—a device used to extract and display memories from fragments. The machine hummed softly as the memory unfolded before her eyes.

She saw the boy running through a field of wildflowers, his laughter echoing in the air. A woman stood in the distance, her arms outstretched, her face radiant with love. But then the scene shifted—the sky darkened, the flowers withered, and the woman’s face twisted into a scream.

The memory ended abruptly, leaving Rhea breathless.

“What are you hiding?” she whispered, staring at the shard.

A knock at her door startled her, and she quickly shut off the memory reader.

“Who is it?” she called.

“It’s Caelum,” came the reply.

Her heart skipped a beat.
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Chapter 4: Echoes in the Dark
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Rhea hesitated for a moment, her hand hovering over the latch. Why is he here? she thought. The shard still pulsed faintly on her desk, its presence a reminder of the secret she now carried.

“Rhea, open up,” Caelum’s voice came again, quieter but insistent.

She pulled the door open just enough to see his face, shadowed by the dim light of the corridor.

“What do you want?” she asked, keeping her voice low.

“To talk,” he said. “Can I come in?”

She glanced over her shoulder at the shard on her desk before stepping aside. “Make it quick.”

Caelum entered, his movements fluid and deliberate. His eyes darted around the room, taking in the clutter of tools and texts before settling on her.

“Nice setup,” he said, though his tone was devoid of humor. “A bit sterile, though. Doesn’t suit you.”

Rhea folded her arms. “If you came here to critique my decor, you can leave.”

He smirked. “Fair enough.” He leaned against the wall, his expression turning serious. “I heard about what happened yesterday. With the boy.”

Rhea’s stomach tightened. “What about it?”

“Word is, Oron forced you into an extraction. First procedure, no support. That’s rough, even for the Guild.”

She met his gaze, anger flaring in her chest. “How do you know about that? You’re not an Archivist.”

“No, but I know people,” he said, his voice calm. “And I know Oron. He’s not the benevolent mentor he pretends to be.”

“You don’t know anything about him,” Rhea snapped.

Caelum stepped closer, his eyes narrowing. “Don’t I? Oron’s been covering up the Blight for years, pretending it’s something the Guild can manage. But it’s not. It’s growing. And he knows more about it than he’s letting on.”

Rhea felt her defenses rising. “If you’ve come to spread conspiracy theories, you can leave.”

“Rhea,” Caelum said, his voice softer now, almost pleading. “I’m not here to fight you. I’m here because you’re not like the others. You still care. That’s rare in the Guild.”

She looked away, his words cutting through her frustration. “Why are you telling me this?”

“Because I need your help,” he said. “The Blight isn’t just a threat to the Guild—it’s a threat to everyone. And if we’re going to stop it, we need to understand it. That means uncovering the truths the Guild has buried.”

Rhea hesitated, her mind racing. The image of the corrupted core in the Repository flashed in her memory, its dark energy seeping into the edges of her thoughts.

“What are you asking me to do?” she asked finally.

“I need access to the Guild’s archives,” Caelum said. “The restricted ones. The kind of records only someone like you can get close to.”

Her heart sank. “You’re asking me to betray the Guild.”

“I’m asking you to think for yourself,” he countered. “You’ve seen the cracks in their facade. You know they’re hiding something. Don’t you want to know the truth?”

She opened her mouth to respond, but the words caught in her throat.

Caelum stepped closer, his voice dropping to a whisper. “Look, I know this is a lot. But you’ve felt it, haven’t you? The pull of the Blight. It’s not just destroying memories—it’s something bigger. And if we don’t figure out what it is, we’re all in danger.”

For a moment, the room was silent except for the faint hum of the shard on her desk.

“I’ll think about it,” she said finally.

Caelum nodded, his expression unreadable. “That’s all I ask.”

As he turned to leave, his gaze lingered on the shard. “Be careful with that,” he said, his tone cautious. “Fragments like that have a way of changing people.”

When the door closed behind him, Rhea sank onto her bed, her thoughts a whirlwind. She looked at the shard on her desk, its glow now faint but steady.

Changing people, she thought. Or revealing them?



Later That Night

Sleep was impossible. Rhea lay awake, staring at the ceiling as fragments of memories—hers and others—swirled in her mind. She thought of the boy’s empty core, of the corrupted fragment in her possession, and of the dark energy that pulsed through the Heart of the Blight.

Finally, she sat up, unable to ignore the pull any longer. She retrieved the shard from her desk and held it in her palm. Its faint warmth was almost comforting.

What are you hiding? she wondered.

She placed the shard back into the memory reader, bracing herself as the machine hummed to life.

The memory unfolded like a dream. This time, it was clearer: the boy running through a field, his laughter ringing out. But there was more now—flashes of the city of Veridion, its towers gleaming in the sunlight. A woman’s voice called out to the boy, her words distorted but urgent.

Then, the scene shifted. The sky darkened, the towers crumbled, and a shadow fell over the city. The woman’s voice turned to a scream, and the memory ended with a jolt.

Rhea pulled back, her heart pounding. The shard was warm in her hand now, its energy pulsing faster.

“What are you trying to tell me?” she whispered.

A knock at her door shattered the silence.

“Rhea.” It was Oron.

She quickly shut off the memory reader, slipping the shard into her pocket.

“Come in,” she said, her voice steady.

Oron entered, his expression stern. “We have a situation,” he said.

“What kind of situation?”

“There’s been a breach in the Repository,” he said. “Someone accessed the Heart of the Blight.”

Rhea’s blood ran cold.

“Who?” she asked.

“We don’t know,” Oron said. “But whoever it was, they’ve put the entire Guild at risk. I need you to stay alert, Rhea. If you see anything suspicious, report it immediately.”

She nodded, her mind racing. As Oron left, her hand tightened around the shard in her pocket.

She didn’t know what the Heart of the Blight was hiding, but she was certain of one thing: she was no longer sure who she could trust.
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Chapter 5: Fractured Loyalties
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The Repository breach rippled through the Guild like a shockwave. By morning, Archivists spoke in clipped whispers, their movements cautious and hurried. Security measures tightened; access to the lower levels was restricted. Rhea could feel the weight of suspicion settling over the Guild like a shroud.

She sat in the study chamber, surrounded by Archivist apprentices engrossed in texts and scrolls. But her focus was elsewhere. The shard in her pocket pulsed faintly, its presence a constant reminder of the mystery she now carried.

“Rhea.”

She looked up to see Oron standing at the doorway, his gaze sharp. “A word.”

The room fell silent as she followed him out, the other apprentices exchanging wary glances.



In Oron’s Quarters

Oron’s quarters were stark and disciplined, much like the man himself. Shelves lined the walls, filled with ancient tomes and memory readers. A single, unadorned chair sat in the corner, facing a small desk cluttered with reports.

He gestured for her to sit, but she remained standing.

“You’re aware of the breach,” he said, his voice calm but firm.

“Yes,” Rhea replied.

“We’ve identified the intruder.”

Her heart skipped a beat. “Who was it?”

Oron’s eyes narrowed. “Caelum Yora.”

The name hit her like a blow. She kept her expression neutral, but inside, her thoughts raced. How did he get into the Repository?

“He’s a known agitator,” Oron continued. “Affiliated with a group of dissidents operating in Veridion’s lower districts. They call themselves the Echoes.”

Rhea’s stomach tightened. She had heard whispers of the Echoes—rumors of a group opposing the Guild’s control over memories, accusing them of manipulation and secrecy.

“What does this have to do with me?” she asked cautiously.

Oron studied her for a moment, his gaze piercing. “He’s taken an interest in you. I’ve seen the way he looks at you, the way he lingers in the Guild’s halls. If he contacts you, I need to know.”

Rhea hesitated. “Why me?”

“You’re a prodigy,” Oron said. “Your abilities make you valuable—to us and to those who would seek to undermine us. I’ve seen it before. They’ll try to manipulate you, plant doubts in your mind. But you must remain steadfast, Rhea. The Guild is the last line of defense against chaos. Without us, the Blight will consume everything.”

She nodded, her heart heavy with conflicting emotions. “I understand.”



That Evening

Rhea’s thoughts churned as she walked through the Guild’s outer corridors. Oron’s words lingered in her mind, but so did Caelum’s. Think for yourself, he had said.

She found herself wandering toward the Guild’s observation tower, a secluded space overlooking the city. The air was cool and crisp, the towers of Veridion gleaming faintly under the moonlight.

She barely noticed Caelum until he spoke.

“Rhea.”

She spun around, her pulse quickening. He stood in the shadows, his hood drawn low.

“How did you get in here?” she demanded, her voice a harsh whisper.

He smiled faintly. “You’d be surprised how many cracks the Guild has, both literal and figurative.”

“You shouldn’t be here,” she said, glancing nervously over her shoulder.

“I know,” he said. “But I had to see you.”

She stepped closer, her anger flaring. “You broke into the Repository. Do you have any idea what you’ve done?”

“Yes,” he said, his voice steady. “I found what they didn’t want us to see.”

“And now the Guild is hunting you,” she snapped. “You’ve put both of us in danger.”

“I’m not the one hiding the truth,” he countered. “The Heart of the Blight—it’s not just some corrupted core. It’s alive, Rhea. It’s trying to communicate with us.”

Her breath caught. “How do you know that?”

“I saw it,” he said. “When I touched the core, it showed me fragments of its memory. A city consumed by darkness. People fleeing as the sky burned. And a voice, faint but clear, calling for help.”

She stared at him, her mind racing. His words echoed the visions she had seen in the boy’s shard.

“You felt it too, didn’t you?” Caelum asked.

Rhea hesitated, then nodded.

“Then you know the Guild is lying,” he said. “They’re not preserving memories—they’re burying them. Twisting them. And the Blight? It’s not just a threat. It’s a message.”

“A message from what?” she asked.

“I don
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