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​I. The Carrier Wave

The chirping of the morning sparrows was, as always, precisely 2.7 seconds long, followed by the distant rumble of the 7:15 express train, a sound that lasted 12.3 seconds. Elias had timed it. Every day. For twelve years. This was R1, the Carrier Wave, the predictable, unyielding hum of his existence. He was a creature of R1, a mathematician whose brain mapped probabilities like a farmer maps soil.

​But lately, R2 had been humming.

​It started subtly. A perfectly round, polished river stone appearing on his neatly arranged desk. Then, an old woman on the bus, always asking for the exact change, one day paid with a gold doubloon that was somehow accepted without question. And the pigeons—always the pigeons—landing in a perfect, impossible spiral formation outside his window, every single Tuesday. Individually, these were statistical anomalies, easily dismissed. Together, they were a symphony of calculated chaos, a score that defied the Markovian chain of R1.

​Elias called it the "Ghost Frequency." He saw it everywhere, this layer of superimposed intent riding the mundane. The glint of sunlight off a car window forming a fleeting, impossible symbol. The random crack in the pavement that looked, for a split second, like a specific constellation. He knew what it was: R2, the mischievous, malevolent modulation. He could feel its pull, a sugary temptation promising easy answers, effortless victories, sweet coincidences that would lead to a life of charmed existence.

​II. The Bitterness Strategy

The R2 signal didn't attack with
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