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PROLOGUE
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THE SYMBOL THAT WAS NEVER TAUGHT

No one could explain where it came from. Not the teachers, not the parents, not even the children who drew it. It appeared quietly at first—scratched into wooden desks, traced into the margins of notebooks, carved into the soft paint of classroom walls. A simple shape made of straight lines and sharp angles, balanced and almost geometric, yet carrying a strange sense of intention, as if it had been designed rather than imagined. It looked like something that meant something. But no one knew what.

The first signs were dismissed as coincidence. In a small high school somewhere in the early 1980s, a teacher noticed the same symbol repeated across different students’ work. At first, it seemed like ordinary copying—children imitating each other, passing drawings around like harmless trends. But when the students were questioned, something unsettling emerged. Each of them gave a similar answer, though none had spoken to each other beforehand. They did not remember learning it. They did not remember deciding to draw it. Some said it had simply appeared in their minds, fully formed, as if it had always been there waiting. Others claimed they had seen it in dreams—clear, glowing, almost alive.

Within weeks, the symbol began to spread. Not just within one classroom, but across the entire school. Then beyond it. Other schools reported the same pattern. Different cities. Different states. The same shape, drawn the same way, appearing in places where no connection could be traced. There was no official announcement, no media coverage, no explanation offered to the public. But somewhere behind closed doors, people had already begun to take notice.

As the symbol spread, so did the changes in those who drew it. Some students became quiet and withdrawn, sitting still for long periods, their eyes fixed on empty space as though listening to something distant and inaudible. Others became restless, obsessive, filling page after page with the same drawing, repeating it with increasing speed and urgency until their hands cramped and trembled. A few began speaking about things they could not possibly know—places they had never seen, voices they could not identify, thoughts that did not feel like their own.

Then the disappearances began.

At first, it was just one student. Then another. No signs of struggle. No witnesses. No evidence of where they had gone. Only empty rooms, abandoned desks... and the symbol left behind, etched deeper than before, as if it had been carved with intention rather than drawn by hand.

The first undeniable incident happened soon after. A fourteen-year-old boy collapsed in the middle of class after drawing the symbol repeatedly throughout the day. When the teachers rushed to him, they found his eyes open, unblinking, fixed on something beyond the room. He was speaking—but not in English, and not in any language anyone present could recognize. His voice shifted unnaturally, tones overlapping, words layering on top of each other, as if multiple voices were speaking through him at the same time. It was not just speech. It was transmission.

That was the moment everything changed.

Because far from the classrooms, far from the schools and the frightened teachers trying to make sense of what they were witnessing, there were others who had been watching all along. And the moment they saw the symbol reappear... they understood something the rest of the world did not.

They had seen it before.
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WAYNE CLOONEY

The town did not appear on most maps.

It sat somewhere between desert and dust, where the wind carried sand across empty roads and telephone lines hummed softly under a sun that seemed too bright for anything to grow. A place people passed through, not a place they stayed. The kind of town where nothing unusual was supposed to happen.

Wayne Clooney had lived there his entire life.

He was not the kind of boy teachers remembered. Not loud enough to be a problem, not brilliant enough to stand out. He existed somewhere in between—quiet, observant, often lost in thought. If anyone had asked, they would have said he was normal. Average. Invisible.

But Wayne noticed things.

He noticed patterns in the cracks of walls. Repetitions in numbers on classroom clocks. The way certain shapes seemed to appear again and again in places no one else cared to look. It wasn’t something he spoke about. It was just something that stayed with him, like a background noise only he could hear.

That morning in 1984 began like any other.

The bell rang. Students moved through the corridors in a slow, restless flow. Lockers slammed. Conversations overlapped. Nothing out of the ordinary. Yet something felt slightly... off. Not enough to alarm him. Just enough to be noticed.

In his mathematics class, Wayne sat near the back, as usual. His notebook lay open in front of him, blank except for the date written neatly at the top of the page. The teacher spoke about equations, numbers filling the board in clean, predictable lines. Wayne tried to focus.

Then he saw it.

It was drawn faintly on the surface of his desk.

At first, he thought it was just another scratch, another random mark left behind by years of students passing through. But as he looked closer, the lines began to make sense. They connected. They formed a shape.

Sharp. Structured. Balanced.

The symbol.

He didn’t know why, but the moment his eyes traced its outline, something inside him shifted. Not a thought. Not a feeling. Something deeper. Like a door opening somewhere behind his mind.

His fingers moved before he could stop them.

He picked up his pen and began to draw.

The lines came effortlessly, as if he were copying something already completed in his head. No hesitation. No mistakes. Stroke after stroke, the shape formed itself on the paper with unnatural precision. He wasn’t thinking about it. He wasn’t choosing it.

He was remembering it.

The moment the final line connected, everything went silent.

Not just the classroom.

Everything.

The teacher’s voice vanished. The sound of chairs, of movement, of distant footsteps in the hallway—all of it collapsed into nothing. For a brief second, there was only stillness.

Then the voices came.

At first, they were faint, like echoes heard through walls. Indistinct. Layered. But they grew rapidly, swelling into something overwhelming. Dozens. Hundreds. Thousands. Different tones, different languages, overlapping and colliding inside his head. He couldn’t separate them. He couldn’t understand them.

But he could feel them.

Urgent. Desperate. Calling.

Wayne froze, his pen still pressed against the paper. His breathing slowed. His vision blurred slightly at the edges, as if the world around him had begun to lose its sharpness.

Someone called his name.

“Wayne?”

The sound cut through the noise like a blade.

The classroom snapped back into place. The teacher stood at the front, staring at him. A few students had turned in their seats.

Wayne blinked, disoriented. The voices were gone. Completely gone. As if they had never been there.

“Are you paying attention?” the teacher asked.

Wayne nodded slowly, though he wasn’t sure what he was agreeing to.

“Then solve the problem on the board.”

He stood up, his legs slightly unsteady, and walked to the front. The numbers on the board looked normal. Familiar. Yet something about them now felt distant, insignificant, like they belonged to a world that no longer held his full attention.

He solved the equation quickly. Mechanically.

When he returned to his seat, he looked down at his notebook.

The symbol stared back at him.

Perfectly drawn.

Unfamiliar... yet completely known.

He ran his fingers lightly over the lines, a strange sense of recognition settling deeper within him. It felt like more than a drawing. More than a shape.

It felt like a key.

Across the room, another student was staring at him.

Wayne hadn’t noticed him before.

The boy sat completely still, his eyes fixed not on Wayne’s face—but on the symbol in his notebook.

There was no curiosity in his expression.

No confusion.

Only recognition.

And something else.

Fear.

Wayne looked away, his chest tightening slightly. The feeling returned—that subtle, almost invisible shift in the air. As if something had begun and could not be stopped.

Outside the classroom window, a black car pulled slowly into the school parking lot.

It did not belong there.

The engine remained running.

And inside, someone was watching.
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THE FIRST DRAWING

Wayne did not remember leaving the classroom. The bell must have rung, students must have stood and gathered their things, voices must have filled the air again—but all of it felt distant, like something happening behind a thin wall he could no longer fully perceive. His body moved through the hallway on its own, carried by routine, while his mind remained fixed on something else entirely. The symbol had not stayed on the page. It had followed him. Not physically, not in any way he could point to, but it lingered behind his thoughts, sharp and persistent, like an image burned into the inside of his vision. Every time he blinked, he saw it again—not as ink, but as something brighter, more precise, almost alive.

By the time he reached his locker, his hands were trembling, though he could not explain why. He stood there for a moment, staring at the metal surface as if expecting something to already be there. Then, without thinking, he opened it and reached into his bag. The motion was automatic, unchosen. He pulled out his pen, lifted it toward the inside of the locker door, and began to draw. This time, the lines came faster. There was no hesitation, no searching for form. His hand moved with a kind of quiet urgency, guided by something that felt more certain than thought itself. Each stroke landed exactly where it needed to be, as though he were tracing something already complete within him.

When he finished, he stepped back slightly, his breath shallow. The symbol stared back at him again—perfect, balanced, undeniable. But it no longer felt like something he had created. It felt placed. Anchored. As if, by drawing it again, he had allowed it to take hold somewhere beyond the surface of the metal.

He exhaled slowly, trying to steady himself.

That was when the voices returned.

Not all at once this time. They began as a faint disturbance, a whisper that blended so closely with his own thoughts that he almost didn’t notice it. Then another followed, and another, until the sound began to layer, building in quiet intensity. Within seconds, it grew into something overwhelming. Dozens, then hundreds of voices pressed into his mind, overlapping, colliding, each speaking in tones and languages he could not fully understand. He reached out and pressed his hand against the locker to steady himself, his breathing tightening as the pressure increased.

The voices were clearer now than before. Not fully formed, not entirely coherent—but closer. Words began to break through the noise, fragments of meaning rising above the chaos like signals trying to stabilize.

Coordinates...
Warning...
Time...
Wayne shut his eyes tightly, his jaw tightening. “Stop,” he whispered under his breath, though he wasn’t sure if he was speaking to himself or to something else entirely.

But the voices did not stop.

Instead, they changed.

For a brief moment, the chaos shifted into something structured. The overlapping
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