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What happened on Earth?

The Great Stripping (The
Magnetosphere Collapse)

The Nature of the Threat

The collapse of the Earth’s magnetosphere was not a sudden explosion but a progressive, terminal
decay of the planet’s planetary-scale shielding. As the core cooled, the geomagnetic field intensity
dropped below a critical threshold, leaving the atmosphere exposed to unmitigated solar wind and
high-energy cosmic radiation.

e Symptoms: Rapid ozone depletion, massive increase in surface-level ionizing radiation,
and the eventual "boil-off" of the upper atmosphere as solar winds stripped away lighter
gasses.

e The Atmospheric Impact: Within years, the surface of the Earth became a radioactive,
mutagenic wasteland. The atmosphere was no longer a protective blanket; it was an
active hazard.

Why the Trenches?

o The Shielding Factor: The Committee chose deep-ocean trenches (3,000+ meters) for
construction because water is an exceptional radiation shield. At depths $> 3,000$
meters, the massive water column provided the only viable protection from cosmic rays
and solar radiation while the sensitive fusion-drive components were being assembled.

e The "Clean Room" Environment: The trenches were "cold" and protected, allowing the
Committee to build the Arks away from the accelerating chaos on the surface.



The Committee’s "No-Choice"
Gambit

e The 6-Month Cadence: The magnetosphere was collapsing according to a predictable,
albeit terminal, model. The Committee knew the atmosphere would reach a point of "no
return" in $< 24$ months. Every six months, they launched an Ark because they knew the
window of launch viability was closing—once the upper atmosphere reached a certain
density of ionized particles, the plasma-drive ignition would have triggered atmospheric
ignition, destroying the ship during ascent.

e The Secrecy: The Committee suppressed the data not to protect their own reputations,
but to prevent the "Panic Collapse." They knew that if the population realized the Earth
was effectively "dying" and that only a select few would survive, total societal breakdown
would occur long before the Arks were finished.

The Legacy of the Collapse

e The CSD/CRS Mandate: The Council's obsession with CSD (Cordis Sensitivity Disorder)
and strict biological monitoring is a direct, institutionalized trauma response to the
radiation poisoning that defined the final days of Earth.

e The Fear of the "Open Sky": Even centuries later, the "Arbour" leadership treats any
exposure to "unfiltered" environment (or unregulated radiation) as an existential threat.
They are still building their society with the logic of a bunker, terrified that the radiation
that killed their home planet is waiting for them if they ever stop "shielding" themselves.



Founding Generations

Lives in: World & Lore — History & Timeline. Companion to The Great Stripping (before) and The
Crash (the event itself) — this document covers what happened in the centuries after, and is the
load-bearing answer to the question Political Systems asks but doesn't yet show: how did a
temporary crisis decision become a permanent, inherited structure nobody remembers choosing?

Cross-reference: this document is the shared trunk for both Suppression of Earth's Recovery and
Wayfarer Divergence — both of those splits emerge from the same multi-generational drift
described here, not from separate causes.

Overview

There was no founding. That is the first thing to understand about Arbour's first century.

A founding implies a plan — people who sat down, after the wreckage stopped settling, and
decided what kind of society they were going to build. Nothing like that happened. What happened
instead was several thousand traumatized, injured, grieving survivors doing what was immediately
necessary, every day, for years, until the accumulation of those immediate necessities became
something that looked, in retrospect, like a society. Nobody designed the tier system. Nobody
designed the Council. Both emerged the way scar tissue emerges — not chosen, just what the body
does when it's wounded and has to keep functioning anyway.

This document covers roughly three generations: from impact to the point where the tier system,
the Council's authority, and the suppression of Layer Two power infrastructure had all calcified into
something that no longer felt like a decision to the people living inside it.

Generation One — The Triage
Years (Years 0-30)

Immediate Conditions



What survived the crash: roughly 60% of ARBOUR|05's structural mass, two fully functional
reactors and one damaged one, a population reduced by the EM cascade and the chaos of an
uncontrolled descent, and a planet that was not the hospitable world the colonization equipment
had been built for.

There was no time for politics in the first year. There was barely time for grief. The immediate
questions were: who is alive, what still works, what do we eat, how do we keep the air breathable,
what do we do with the dead. The Verdant Branch's predecessor — at this point not yet a Branch,
just whoever among the surviving crew understood agricultural and water systems — and the
engineers who would become the Azure Branch were, for the first several years, simply trying to
keep everyone breathing.

The First Authority

Authority in Generation One was not elected, appointed, or seized. It accumulated around
competence under pressure. The people who understood the reactors had authority over power.
The people who understood the closed-loop water and food systems had authority over
consumption. The senior surviving officer from ARBOUR|05's command structure — a position that
existed for the voyage, not for a crashed colony — had authority because nobody else had a
clearer claim to it, and because in the first chaotic months, somebody needed to be the person
other people looked to.

This is the seed of the Council. Not an institution. A handful of competent, exhausted people who
kept getting asked questions and kept answering them, until answering them became their job,
and then became their children's inheritance.

The Energy Decision — Year
Approximately 4

Two reactors and a damaged third could not power the colonization equipment at full deployment
and sustain the survivor population's immediate needs simultaneously. This was a real, physical
constraint — not yet a manufactured one.

The geothermal taps and atmospheric harvesters were prioritized for activation because they
required less calibration expertise and could be brought fully online faster than the solar arrays,
which needed precise orbital data and trained deployment teams the crash had scattered or killed.
This was a sound engineering decision made under genuine scarcity.

What made it political rather than purely technical was smaller and quieter than any single choice:
once the geothermal and atmospheric systems were running, the people maintaining them
controlled something the rest of the survivor population needed to survive. That control was not
seized. It was simply where authority already was, and nobody handed it back, because there was



no clear moment where handing it back would have made sense — the emergency that justified it
never definitively ended. It just got slower.

The solar arrays were not left in storage. Generation One's engineers physically erected them in
the early years — vast skeletal collection frameworks raised as staging structures, the necessary
first step before the precise stellar-orbital calibration that would have brought them online. The
unpacking and erection was the easy part. The calibration was not. Generation One always
intended to finish the work once things stabilized. Things never stabilized in the way that intention
required, and the engineers who understood the calibration math died — to age, to Aetheris, to
the same attrition that thinned every specialist lineage in this period — before they finished it.

Casualties Beyond the Crash

Generation One's death toll did not end with the impact. Aetheris exposure — though it had no
name yet, only symptoms — killed an unknown but significant number of survivors in the first
decades, before anyone understood what was happening to them. Early deaths were attributed to
crash-related injury, contaminated supplies, or unknown illness. By the time a pattern was
recognized, the people who might have recognized it earlier were already dead, and the survivors
who remained had developed a working assumption: something about this planet is dangerous in
ways we don't understand, and the safest response is caution, containment, and not asking too
many questions about things that don't have answers.

This instinct — caution as survival, unanswered questions as a hazard to be managed rather than
pursued — is the direct ancestor of the Council's information suppression centuries later. It did not
start as control. It started as grief management for a generation that had already lost too much to
a threat it couldn't name.

Generation Two — The Hardening
(Years ~30-70)

From Authority to Structure

The children of Generation One did not experience the crash. They experienced its aftermath as
simply how things were. The improvised authority structure their parents had built under pressure
was, to them, not an emergency measure — it was the way Arbour worked, because it was the only
way Arbour had ever worked in their living memory.



This is where the Council becomes an institution rather than a group of competent survivors.
Generation Two formalized what Generation One had improvised: succession (initially informal —
children of the original authority figures simply continued doing what their parents had done, with
the same access and the same trust), then increasingly formal (designated roles, internal
hierarchy, the beginnings of what would become the Twelve's secrecy, though the Twelve as a
defined body does not yet exist in this period).

The Tier System's Quiet Birth

The tier system did not begin as policy. It began as geography and habit, and policy followed it
rather than the other way around.

Survivors who had held positions of institutional power on Earth — the demographic Project
Arbour's selection process had already favored — tended to cluster near the functioning reactors
and the original ship's better-preserved sections, partly because their pre-crash skills were
disproportionately the skills needed to maintain those systems, and partly because proximity to
authority has always been self-reinforcing. Survivors with fewer institutional connections, more
varied skills, or simply worse luck in where they ended up when the ship came to rest, settled in
less structurally sound sections, further from the reactors, with less reliable everything.

Generation Two's children grew up in those locations. Geography became address. Address
became, without anyone declaring it, an informal marker of status. By the end of Generation Two,
the pattern was visible enough that people could name it, even though nobody could point to the
meeting where it was decided.

This is the critical mechanism: nobody in Generation Two sat down and designed a hierarchy.
They inherited a geography that already had one embedded in it, and every subsequent generation
made small, locally reasonable decisions — who gets prioritized for repairs, whose children get
apprenticed into which trades, whose section gets power first during a shortage — that each,
individually, made sense, and that cumulatively hardened geography into caste.

The First Suppression — Cael Morrow's
Predecessor

Generation Two produced the first recorded instance of what would become a recurring
institutional pattern: someone discovers an inconvenient truth about the city's actual resources,
and the institution — not any single malicious actor within it — moves to contain that discovery.

Bren Castellan, an engineer in the lineage that would become the Azure Branch, raised the solar
array question around year 50 — old enough to have grown up hearing, secondhand, that the
arrays were "still being assessed," young enough to be the first generation with no personal
memory of why that phrase had ever made sense. Bren did not discover anything dramatic. There



was no hidden report, no smoking gun — just the plain, available fact that the arrays had stood
erected and uncalibrated for two decades, and nobody currently working could explain why the
calibration had never been scheduled.

Bren asked. Then asked again, more formally, through the proper channels available at the time.
The answer was always some version of the same thing: still being assessed, still a resourcing
question, not yet the right moment. Bren did not accept this quietly, and did not escalate it into a
fight either — what Bren did, for roughly fifteen years, was simply keep asking, periodically,
through ordinary channels, in the unglamorous way a person keeps raising a maintenance item
that never quite makes it onto the schedule. It was never treated as a crisis. It was never treated
as anything at all, which was its own kind of answer Bren never got to hear stated plainly.

Bren died around year 65 in a structural collapse during routine maintenance work elsewhere in
the ship — a section of original ring-frame construction, weakened by three decades of inherited
procedure and undermaintained inspection, gave way during an unrelated repair. The death had
nothing to do with the solar arrays, the calibration question, or anything Bren had spent fifteen
years quietly asking about. It was, in the most literal sense available, an accident — the kind of
death a centuries-old vessel produces routinely, with no larger meaning attached to it by anyone
who was there.

Nobody silenced Bren. Nobody needed to. The question simply stopped being asked, not
because it was answered or because anyone decided to bury it, but because the one person who
had kept it alive, year after year, through nothing more dramatic than persistence, was gone, and
nobody who came after had either the memory or the standing to pick it back up. This is the
precise template Cael Morrow's case follows one generation later — not a dramatic silencing, but
an institution discovering that some questions die of natural causes if you simply wait long enough,
and learning, without ever deciding to learn it, that waiting works.

By the end of Generation Two, deferring the solar array question was simply standard practice —
the kind of answer a new official would be told to give without ever being told why, because the
people who knew why were dead, and the procedure had outlived its original justification the way a
coolant relay procedure outlives the engineer who wrote it.

Generation Three — Calcification
(Years ~70-120)

The Tier System Becomes Permanent

By Generation Three, the tier system is no longer something anyone experiences as a choice. It has
its own vocabulary, its own dialect markers, its own transit infrastructure (the Spine's construction



falls in this period — see Transport Within Arbour — specifically built to formalize and control
vertical movement between tiers that had, until then, been managed informally). It has produced
its first multi-generational families with entrenched institutional memory of how to maintain their
position — the lineages that will eventually populate the Traditionalist faction within the Twelve.

This is also, not coincidentally, the period in which the energy suppression decision stops being
defensible as triage and becomes, functionally, policy. The Frames have now stood, erected and
uncalibrated, for three generations — close enough to working that everyone can see them on
clear days, far enough from working that nobody currently alive remembers what finishing them
would actually require. Nobody currently making decisions about them was alive when the
calibration was first deferred. The original engineers who understood the stellar-orbital math are
long dead. Calibrating them now would not just require labor — it would require admitting that the
scarcity Arbour has organized its entire social structure around contains a substantial, deliberately
unexamined exception, sitting in plain sight on the horizon the whole time.

Nobody decides to keep lying. The lying simply never stops, because stopping would
require someone to first notice it had started, and the entire structure of Generation
Three's Arbour is organized in ways that make noticing expensive, dangerous, and
professionally suicidal.

The Twelve Take Shape

It's in Generation Three that something resembling the modern Twelve first forms — not as a
deliberate secret society from its founding, but as the inevitable consequence of an authority
structure that had, by now, accumulated enough actual power that its members began to
recognize the value of not being formally accountable to the wider survivor population's nominal
governing processes. The Outer Council — the visible, elected, genuinely-believed-in body —
develops in parallel during this period, partly as a pressure release: a venue where the broader
population's growing sense that something was being managed without their input could be
expressed and partially addressed, without ever touching the actual levers of energy policy or
information control.

This dual structure — visible governance that is real but bounded, invisible governance that holds
the actual levers — is Generation Three's most consequential and least intentional invention. No
one built it as a strategy. It is what happens when a competence-based authority structure that
started genuinely transparent (because hiding anything from people you're huddled with in a
damaged ship is nearly impossible) gradually accumulates enough complexity, distance, and
unaccountable tradition that secrecy becomes the path of least resistance rather than a deliberate
choice.



Generations Four Through Nine —
The Long Quiet (Years ~120-270)

This document's detailed account ends at Year 120, by design. The founding period — the
part worth telling in scene-level, decision-level detail — is genuinely over by Generation Three: the
tier system has calcified, the Twelve have taken shape, the dual structure of visible and invisible
governance is in place. Everything that happens between Year 120 and the present day is,
deliberately, not a story in the same sense. It is six more generations of the same inherited
structure being inherited again, with nothing decisive enough to need its own account.

This is not a gap in the worldbuilding. It is the worldbuilding. The single hardest thing for an
institution-momentum story to convey honestly is that institutional momentum doesn't run out of
material — it just keeps not-deciding, generation after generation, long after anyone could tell you
why. Six generations of nothing happening, structurally, is not an absence this document needs to
fill. It's the most accurate possible account of what those six generations actually were.

A few things are worth holding as true of this period, without needing scene-level detail for any of
them: the tier system, the Twelve, and the Outer Council all continue exactly as Generation Three
left them, with the usual slow accumulation of multi-generational family lineages (the Traditionalist
families' "multi-generational Twelve membership," referenced throughout Political Systems,
accrues across exactly this stretch). The Frames remain erected and uncalibrated, now far enough
in the past that nobody currently alive has ever heard a credible account of why. Aetheris's slow
worsening, per Technical Appendices, continues compounding across this entire span. Cael
Morrow's death (Generation Three) recedes from a recent, locally-remembered event into the half-
legendary Sprawl story it is by the time Book One opens.

Present day — the start of Book One — is Generation Ten, approximately Year 300 post-
crash. This is now the locked figure for "how long ago did Arbour's founding happen,"” consistent
with the "three centuries" language already used throughout the geography and hull-core material
(structural fatigue, the Sprawl's footprint, the hull metal "still structurally active after three
centuries"). At a generation length of 30 years — the cleanest figure consistent with both this
document's internal Year 0-120 structure and the existing "30-40 years" working assumption —
ten generations span the full 300 years from impact to present.

Generation Years Status
1 0-30 Detailed above — Triage
2 30-60 Detailed above — Hardening; Bren
Castellan
3 60-90 Detailed above — Calcification; Cael

Morrow



Generation Years Status

4-9 90-270 The Long Quiet — six generations, no
scene-level detail, structure continues
inherited rather than decided

10 270-300 Present day — Book One opens

What This Means for the Story

The Council's defense, if anyone in it were ever forced to articulate one, would be true
and insufficient at the same time: nobody currently in power created this system. They
inherited it, the same way the Sprawl inherited the shed. This is not exculpatory. It is the entire
horror of institutional momentum — that everyone involved can be telling the truth about their own
innocence and the system can still be guilty.

Cael Morrow's death, in the generation immediately after Bren Castellan's, is not an
aberration. It is the system performing a function it has performed before — performed, in fact,
for the very first time within living memory of Bren's own unanswered question — because the
procedure for containing this exact kind of discovery is, by Morrow's time, already inherited and
unexamined, just as it is for fixing a coolant relay. Nobody alive when Morrow died remembered
why the procedure existed, or that it had a beginning at all. It simply worked, the way it always
had.

Wren's own buried history fits this same pattern at the individual scale. The institution
that erased Wren's memory of resistance did not invent a new method for the occasion — it used a
containment instinct that traces, in unbroken lineage, back to Generation One's grief-driven
caution about unanswered questions. The same impulse that made the first survivors stop asking
why people were dying made, four generations later, a Council that could not conceive of any
response to inconvenient knowledge except to make it disappear.

Open Follow-Ups

e [x] The Generation Two suppression figure — v resolved. Bren Castellan, proto-
Azure-Branch engineer, raised the solar array calibration question around year 50 and
kept raising it for roughly fifteen years through ordinary channels — never escalated into
confrontation, never resolved, never silenced. Died around year 65 in an unrelated
structural accident during routine maintenance. The question died with Bren, not through
suppression but through nobody else having the standing or memory to keep asking.
Establishes the exact template Cael Morrow's case later follows: institutional forgetting,
not institutional violence, as the default containment mechanism.



e [ ] Exact founding figures of Generation One — names for the senior surviving officer
and the early reactor/agricultural authority figures are not yet established. Worth deciding
whether any of these lineages survive into the present-day Twelve (a Traditionalist family
tracing its authority directly to a Generation One figure would be a strong detail).

e [x] Timeline cross-check — v resolved. Present day is Generation Ten, Year 300
post-crash, at a locked generation length of 30 years. This document's detailed Years
0-120 account covers Generations One through Three; Generations Four through Nine
(Years 120-270) are deliberately left as unscened "Long Quiet" — see new section above.
Reconciled against the "three centuries" language already used throughout the
geography/hull-core material, which is now the anchor figure rather than a loose estimate.
Also corrected: Cael Morrow's generation relative to Bren Castellan (one generation later,
not three — Bren is Gen 2, Morrow is Gen 3, both within this document's detailed span)
and the Sprawl legend-mutation figure for Morrow's story (seven generations of drift to
present day, not three).

e [ ] Relationship to Wayfarer Divergence — this document establishes the conditions
(gradual calcification, no single decisive moment) that Wayfarer Divergence needs to be
consistent with. See that document for the corresponding account of who didn't calcify
and why.



Wayfarer Divergence

Lives in: World & Lore — History & Timeline. Companion to Founding Generations, which
establishes the conditions this document assumes: a tier system that calcified gradually, over three
generations, with no single decisive moment anyone could point to and say "that is when it
happened." The Wayfarers are the other thing that gradual drift produced. Not everyone calcified.
Some people simply never stopped moving.

Note on geography: this document assumes two known continents — Arbour's, and the one the
Wayfarers eventually settled — separated by ocean. "Known" is deliberate; nothing here forecloses
the existence of others. See Cordis Map (PENDING) for the planet's full geography once built.

Overview

There is no Wayfarer founding document, no manifesto, no single crossing that history remembers
as the crossing. This is not an oversight in the record. It is the record. The Wayfarers do not keep
the kind of archive that produces founding documents, and the reason they don't is itself part of
what they diverged over.

What happened, across roughly the same three generations that hardened Arbour's tier system
into something permanent, was the opposite process running in parallel: a steady, unglamorous
trickle of people who never fully entered the hierarchy Generation Two and Three were building,
and who kept moving — first away from Arbour's center, then away from Arbour's continent
entirely — until enough of them had gone, and stayed gone, and raised children who'd never
known anything else, that "Wayfarer" stopped meaning people who left and started meaning a
people.

Generation One — The Ones Who
Didn't Stop Moving



Before There Was Anything to Diverge
From

In the first years after the crash, nobody was settled. Survival meant searching — for usable
shelter, for safe water, for land that wasn't actively hazardous, for other survivors. Everyone, in this
period, was provisionally nomadic, because nothing had been built yet to be settled in.

The seed of the Wayfarers is not a rejection of Arbour. Arbour did not exist yet to reject. The seed
is simply this: as the proto-Council's authority began to coalesce around the crash site and the
surviving reactors, some survivors did not coalesce with it.

This was not, in Generation One, an ideological position. It was often circumstance — search
parties that went out for supplies or other survivors and kept finding reasons to range further,
groups who'd ended up separated from the main wreckage site by geography and simply built their
lives around staying mobile rather than undertaking a hazardous return journey, individuals and
families who found the emerging center's developing hierarchy of competence-based authority
alienating for reasons they couldn't yet articulate, and people whose pre-crash skills — the very
skills Project Arbour's selection process had systematically undervalued — gave them no particular
reason to want a seat near the reactors in the first place.

The Early Difference in Kind

What distinguished these early ranging groups from ordinary survivors-not-yet-resettled was what
happened as the first years passed and the center did start to solidify. Most survivors drifted
toward it, drawn by the basic gravity of pooled resources, accumulated safety, and a functioning, if
exhausted, social structure. The people who would become Wayfarer ancestors didn't.

Some of this was, even at this early stage, a values question rather than pure circumstance: as the
proto-Council's authority began visibly concentrating around reactor access and engineering
competence, a recognizable type of person — distrustful of concentrated authority, more
comfortable trusting direct observation than secondhand report, suspicious of structures that asked
you to take safety on faith rather than verify it yourself — found themselves choosing the harder,
more uncertain path of staying mobile over the easier path of settling near what looked, even then,
like it was becoming a hierarchy.

Generation Two — The Pattern
Becomes a Way of Life



Range Expands

By Generation Two, the people who hadn't settled weren't simply unsettled survivors anymore —
they were people raising children who had never known anything but movement. This is the
generational hinge, identical in mechanism to (and running in the opposite direction from) the
hinge described in Founding Generations: a way of living that began as circumstance becomes, for
the children who inherit it without ever having chosen it, simply how things are.

Range expanded outward from the crash site over this period — not as a deliberate strategic
withdrawal, but because a people whose entire mode of survival was built around mobility, direct
observation of land and weather, and trusting one another's senses over institutional record
naturally moved toward the parts of Cordis that rewarded those skills, and away from the parts of
Cordis that were increasingly organized around different ones: reactor proximity, document access,
institutional standing.

The Badlands as Crucible

The territory that would come to be called the Badlands is where this divergence sharpened from
circumstance into something closer to identity. Survival out there required exactly the skills the
emerging Wayfarer lineages already had and were passing down — reading land, reading weather,
reading Aetheris's early, unnamed symptoms directly through observation rather than through a
report from someone else who'd observed it. It did not reward the skills the emerging Council's
hierarchy was organizing itself around.

This is also where the first generation of genuinely mixed, non-hierarchical communities took
shape. Species had carried disproportionate pre-crash status onto the original ark's manifest — a
bias that was actively calcifying into Arbour's tier system during this same period, as Founding
Generations describes. Out in the Badlands, with no institutional record to inherit that bias from
and no reactor-adjacent hierarchy to enforce it, species-based status simply had nothing to attach
to. Authority instead attached to the only thing that mattered to a group that lived or died by direct
observation: who had, over time, demonstrably been right.

This is the direct ancestor of the Wayfarer principle that authority comes from accumulated
wisdom rather than status — it didn't begin as a philosophy. It began as the only system that made
functional sense for people in this situation, and only became a philosophy once Generation
Three's children had grown up entirely inside it and could see, by then, exactly what it was that
Arbour was doing differently, and why they didn't want it.

Generation Three — The Ocean



Why Cross At All

By Generation Three, the ideological gap between the Badlands-ranging communities and Arbour
proper had become wide enough to notice and name on both sides — though neither side, in this
period, had fully formalized what the other word, "Wayfarer," would come to mean. Arbour was, by
now, visibly a tiered, record-bound, authority-by-institution society. The ranging communities were
visibly something else: mobile, mixed, authority-by-demonstrated-wisdom.

The ocean crossing did not happen because of a single crisis or a single decision to leave
everything behind. It happened the same way everything else in this document happened:
gradually, in small movements, compounding over generations, each one locally reasonable and
none of them, individually, a founding moment.

Coastal Badlands communities were already, by Generation Two's end, the furthest-ranging of the
early non-settling groups — pushed there partly by the same logic that pushed them away from
Arbour's center in the first place, and partly because the coast offered resources and relative
safety from the worst Aetheris concentrations further inland, which tended to cluster nearer the
original crash debris field. From the coast, the ocean was simply the next unknown to range into,
for people whose entire culture was already organized around treating land they hadn't yet read as
something to go read, not something to avoid.

A Long, Unglamorous Crossing

There was no single fleet, no single year, no single named expedition that "discovered" the second
continent. Small groups crossed over an extended span — advance scouts first, by whatever
vessels coastal salvage and improvised craft could produce, finding what was on the other side,
returning or not returning, word filtering back through the same sideways, person-to-person
channels that moved everything else through these communities. Then small groups followed, then
more.

This should read as unglamorous and a little anticlimactic by design, in deliberate contrast to
Arbour's crash — which has an exact date, a precise cause, a documented sequence of
catastrophic events. The Wayfarers' arrival on their continent has none of that. It has no Kugelblitz
Jettison Mathematics. It has only: people kept going, in twos and threes and family groups, across a
span of years that nobody at the time thought to mark as historic, until enough of them had gone
that it stopped being a frontier and started being home.

This is consistent with — and is in fact the origin of — why Wayfarer oral tradition carries history
the way it does: through accumulated story rather than fixed document. A gradual, multi-
generational crossing with no single founding moment does not produce a founding document. It
produces exactly what the Wayfarers have: layered, evolving story, carried by people, revised in
the telling, true in shape rather than true in detail — the same epistemology Section "The
Wayfarers — Necessary Context" in Aran's character document already establishes as central to
who they are.



What They Took With Them

Practical knowledge: agricultural techniques, salvage and repair skills, whatever portable
technology coastal Badlands communities had accumulated or improvised. Genetic material in the
most literal sense — the seed varieties that would, centuries later, diverge under different
continent's cultivation into the recognizably-related-but-strange crops that reach Arbour's black
market through three or four intermediary hands (see Water Recycling and Food Production).

What they did not take, deliberately or otherwise: the tier system's assumptions, the Council's
information architecture, any framework that treated species as a proxy for status. They left those
behind the way a person leaves behind a coat that never fit — not in a single dramatic act of
rejection, but because by the time enough of them had crossed to start building something new,
those assumptions had already stopped making sense to people who'd spent three generations
living a different way.

The Free Territories Beyond the
Wayfarers

The Wayfarers were the first and remain the largest and most organized group to make the
crossing, but per existing canon (Water Recycling and Food Production — "The Free Territories
Beyond the Wayfarers"), they are not the only population on the second continent. Fixed
settlements exist in sheltered locations. Other nomadic groups move through territory the
Wayfarers don't claim. Some of these are understood, in Wayfarer oral tradition, as distant
relatives — groups that diverged from the same gradual crossing and went their own way once
they arrived, splitting again the way the original departure from Arbour had split from the proto-
Council. Others have no connection to the ark at all in their own self-understanding, though they
descend, genetically and historically, from the same crash survivors as everyone else on Cordis.

This document does not resolve the relationship between the Wayfarers and these other groups
beyond what's already established — that relationship belongs to Aeolian Wayfarer Social Structure
(PENDING) and potentially its own document, should the story require it.

What This Means for the Story

Wayfarer culture is not a rejection of Arbour. It predates Arbour having anything
definite to reject. By the time the divergence was complete enough to hame, both sides had
simply finished becoming two different answers to the same original problem: how do you organize



survival, with incomplete information, after a catastrophe nobody asked for. Arbour's answer was
control, record, hierarchy. The Wayfarers' answer was movement, observation, accumulated trust.
Neither side chose the other's answer to spite it. Each was simply complete by the time anyone
thought to compare them.

This gives Aran's trust in his own senses a true cultural ancestry, not just a personal one.
His character document already states that his instinct-trust is "inherited, cultural, and earned
three times over" — this document is where the inherited and cultural parts come from: three to
four generations of people whose entire survival depended on trusting direct observation over
institutional record, because for most of that history, there was no institutional record to trust
instead. When the Convergence forges the click against him, it isn't only exploiting Aran's personal
competence. It's exploiting a worldview four generations deep.

This also clarifies what Wren is up against, structurally, in a way the existing
documents gesture at but don't fully connect. Arbour's information architecture — misfiled
reports, reference numbers nobody can find without already knowing them, the entire suppression
mechanism Founding Generations describes — is the institutional answer to the same uncertainty
the Wayfarers answered with oral tradition and direct observation. Two civilizations, one shared
trauma, two opposite epistemologies. Wren and Aran meeting is not just two protagonists meeting.
It is, underneath the plot, those two epistemologies finally being forced into the same room.

Open Follow-Ups

e [ ] Naming and dating the crossing more precisely — "Generation Three" is given
here as the period when crossing began in earnest, consistent with Founding Generations'
three-generation calcification timeline, but exact dates (and whether crossing continued
into Generation Four and beyond, which seems likely given the gradual model) are not
pinned down.

o [ ] Specific coastal Badlands communities who became the first crossing groups
— referenced generically here; naming a specific community or region (and deciding
whether it still exists, in some form, as a waypoint or relative of the Wayfarers) is open.

e [ ] Vessel/crossing logistics — what coastal salvage and improvised craft a Generation
Two/Three community could plausibly build, and how dangerous the ocean itself is
(existing canon already establishes "what's been lost trying" as an open World Systems
To-Do item) — needs a physical/technical pass, likely alongside Transit Physics or a
dedicated ocean-and-geography document.

e [ ] The "Aeolian" qualifier — the directory tree refers to "Aeolian Wayfarer social
structure" as a pending document title; this document doesn't establish what "Aeolian"
means or whether it's a formal/regional/clan-level distinction within Wayfarer culture as a
whole. Needs resolution when that document is built — could be a sub-group, could be a
naming-pass relic worth checking.

e [ ] Relationship between the Wayfarers and the Free Territories' other groups —
sketched here per existing canon but not resolved; natural scope for its own document if



the series needs it.



What ARBOUR | 05 Knew
What ARBOUR | 05 Knew

Lives in: World & Lore - History & Timeline. Companion to Founding Generations, The Great
Stripping, and Technical Appendices (Kugelblitz Jettison Mathematics, Propulsion & Launch
Logistics). This document was originally scoped as "Suppression of Earth's Recovery" — that
framing is retired. There was no recovery to suppress; the Great Stripping was terminal, and
nothing in this document contradicts that. What this document covers instead is the actual,
ongoing suppression embedded in Arbour's founding history: not a lie about Earth, but a lie about
what ARBOUR|05's own people saw happening to Jian Wei, and when, and what they did or didn't
do about it.

Overview

There is no secret about Earth. The Magnetosphere Collapse was real, terminal, and is not in
dispute anywhere in this document. Project Arbour's five arks left a planet that was, by every
measure the Committee had, beyond saving on any timescale that mattered to anyone alive at
launch. Nothing here revises that.

What Arbour's founding generation actually has reason to bury is smaller, closer to home, and
considerably harder to live with: the gap between when something first seemed wrong with
Jian Wei, and when anyone aboard ARBOUR|05 was willing to act on it.

This is not a story about people who knew and said nothing. Per the existing, locked record (
Kugelblitz Jettison Mathematics, Propulsion & Launch Logistics), Wei's affliction compromised his
judgment and autonomy without anyone around him recognising what was happening in time to
stop it. That fact does not change here. What this document adds is the harder, messier truth
sitting just behind it: "nobody recognised it in time" is true, and it is also not the same thing as
"nobody noticed anything at all." Several people noticed something. None of them had the
framework, the authority, or — in the most painful cases — the willingness to push past their own
uncertainty before it became too late to matter.



What Was Actually Seen

Before the Cascade

Aetheris had no name yet, aboard ARBOUR|05, during the final approach to Cordis. It had no
diagnostic category, no Stage One through Four framework, nothing resembling the language this
document's later companion pieces use to describe it. What the crew had instead was a senior
researcher whose behaviour had been changing, gradually, for long enough that the change had
started to feel less like an event and more like simply how Wei was these days — the same
normalising drift that makes Stage One symptoms invisible even centuries later, here happening
for the very first time, to the very first person it ever happened to, aboard a ship with no precedent
and no name for what they were watching.

Colleagues noted, separately and without comparing notes in any way that survives in any record,
a handful of things: Wei working irregular hours even by the standards of a research team running
final approach calculations. Sharper, more erratic shifts in temperament than the people who'd
served alongside him for years were recognised as normal. A few uncharacteristic errors in routine
calculations, caught and corrected by others, were dismissed as fatigue. Nobody connected these
to each other. There was no reason to, yet. Aetheris had not been observed by human science
before this voyage in any form anyone could recognise after the fact as Aetheris.

The Closest Thing to a Warning

Amara Okonkwo-Reyes, an engineer on the outer-system integration team, worked directly
alongside Wei during the brief survey stop where the harvested material and residual energy were
first assessed (see Interstellar Navigation and Fuel Mathematics, Part Five). She was not in Wei's
command chain — integration was, for that stop, a flat working group rather than a hierarchy, and
she had no authority to relieve him of anything even if she'd had a reason that felt solid enough to
use it.

What she noticed, during the stop itself, was nothing she could have named cleanly even at the
time. Wei seemed distracted — not exhausted, not erratic in any way that matched ordinary
fatigue, but as though part of his attention had quietly relocated somewhere else and simply hadn't
come back. She mentioned it once, informally, to a colleague, who agreed something seemed
slightly off and then, like everyone else aboard, had no framework for what "slightly off" should
actually mean in a system with no precedent for it.

It was only weeks later, with final approach to Cordis underway and Wei's irregular hours and
sharpened temperament becoming harder to wave off as ordinary strain, that Amara filed
something formal — a logged concern through proper channels, flagging a pattern she still could
not fully articulate beyond "something changed during the integration stop, and it hasn't changed
back." The concern was received, logged, and scheduled for review at the next available



command-staff session.
That session was four days out. The cascade began first.

This is the seed of what gets buried. Not a smoking gun. A timestamp on a logged concern, four
days before the cascade, and the gap between that timestamp and the moment everything went
wrong — sitting in the official record for anyone with the access and the inclination to do the
arithmetic.

What the Founding Generation Did
With What They Knew

Immediately After

In the chaos described in Founding Generations — triage, grief, the desperate work of keeping
survivors alive on a planet that was not the one they'd been promised — nobody had the
bandwidth to investigate exactly how the catastrophe had started. This is not suppression. This is a
simple, forgivable human limitation under a genuine crisis. The official account that crystallised in
the first years — Wei's affliction, unrecognised until too late, a tragedy nobody could have
prevented — was not a lie at the time it was first told. It was the truth, as far as anyone telling it
actually knew or had time to verify.

Where It Becomes Suppression

The shift happens the same way every other shift in Founding Generations happens: gradually,
across the second and third generations, as the people who held the actual logged record — the
timestamp on the closest thing to a warning, the gap between concern and cascade — either died,
or rose into the same accumulating authority structure that was simultaneously calcifying the tier
system and burying the solar arrays.

By Generation Two, the full official record exists, technically, in the Tabularium's earliest archive —
not destroyed, not falsified, simply never highlighted, never cross-referenced, never assembled
into the shape that would make its implications obvious to a casual reader. This is the same
containment mechanism Founding Generations identifies as the Council's first instinct, here applied
one generation earlier and to a far more sensitive target: not "what really happened," which the
official account already answers honestly, but "how much warning was there, really, and who
decided not to escalate it fast enough."



What makes this suppression rather than simple historical neglect is a specific, ongoing
institutional incentive: the founding generation's authority — the same competence-based
authority described in Founding Generations as the seed of the Council — rests partly on the
implicit claim that they did everything right under impossible circumstances. A surfaced timestamp
showing a logged, unactioned concern does not accuse anyone of malice. It does something almost
worse to an institution that has built its legitimacy on having handled an unprecedented crisis as
well as it possibly could: it shows that "as well as it possibly could" had a small, human gap in it,
and that gap has simply never been examined closely enough for anyone to find out how large it
actually was.

Why Nobody Has Ever Closed the Loop

No single Council generation made an active decision to keep this buried. Per the pattern
established throughout Founding Generations, this is institutional momentum, not conspiracy: the
record exists, accessible in principle, uncatalogued and unindexed in practice, the same way AZ-3-
0047-C and AZ-1-0003-I sit findable only by reference number nobody currently has reason to go
looking for. Surfacing it would require someone to ask a question nobody currently has any reason
to ask — was there really no warning, or was there a warning nobody acted on fast enough — and
Arbour's entire information architecture, per Political Systems, is built around exactly the kind of
curated incompleteness that ensures inconvenient questions rarely get asked twice.

What This Means for the Story

This gives Arbour's founding myth its own quiet original sin, distinct from but
structurally identical to the tier system's. Just as the first Council suppressed energy
resources out of genuine crisis-era necessity and never deliberately chose to keep suppressing
them, the founding generation never chose to bury the Wei record. They simply never had reason
to revisit it, and every generation after them inherited a silence nobody actively maintained, but
nobody ever broke it either.

It preserves Wei's established tragedy completely. Wei is not retroactively made more
culpable, and nobody around him is retroactively made negligent or cruel. The horror here is
structural, the same horror that runs through this entire document set: a system can fail someone
completely while every individual inside it is doing something locally reasonable, and the truest,
saddest fact about the whole sequence — that there might have been a few more hours, logged
and then lost in the chaos, when something could conceivably have been different — is exactly the
kind of fact an institution built on its own founding competence has no incentive to ever go looking
for.

It opens a future, optional thread rather than demanding one in Book One. Per the
original brief that produced this document, this is background history — not necessarily something
Wren personally touches. But the architecture is now compatible with a future discovery, should



the series want one: a buried timestamp, sitting in the Tabularium's earliest archive, findable the
same way AZ-3-0047-C was findable — by already knowing exactly what to look for.

Open Follow-Ups

e [x] Name the specific crew member/role for "The Closest Thing to a Warning." v
Resolved. Amara Okonkwo-Reyes, an engineer on the outer-system integration team
who worked alongside Wei during the harvest itself, noticed an inarticulable behavioral
shift (distraction, attention "somewhere else"), and filed a formal logged concern weeks
later as final approach made the pattern harder to dismiss. Not in Wei's command chain;
no authority to act unilaterally.

e [x] Decide the exact gap window — v resolved. Four days between Amara's logged
concern and the cascade — the concern was scheduled for review at the next command-
staff session, which the cascade preempted. Consistent with the existing 21-second
jettison window and T+~0.05s confrontation timing; this gap is a separate, earlier window
(days, not seconds) and doesn't conflict with either locked figure.

e [x] Whether this ever surfaces in Book One or stays purely background — v
resolved. Stays purely background/structural — never a Wren-discoverable thread in Book
One. Consistent with keeping Wren's personal-history reveal and the Five Arks threads on
separate tracks (see Wren Emberlain, Open Follow-Ups) rather than converging every
piece of archival material into one storyline.



