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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.
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