




A Record for the Curious, the Wounded, and 
the Lost

They say Yellowfield is only a field if you walk it once.

The second time, it becomes a mirror.

The third, a wound.

By the fourth, you no longer count steps.

This guide is no map of certainty — it is a record of 

fragments, notes, and testimony gathered by those who 

lingered here too long. Landmarks shift, silence carries 

weight, and flowers burn without fire. What you hold is 

not truth, but memory layered upon memory.

Carry these pages as you would a lantern: not for light, 

but for company. The field has its own way of 

remembering, and sometimes, it remembers you back.

Butterflies are for children. Yellowfield is for the grown who still dare to grieve.






















