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POV: Sonar Technician Sarah Chen
Location: Bangor Submarine Base
Time: December 2024
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Act I:  Detection
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The Acoustic Analysis Center at Bangor Submarine Base smelled of ozone and stale coffee. Outside, December rain hammered the reinforced windows. Inside, blue-green console glow turned everything ghostly.

Sarah Chen liked the night shift. The Navy had trouble monitoring its monitors after midnight.

She was twenty-eight, brilliant at pattern recognition, and—according to her last fitness report—possessed a "disconcerting tendency toward unauthorized curiosity." That curiosity was the only thing keeping her in the Navy seven years after enlisting. She was wrestling with her exit plan: lucrative civilian contract in Seattle, or transfer to San Diego. But the sonar always pulled her back.

She sipped from the battered thermos beside her keyboard—her father's thermos, still carrying the faint scent of strong black coffee. David Chen had worked night shift at Puget Sound Naval Shipyard for thirty years, welding submarine hulls. He'd given it to her at boot camp: "Night shift is when the real work happens, Sare-bear. That's when you see what others miss."

He'd died nine years ago. Welding accident, the official report said. But Sarah still carried the thermos every shift.

Growing up in Kitsap County, she knew these waters. Summers kayaking near Bainbridge Island, watching gray submarine shapes move through the Sound. She understood the deep trenches, the glacially-carved channels, the acoustic properties that made sonar tracking both fascinating and frustrating.

Tonight, Puget Sound performed its usual dark opera: distant freighter heading north, seals hunting near Bainbridge, soft rolling shudder of water over the trenches where ballistic missile submarines loved to hide.

Her eyes scanned the hydrophone feed from deep-water sensors off the Maury Island shelf—a complex acoustic region known for confusing passive sonar. The shelf created a "shadow zone" where sound bent and reflected unpredictably, where submarines could hide if the captain knew the geometry.

She was tracking USS Nevada, an Ohio-class ballistic missile submarine running quiet maneuvers. The Nevada was playing adversary, trying to infiltrate Puget Sound undetected. Cold War scenario, very real during the '70s and '80s.

At 02:14, the sub's signature appeared exactly where expected—a gray smudge in the data, moving slowly along the Vashon Island trench at 400 feet, bearing 285 degrees, four knots.

Sarah logged it and switched focus to ambient noise floor, checking for surface traffic.

Then the anomaly hit.

A pulse. Brief, powerful, rhythmic surge of low-frequency energy. Lasting exactly 1.3 seconds, followed by 5.5 seconds of absolute silence in that frequency range.

Then it repeated.

Pulse. Silence. Pulse. Silence.

Sarah's hand froze. She felt it through her headset—pressure bypassing her ears, resonating in her chest. Like standing too close to a massive subwoofer.

Physical. Intentional.

She isolated the frequency band. The pulse was coming from approximately 800 feet down, deep in the trench, right on the edge of the Maury Island shelf. South of the Nevada's position.

Empty water and rock.
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Act II: The Analysis
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Sarah leaned forward until her cheek nearly touched the screen. The pulse was mathematical. Metronomic precision.

Not seismic—earthquake activity produced chaotic, broadband noise, not this mechanical rhythm.

Not biological—even echolocating dolphins had organic variation.

This was deliberate.

She ran full source analysis, comparing the signature against the Navy database: submarine power plants, torpedo propulsion, underwater construction equipment, research vessel thrusters, tidal turbines, thermal vents.

Thirty seconds later, harsh red letters flashed:

NO MATCH FOUND

"Impossible," she murmured.

She pulled up the 3D bathymetric map. The sound came from a location mapped as steep rock wall—a sheer drop from 600 feet to over 900 feet, part of the glacially-carved trench system.

Yet whatever produced this signature was generating enough power to register clearly on sensors two miles away. It sounded like an engine—massive, unstoppable—but the frequency was wrong, the repetition bizarre.

Like a heartbeat made of steel, beating in the cold dark.

Sarah spent forty minutes trying to debunk her own data. She'd been fooled before—three months ago, nearly logged a gray whale with unusual vocalizations. Last year, a new tech mistook a cargo ship's bow thruster for a submarine. False positives killed careers.

Diagnostics: all sensors nominal.

Atmospheric ducting check: no temperature inversions, water column thermally stable.

Signal ghosting analysis: Nevada was too far away, wrong direction, completely different signature.

Historical records: no cable maintenance, no salvage operations, no research vessels. The Maury Island shelf was restricted waters during exercises. No civilian traffic.

Every test confirmed the same truth: the pulse was real, localized, and operating in a manner that defied all known naval engineering.

Sarah sat back, heart hammering. Seven years of sonar analysis—she'd never encountered anything like this. Unknown contacts were supposed to resolve into something familiar. They weren't supposed to become more mysterious.

She glanced at her phone beside the keyboard. Cameras were disabled at the gate—tamper-evident sticker checked at random intervals. But you could record audio.

Sarah picked up the phone, unlocked it, opened voice recorder. Her hands were steadier than expected. She adjusted her headset, held the phone's microphone close, and hit record.

The pulse came through clearly. That deep, rhythmic thrum she could feel as much as hear. The mathematical precision, the unnatural intervals, the sheer power behind each surge.

Thirty seconds. Four complete cycles.

She stopped recording, checked the file had saved. Timestamp: 02:57 AM, December 15, 2024.

Not much. But something—evidence outside the Navy's systems, outside their control.

Protocol demanded immediate reporting of unidentified contacts in restricted waters. Tier-1 alert. Wake the base commander, sector admiral, Naval Intelligence. Maybe Langley.

And certainly Lieutenant Commander Marcus Webb.
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Act III: Webb's Warning
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Webb was Sarah's direct supervisor. Fifty-two, career intelligence officer, thirty years learning that survival meant avoiding waves. He saw his job as keeping waters calm.

The kind of man who'd bury a ghost to avoid messy debriefings.

Sarah clicked secure comms. "Commander Webb, sir? You awake?"

Long pause. Static-laden sigh. "I am now, Chen. Situation?"

"Sir, I have an Anomalous Acoustic Propagation on hydrophone array seven. Source is deep, near the Maury Island shelf. Rhythmic, low-frequency pulse, precise intervals. Full diagnostics—not equipment failure, not biological, not geological. Database returns no match."

Longer pause. She heard his mind working, weighing inconvenience against consequences.

"Show me the spectral analysis."

Sarah patched the display through. She listened to silence on the line, imagining Webb in bed, pulling on reading glasses, staring at impossible data.

Twenty seconds passed.

"Chen," Webb said finally, tone flat and final, "that's geological noise. We've had increased seismic activity in the Cascadia Subduction Zone. Ambient vibration, resonance effect through a lava tube. Filter it out and adjust sensitivity. No need to log ambient noise."

Sarah's jaw tightened. "Sir, the waveform is too regular for geological. It's mathematical, precise to the millisecond. And the power level is significant. It sounds like something is operating down there."

"It sounds like noise, Chen." His voice hardened. "Puget Sound is full of acoustic anomalies. Underwater landslides, tidal currents through rock, old shipwrecks settling. Delete the anomaly from your buffer, adjust your filters, get back to tracking the Nevada. We're under extreme security constraints tonight. Last thing I need is a false alarm spooking the brass. Focus on the mission. Clear?"

The dismissal was absolute. Webb wasn't interested in the impossible. He wanted compliance, paperwork that filed neatly, reports without follow-up questions.

"Yes, sir. Crystal clear."

"Good. Log your shift as nominal and get sleep after relief arrives. Webb out."

The comm line died.

Sarah sat in the blue-green glow, staring at the rhythmic pulse Webb had ordered her to erase. She'd spent too long analyzing this signal, feeling that cold, powerful rhythm through her headset, to simply hit delete.

This wasn't noise. This was deliberate. Something had been operating in the deep waters of Puget Sound—her waters, the waters she'd grown up on—without anyone knowing.

Or worse: with some people knowing and actively hiding it.

Her father's voice echoed: Night shift is when you see what others miss.
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Act IV: The Archive Discovery
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Sarah minimized the sonar display and opened a secondary terminal—one of the older backup systems accessing deep archives. These were files requiring antiquated security protocols almost nobody used anymore, records that predated the digital system and existed in bureaucratic limbo. Most data was corrupted, fragmented, forgotten.

She entered her credentials and navigated the archaic interface—directories labeled by year range, organized by operation name rather than subject. Clunky 1980s design, never updated.

She input the exact frequency of the pulse, the precise rhythm (1.3 seconds on, 5.5 seconds off), and geographical coordinates. Pushed the query back through decades of discarded naval acoustic logs.

The terminal stuttered, ancient hard drive whirring loudly. Sarah glanced at the door nervously. The search bar showed a loading icon from 1995.

Thirty seconds. Forty-five. A minute.

The monitor flickered. A result appeared.

ARCHIVE MATCH FOUND

Sarah's heart stopped. A single folder appeared:

SEARCH RESULTS:

Date: 06/20/1947

File Name: EXERCISE POSEIDON - ACOUSTIC LOG 4

Classification: TOP SECRET [DOWNGRADED TO CONFIDENTIAL 1997]

Match Confidence: 99.8%

Notes: ANOMALOUS PULSE SEQUENCE - MAURY SHELF - REFER TO PROJECT CASCADIA DEEP

June 1947. Seventy-seven years ago. The same signature. The same location.

June 1947 was burned into Pacific Northwest consciousness—Kenneth Arnold's "flying saucers" near Mount Rainier on June 24th, Roswell in early July. And right in the middle: the Maury Island incident. Boat captain Harold Dahl claimed to see six donut-shaped objects over Maury Island, objects that dropped molten debris killing his dog.

Local folklore. Usually dismissed as hoax.

But here it was in a classified Navy file: Exercise Poseidon. An acoustic anomaly on the Maury Island shelf. A 99.8% match to the pulse she was hearing right now.

And that phrase: Project Cascadia Deep.

Hands trembling, Sarah clicked the file.

The document was heavily redacted—whole paragraphs blacked out. But the header was clear:

EXERCISE POSEIDON - ACOUSTIC MONITORING LOG

Date: 20 June 1947

Location: Maury Island Shelf, Puget Sound, Washington

Depth: 800-900 feet

Operation Classification: TOP SECRET

Summary: Acoustic sensors detected rhythmic low-frequency pulse emanating from [REDACTED] during test operations. Pulse characteristics: 1.3-second duration, 5.5-second interval, frequency [REDACTED]. Source localized to coordinates [REDACTED].

Action Taken: [REDACTED] notified. Area designated restricted waters. Civilian vessel in vicinity (H. Dahl, salvage patrol) [REDACTED]. Cover protocol initiated per [REDACTED].

Follow-Up: All acoustic data classified under PROJECT CASCADIA DEEP. See also: Davidson-Brown incident file, Manchester Depot requisition logs, OSS personnel file F. Chrisman.

Authority: [REDACTED], U.S. Navy Intelligence

Addendum (handwritten, dated 31 July 1947): "Situation contained. B-25 incident resolved per protocol. All witnesses accounted for. Facility remains secure. - [signature illegible]"

Sarah's breath caught. This wasn't just an anomaly. This was an operation. Cover protocol. Witnesses. A "B-25 incident."

Late July 1947, a B-25 bomber crashed near Kelso, Washington, killing two Army Air Force intelligence officers investigating the Maury Island UFO incident. Official cause: mechanical failure. Decades of conspiracy theories followed.

And here it was, mentioned casually in a classified Navy log as "resolved per protocol."

Three words in the summary locked her attention:

Facility remains secure.

What facility? What was down there, in the depths of the Cascadia Deep, still pulsing after seventy-seven years? Still in use?

She had maybe two minutes before Webb checked system logs. She needed evidence—something that couldn't be deleted remotely.

Her phone's camera was disabled. But the old archive terminal had a physical print option, a relic from pre-digital days. There was an ancient laser printer in the corner, covered in dust. Sarah had no idea if it worked.

She hit print.

Nothing happened. Then the printer coughed mechanically, internal fan whirring to life. It began processing.

Sarah glanced at the door. No Webb yet, but he could arrive any moment. If he saw the archive access...

The printer spat out a single sheet, text slightly faded but readable. Sarah grabbed it, rolled it tight. She closed the archive window and brought the sonar display back up.

The pulse was still there, rhythmic and patient.

Then she heard it: the hiss of the AAC door opening.
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Act V: The Escape
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Sarah's hand moved fast. She unscrewed the thermos lid, slid the rolled document inside, pressed it against the interior wall, and screwed the lid back on. Three seconds. She set the thermos beside her keyboard as fluorescent lights snapped on.

Lieutenant Commander Webb strode in, still in service khakis but tie loosened, face tight with controlled anger. He wasn't supposed to monitor in person—he stayed remote. He must have seen her archive access, realized she hadn't followed orders.

"Chen!" He crossed the room in four strides. "I gave you a direct order. Why is that anomaly still on your screen, and why the hell are you accessing archives designated long-term storage only?"

Sarah minimized the sonar window. Too late. Webb had seen the activity logs.

She kept her voice steady. "Sir, I was confirming filter calibration before deletion. I encountered a system glitch in the logging protocol—"

"Save it, Chen." His voice dropped to dangerous whisper. "I can see your access history. You searched the deep archives. You ran a historical acoustic match."

His eyes flicked to the printer in the corner, its power light still glowing green.

Webb reached past her toward the terminal. "I'm deleting the entire session buffer—sonar data, archive access, search history, everything. You will write a full report on your failure to follow orders. Your security clearance is suspended effective immediately, pending formal review."

His finger worked through the deletion sequence methodically. Confirmation dialog after confirmation dialog. Sarah sat perfectly still, hand resting casually near the thermos.

The blue-green sonar display died. All the data wiping in a cascade of final confirmations. The acoustic analysis, the spectral graphs, the archive match—erased as if it never existed.

Webb straightened, breathing heavily. He turned to face her.

"Stand up."

Sarah stood.

"Empty your pockets. All of them. On the desk."

She pulled out her phone, ID card, a pen, loose change, hair elastic. Laid them in a neat row.

Webb examined each item with practiced efficiency. He picked up her phone, checked the camera sticker—still intact, covering the lens—then set it back. He nodded curtly. "Your bag."

She opened her backpack. Webb looked through methodically: tablet, charging cable, protein bar, rain jacket. He checked pockets, felt along seams, examined the tablet for attached storage.

His eyes settled on the thermos.

Sarah's pulse spiked.

Webb picked it up, hefted it, gauging weight. He unscrewed the lid and peered inside, tilting it toward emergency lighting.

He tapped the bottom with his knuckle, listening for the hollow ring of empty steel.

The sound came back clear and metallic.

Webb seemed satisfied. He screwed the lid back on and set the thermos down with a metallic clink.

"Listen carefully, Chen." His voice dropped to barely above whisper. He leaned close. "Some information can kill you. Not metaphorically. Actually kill you. Your father understood that. He knew when to ask questions and when to keep his head down. You need to learn the same lesson tonight."

Sarah met his eyes. "Is that what happened to him, sir? He asked the wrong question?"

Something flickered across Webb's face—guilt, pain, shadow of old regret. His shoulders sagged.

"Your father died in an accident," Webb said finally, voice losing its edge. "That's what the report says. That's what you need to believe. Because the alternative..." He trailed off, shaking his head. "Just forget what you saw tonight, Chen. Forget that screen. Forget those words. Go home, get out of the Navy if you want, and live your life. That's the best advice I can give you."

He turned toward the door, paused with his hand on the frame. His back was to her.

"I'm logging this as disciplinary—failure to follow orders, unauthorized archive access. You'll get reassigned to admin, maybe a letter in your file. That's the official story. It'll be unpleasant, but it'll keep you alive. Take the gift, Chen."

And then he was gone, door hissing shut with a soft pneumatic sigh.

Sarah stood alone in the darkness, the only sounds the faint hum of backup equipment and distant whisper of rain. Her hand trembled as she reached for the thermos.

She gathered her belongings methodically—phone, ID, scattered items, backpack. She slung the bag over her shoulder and picked up the thermos, feeling the slight shift of weight as the rolled paper moved inside.

The walk through empty Bangor corridors felt surreal, boots echoing on polished floors. Security checkpoint waved her through with barely a glance—just another night shift worker heading home in pre-dawn darkness.

Outside, December rain had softened to steady drizzle. Sarah crossed the parking lot to her Honda Civic, unlocked it, slid behind the wheel. Interior light seemed too bright after the AAC darkness. She locked the doors and unscrewed the thermos lid.

The rolled paper slid out easily. Sarah unrolled it, smoothing it against the steering wheel.

The document was real. The words were still there:

EXERCISE POSEIDON - ACOUSTIC MONITORING LOG

PROJECT CASCADIA DEEP

Facility remains secure.

She read it twice, committing key details to memory. The dates. The names—H. Dahl, Davidson-Brown, F. Chrisman. References to cover protocols and witness management. Casual mention of a B-25 "incident" being "resolved."

And underneath it all: there was something down there. Deep beneath the Puget Sound. A facility. Still operational. Still pulsing its rhythmic signature after seventy-seven years.

Her father—David Chen, who'd worked night shifts at Puget Sound Naval Shipyard for thirty years, who'd built submarines and understood these waters better than almost anyone—had died in what was officially ruled an accident.

He knew when to ask questions and when to keep his head down.

Webb's words echoed. Had her father asked questions? Found something, seen something, learned something about the facility beneath the Sound? Is that why the "accident" happened?

Sarah carefully rolled the document and placed it in the glove compartment, beneath her registration and insurance papers. She pulled out her phone and checked the voice recording app. The file was still there: 30 seconds, timestamped 02:57 AM.

She listened once through the phone's speaker. The pulse came through clearly—that deep rhythmic thrum, unmistakable even in compressed audio.

Two pieces of evidence. The audio proving the pulse was active right now. The document proving it had been there since 1947.

She sat in the quiet car, rain pattering on the roof, feeling the weight of discovery settling over her.

She could stop now. Forget the pulse, forget the document, forget Webb's haunted expression. Take the administrative reassignment, finish her enlistment quietly, walk away. Live her life, just like Webb advised.

That would be smart. Safe.

Sarah started the engine and pulled out of the parking lot, windshield wipers cutting through rain. As she drove through dark, wet streets toward her Silverdale apartment, she knew with absolute certainty she wasn't going to make the smart choice.

She was finished with the U.S. Navy.

And she'd just stumbled onto a secret nearly eighty years old, still actively guarded, still pulsing in the deep waters of Puget Sound—the waters she'd grown up on, the waters her father had spent his life working beside.

The quiet pulse she'd heard deep in the trenches had finally found its echo in the present.

And Sarah Chen, unauthorized curiosity and all, was going to find out what it meant.

Even if it killed her.
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POV: Dr. Michael Torres
Location: University of Washington Tacoma
Time: December 2024

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Act I: The Email
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Dr. Michael Torres existed in permanent precarious balance—adjunct professor, divorced two years, clinging to his position at UW Tacoma like a sailor gripping driftwood.

His office was a converted storage closet on the third floor. Barely room for a desk, two filing cabinets, and a bookshelf groaning under maritime histories he'd mostly written himself. The single window overlooked the parking lot. On clear days he could see Commencement Bay's gray strip, the cranes of Tacoma Port rising like skeletal fingers.

This Tuesday morning wasn't clear. Rain hammered the glass.

Michael hunched over his laptop, trying to inject life into a six-page accreditation report. The tenure committee wanted "innovative digital methodologies" and "interdisciplinary collaborative frameworks."

His phone buzzed. Text from his ex-wife Linda: Don't forget Maya's recital this weekend. She actually wants you there.

Michael closed his eyes. He'd forgotten. Again.

Wouldn't miss it. Thanks for reminding me.

The lie tasted sour. He'd probably find some excuse—a deadline, research obligation, the convenient shield of academic responsibility that had eroded their marriage until Linda simply stopped fighting.

Maya was sixteen now. She'd inherited her mother's ability to see through his bullshit while maintaining diplomatic silence that made him feel worse than any accusation.

He returned to the report, typing about "leveraging emerging technologies," when the email arrived.

The notification chimed softly.

From: [encrypted address]
Subject: You wrote about Maury Island. Listen to this.
Michael's finger hovered over delete. He got emails like this regularly—UFO enthusiasts, conspiracy theorists, amateur historians convinced they'd found proof of everything from secret Nazi bases to alien technology. They'd all read his dissertation, published by university press: Maritime Anomalies of the Pacific Northwest: Debunking Local Legends, 1900-1960.

His Maury Island chapter had been particularly thorough in its debunking. Fred Chrisman and Harold Dahl fabricated the entire story—flying saucers, falling debris, dead dog—for media attention and profit. The B-25 crash that killed investigating officers was tragic but coincidental.

The academic community applauded his skepticism. His father, before he died, had shaken his head: "You don't know what you don't know, mijo."

But this email was different. No breathless text, no links to poorly designed websites, no claims about government cover-ups. Just a subject line and an attachment.

pulse.m4a

Michael opened the email. No message. Just the audio file.

Academic caution warred with curiosity. Curiosity won—it always did, even when it shouldn't.

He pulled on his noise-canceling headphones—expensive ones Linda had given him three Christmases ago, back when she still believed he'd use them to listen to her—and opened the file.

The sound that filled his ears wasn't sound at all. It was pressure, deep rhythmic surge of low-frequency energy that bypassed his eardrums entirely, resonating in his chest cavity. Like standing too close to a massive speaker, like a ship's engine transmitted through the hull.

Pulse. Sustained surge lasting exactly—he checked the waveform—1.3 seconds.

Silence. Absolute silence in that frequency range for 5.5 seconds.

Pulse.

Silence.

The clip ran thirty seconds, four complete cycles, then cut off.

Michael sat motionless. He replayed it three times, each listening more unsettling. This wasn't music. Wasn't communication. This was something mechanical, deliberate, inexorable.

He minimized the accreditation report and opened his acoustic analysis software—professional-grade program purchased for analyzing damaged historical recordings. He'd used it to clean up century-old wax cylinders, to isolate individual voices from crowded dockside recordings, to distinguish unique acoustic signatures of different steam engines.

Never on something like this.

He loaded the file and ran full spectral analysis. Results appeared in a cascade of graphs and data.

The signature was impossibly clean. No harmonic distortion. No frequency drift. No variation in amplitude across four cycles. The precision was mechanical, mathematical. Frequency in the extremely low range—below 100 Hz—the kind that traveled through water with minimal degradation.

The program's geo-acoustic modeling function pinpointed the source with eerie confidence: deep water, Puget Sound, approximately 800 feet down, near the Maury Island shelf.

Michael pulled off the headphones and stared at the screen.

An elaborate hoax was possible. Someone with Navy sonar equipment, underwater recording capability, sophisticated audio engineering could theoretically create this. But why? Why send it to an obscure maritime historian who'd built his career debunking exactly these kinds of claims?

The rhythm bothered him. Too patient. Too steady. It felt like something that had been running a very long time and would continue running long after everyone who knew about it was dead.
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Act II: The Memory
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Michael thought of his father.

The memory came unbidden, triggered by that mechanical rhythm, by the deep resonance that seemed to come from beneath rather than above.

He was ten years old, wearing a mildewed life jacket, sitting in the bow of his father's fishing boat. Early morning, fog thick over the Sound. The Albatross—a thirty-two-foot gillnetter in the Torres family since Michael's grandfather bought it used in 1968.

His father, Elias Torres, stood at the wheel. Weathered hands steady, dark eyes scanning water with intimate knowledge from forty years of fishing these waters. Second-generation Mexican American, raised in Tacoma, knew Puget Sound like other men knew their backyards.

They were heading north along Vashon's eastern shore toward fishing grounds near Point Robinson. Michael was excited—first real fishing trip, not just a harbor tour.

But as they approached the Maury Island shelf markers, Elias suddenly turned the wheel hard to port, steering wide around the restricted area.

"Dad, why are we going around? The fish are over there, right?"

"We stay clear of the shelf, mijo." His voice was quiet but firm. "The water's different there."

"Different how?"

Elias glanced toward Bremerton Naval Shipyard Base, barely visible through fog. He was quiet for a long moment—the kind that meant he was deciding between truth and safety.

"The Navy does things in that water. After the war—World War Two—something changed. My father used to fish right up to the shelf. Good fishing, deep water, cold currents. But after forty-seven, the Navy started running exercises. Made it clear we weren't welcome."

"What happened in forty-seven?"

Elias's hands tightened on the wheel. "The flying saucer thing. Harold Dahl, his boat, the debris. Your teacher probably told you it was a hoax."

"Was it?"

"The saucer part? Probably. But something happened, Michael. Something real."

Elias cut the throttle, letting The Albatross drift. He looked at Michael with an expression the boy didn't fully understand—fear mixed with wonder mixed with resignation.

"I was eighteen that summer, working my first season on my father's boat. Three days after the Dahl thing hit newspapers, we were out here. The Navy was everywhere. Submarines, patrol vessels, helicopters. They closed the whole area for two weeks. Training exercise, they said."

He paused. "And one night, late, heading back to port, we felt it. The water just... rang, Michael. Vibrated against the hull, this deep vibration you didn't hear so much as feel in your bones. Every fish for a mile went silent. Gulls stopped calling. Like the whole Sound was holding its breath."

"What was it?"

"Don't know. My father didn't know. But after that night, the Navy changed the markers. Made the restricted zone bigger."

Elias smiled, sad and knowing. "Who would believe an old fisherman, mijo? And even if they did, what good would it do? The Navy owns these waters."

Ten-year-old Michael had already been forming his skeptical worldview. "Maybe it was submarine engines. They use sonar, right?"

"Maybe," Elias said. But his eyes said he didn't believe that.

Michael blinked. The memory dissolved like fog. He was back in his office, rain against windows, the audio file still open on his screen.

His father had died six years ago—heart attack while sorting nets. Michael had flown home for the funeral, stayed three days, flew back to grade papers. He'd never asked more about that night on the water. Filed it as fisherman's folklore, stories that got better with age and whiskey.

Now, listening to the mechanical pulse from 800 feet down—from the exact location his father warned him to avoid—Michael felt something crack in his carefully constructed skepticism.
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Act III: The Archives
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Michael couldn't sit still. He grabbed his rain jacket and headed for the door, abandoning the accreditation report without a second thought.

The National Archives facility in Seattle occupied a modern building on Sand Point Way, overlooking Lake Washington. Michael had spent countless hours here during dissertation research. The archivists knew him by name.

He signed in at security, stored his bag, and made his way to the research room—vast, hushed space with rows of tables and walls lined with filing cabinets.

Patricia Wong, the archivist, looked up from her desk and smiled. "Dr. Torres. Haven't seen you in months. New project?"

"Following up loose ends from my dissertation." Michael kept his voice casual. "Naval operations in Puget Sound, 1946 to 1950. Specifically acoustic research, submarine testing, classified exercises in the Vashon-Maury Island area."

Something flickered in Patricia's eyes—recognition, maybe. Caution. "That's specific. Looking for something in particular?"

"Historical context."

She nodded slowly. "I'll pull what we have. Few minutes."

"I'll also need microfiche. Coast Guard reports, salvage logs, June to August 1947."

"Of course."

Michael took his usual table near the windows and opened his laptop. While he waited, he searched the Archives' digital database for "Exercise Poseidon" or "Cascadia Deep."

Nothing. Not a single result.

That wasn't unusual—many classified operations weren't indexed publicly. The documents existed somewhere in miles of filing cabinets, but finding them required knowing exactly where to look.

Patricia returned with a cart stacked with document boxes. "Everything on naval exercises in Puget Sound during that period. Most declassified, but some sections still redacted."

"Thank you."

"And Dr. Torres?" She lowered her voice. "Be careful what you write about. Some old operations... people are still sensitive."

Michael looked up, surprised. "Has someone else researched this?"

"Journalist. Few years back, maybe 2019, 2020. Very persistent. Filed FOIA requests, made a fuss when things were redacted. Then he stopped coming." She paused. "I heard later he died. Car accident."

A chill ran down Michael's spine. "What was his name?"

"Hendricks. Paul Hendricks. Maritime journalist, freelance."

Michael made a note, though the name felt familiar—maybe from a footnote or bibliography he couldn't quite place.

"I'll be careful," he said.

Patricia nodded and returned to her desk.

Michael spent six hours working through boxes. Most was routine—training exercises, equipment requisitions, personnel transfers. But buried within mundane paperwork, he found fragments:

Coast Guard incident report, July 12, 1947:


"Civilian vessel reported unusual submarine activity near Point Robinson. Investigation found no submarines in area per Navy coordination. Civilian operator reported 'mechanical noise from deep water.' No further action taken."


Requisition form, Manchester Naval Ammunition Depot, June 18, 1947:


"Request emergency authorization for delivery of specialized diving equipment (deep-water certified to 1000 feet) and acoustic monitoring array (experimental, classified specification)."


Personnel transfer, August 5, 1947:


"Lt. Commander F. Chrisman reassigned from Manchester NAD to Naval Intelligence, Washington D.C. Reason: Completion of special project assignment. Security clearance upgraded to TOP SECRET/SPECIAL ACCESS."


Fred Chrisman. The man Michael had dismissed as a hoaxer had been Naval Intelligence with top-secret clearance, working on a "special project" at the exact location and time of the Maury Island incident.

Each fragment alone was suggestive. Together, they painted a picture of significant military operation happening in the background—something so classified that even now, seventy-seven years later, most documents remained redacted.

By 5:00 PM, Michael's eyes burned and his mind reeled. He moved to the microfiche readers, going through accident investigation reports for the B-25 crash. The official report was exactly as he remembered: mechanical failure, engine fire, tragic but straightforward.

But tucked in the appendix—a section he'd skimmed during dissertation research—he found a witness statement from a farmer near Kelso. The man reported seeing "unusual aircraft" in the area at the time of the crash. Not the B-25, but something else, something that "didn't move like a plane."

The statement was dismissed as unreliable. But it was there, part of the official record.
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Act IV: The Code Name
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Michael was about to pack up when he remembered one last place to look: low-priority administrative files dealing with budget allocations and inter-agency coordination. Documents so boring almost no one requested them.

He asked for one final box: "Pacific Northwest Command Coordination, 1946-1948."

Patricia brought it with a raised eyebrow. "Last-minute deep dive?"

"Just being thorough."

The box was thick with typewritten forms, carbon-copy smudges, handwritten signatures. Michael worked through mechanically, scanning for keywords.

Page 247 of a 300-page document titled "Strategic Asset Protection Protocols - Pacific Theater Transition."

The document concerned transfer of OSS personnel to Naval Intelligence as wartime apparatus reorganized into what would become the CIA. Heavily redacted, entire paragraphs blacked out.

But at the bottom—a footnote so small he almost missed it:


"For resource allocation related to Pacific Northwest Strategic Asset Protection, see Exercise Poseidon (June 1947) and Project CASCADIA DEEP (ongoing). Authorization level: COSMIC TOP SECRET."


Michael stared at the words until they blurred.

Project Cascadia Deep.

Not the Cascadia Subduction Zone. Not geological reference. This was an operational code name—a classified project running since at least 1947, listed as "ongoing" as of 1948 when this document was written.

He took photos with his phone carefully, checking no one was watching. Archives allowed photography of unclassified documents, but this felt different. Dangerous.

He returned the box to Patricia, thanked her with what he hoped was casual normalcy, and walked out on legs that didn't feel steady.

In the parking lot, he stood looking over Lake Washington toward the dark Cascades silhouette. He now had four pieces of evidence:

	The audio file: a pulse at 800 feet, active right now 

	His father's testimony: unexplained phenomena, same location, 1947 

	Archival fragments: major classified operation, deep-water equipment, intelligence personnel, cover protocols 

	The code name: Project Cascadia Deep, classified at highest level, ongoing 


What he didn't have was protection. If Paul Hendricks died asking similar questions—if that wasn't coincidence—then Michael was walking the same dangerous path.

He needed to secure what he'd found.
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Act V: The Post
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The downtown Seattle U.S. Bank had a 24-hour lobby with safe deposit boxes. Michael had rented one years ago for his mother's jewelry and his father's papers. He rarely used it.

He stood in the sterile, fluorescent-lit room, alone except for security cameras. He placed his laptop inside, along with a USB drive containing copies of every photo he'd taken, every note he'd made.

His hands shook as he locked the box.

He was pursuing a classified military operation, possibly one that had resulted in at least one death already, with nothing but academic credentials and historian's stubbornness to protect him.

He thought of Maya, of the recital this weekend. If something happened to him, would she remember him as the father who was always chasing dead sailors and forgotten mysteries? The father who wasn't there when it mattered?

Michael closed his eyes and made a decision.

He couldn't go to authorities. The Navy would classify the audio as stolen data. FBI would treat him like a security risk. Mainstream media would fact-check him into oblivion.

But he could go public in a controlled way. Put the information out in a form that was deniable, academic, carefully phrased as question rather than accusation.

In a place where his anonymous source—whoever sent the audio—might be watching.

It was past 8:00 PM when Michael arrived at his Tacoma apartment. He made instant ramen, barely tasted it, and opened his laptop.

He navigated to the military history forum he'd been a member of for over a decade—small, specialized community of academics, retired military, serious amateur historians. Maybe two hundred active members. Posts rarely got more than a dozen replies.

But the anonymous source knew about it. They'd done their research on him, knew his habits, knew where he spent his time online.

Michael composed his post carefully, keeping it dry and academic, avoiding mention of the audio or Maury Island incident. He was fishing, baiting a hook with just enough information to draw a response.

Subject: Cascadia Deep and Exercise Poseidon: Historical records for classified naval program in Puget Sound, circa 1947?

Body: Researching post-WWII naval operations in Pacific Northwest. I've found fragmentary references to two classified programs: "Exercise Poseidon" (June 1947) and "Project Cascadia Deep" (ongoing as of 1948). Both appear related to deep-water operations near Vashon-Maury Island shelf.

Archival record is heavily redacted, but visible portions suggest high-level operation involving Naval Intelligence, OSS personnel transfer, and specialized deep-water equipment requisitions from Manchester Naval Ammunition Depot.

Anyone have additional information on these programs? Cross-references to acoustic research, submarine testing, or related operations would be helpful.

Standard academic research - planning journal article on Cold War-era naval activities in domestic waters.

—M. Torres, PhD

He read it three times, checking for anything that might sound too conspiratorial or too specific. It had to sound like legitimate academic inquiry.

He hit post.

The thread appeared on the forum, innocuous and academic, just another research question in a sea of historical minutiae.

Michael sat back and waited, listening to rain start again against his windows.

Somewhere in Puget Sound darkness, buried in the deep , the pulse continued its patient rhythm.

And somewhere—maybe in a base apartment in Silverdale, maybe in a safe house, maybe sitting in a car watching the water—Sarah Chen would see his post and know that the historian had found the name.

She needed to meet him. Now.

[image: 75]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

[image: 75]Chapter 3: Convergence

[image: ]


POV: Alternating - Sarah Chen and

Dr. Michael Torres
Location: Port Orchard / Kitsap County
Time: December 2024
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Act I: The Meeting
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[SARAH]

The thirty-minute drive from Silverdale to Port Orchard felt like threading a needle while someone shook the table. Sarah checked her mirrors obsessively, cataloging every vehicle that held position too long, every sedan that matched her speed.

The Tacoma Narrows Bridge was worst—a long exposed ribbon of light where she couldn't change course, couldn't evade, couldn't do anything but drive forward and hope.

She was entering enemy territory. Kitsap County was Navy country—Bangor, Bremerton, Keyport, all studded across the peninsula like fortresses. Driving here after going AWOL was either courage or stupidity, and Sarah wasn't sure which.

Her encrypted phone buzzed. Text from the historian—Michael Torres, PhD, according to his forum profile. She'd spent two hours vetting him before making contact. Published dissertation on maritime history. Adjunct professor at UW Tacoma. Divorced, one daughter. No military connections beyond academic research.

Either the perfect dupe or the perfect cover.

M.T.: 24-hour diner, Mile Hill Drive and Port Orchard Blvd. 11 PM. How will I recognize you?

Sarah typed back: You won't. I'll recognize you. Come alone.

She'd chosen the location carefully—public, well-lit, multiple exits, close enough to water for emergency escape if needed. She arrived forty minutes early and did a full perimeter check. Entrances, sight lines, parking lot access points. The tactical training she'd sworn she'd never use in civilian life.

A black pickup sat near the road. Occupied, engine running. Waiting for something.

Sarah filed it away and went inside.

The diner smelled like coffee and grease and decades of absorbed cigarette smoke. She took the window booth—back to wall, clear view of parking lot and entrance, side exit near restrooms within sprinting distance.

She ordered iced tea she wouldn't drink and waited.

At 10:53 PM, a Honda Civic pulled into the lot. A man got out—forties, rumpled tweed jacket despite the rain, moving with the cautious urgency of someone out of his depth.

Academic. Had to be Torres.

He pushed through the door, bringing cold air and wet pavement smell. He stopped just inside, scanning booths, looking for... what? A shadowy figure in a trench coat?

Sarah waited until he'd walked past her before speaking.

"Dr. Torres."

He spun, startled. His hand moved instinctively toward his jacket pocket—phone, probably, not weapon. When he saw her, he deflated slightly. Young woman in jeans and fleece, iced tea and thermos on table. Not the mysterious contact he'd expected.

"You're—" He paused. "You're the one who sent the message?"

"Sit down or don't. Decide quickly."

He hesitated, then slid into the booth across from her, movements stiff. He set his phone on the table but kept one hand near it.

"You're military," he said. Not quite a question.

"Maybe. Who's asking? Are you really a historian, or Navy Intelligence testing me?"

His jaw tightened. "I could ask you the same. You sent me classified sonar data and summoned me to Navy territory. This could be a trap."

"It could be," Sarah agreed. "But you
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