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  For the ones the city forgot.
 And for those who still listen when the silence shifts.










  
  “The frequency remembers. The ash preserves.” 
- Archived Transmission, Tower #19






  
  Ministry dossier page


MINISTRY OF MEMORY 
CLASSIFIED INCIDENT BRIEFING 
STRUCTURE ID: TOWER #19 – GREYSTONE DISTRICT
ACCESS LEVEL: RESTRICTED / ECHO-CLASS

SUMMARY:
Unauthorized 27.000 Hz transmission detected
Source previously classified as dorman
Field Agent: Inspector Aya Lin, Occult Crimes Division
Resonant interference confirmed
Potential carrier-state anomaly
Containment protocols initiated

NOTES:
[DATA BLOCK CORRUPTED]
[REDACTED]
[REDACTED]
[ARCHIVAL LOSS DETECTED]

STATUS:
UNSTABLE RESONANCE EVENT - ACTIVE
Further review pending.
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  The Call That Shouldn’t Exist


The static cut through my sleep like broken glass through skin. Not the usual white noise that lived in my bones since Tower #19, this was sharper, deliberate. My police radio shouldn't have been able to receive anything on that frequency. The Ministry had buried those channels under seventeen layers of bureaucratic silence. 
I rolled out of bed, bare feet finding the cold floor as numbers scrolled across the radio's display: 27.000 Hz.
My frequency. The one that lived inside me now.
"Tower #19 - Active Transmission Detected."
The automated voice sounded wrong. Too clean. Like someone had sanitized the fear out of it. I grabbed my coat from the chair, fingers tracing the red thread I'd sewn into the lining, protection sigils that probably did nothing but make me feel less hollow.
Rain hammered the window of my cramped Division apartment. Beyond the glass, Meridian's skyline stuttered. Streetlights dimmed and flared in waves, the pattern spreading outward from Greystone like ripples in black water. The city's power grid had always been temperamental, but this wasn't a random failure. This was a rhythm. Heartbeat.
The tower was breathing again.
My phone buzzed. Captain Morris. I let it ring through to voicemail while I pulled on boots, checked my service weapon. The voicemail played automatically through the apartment's speaker system, another "upgrade" from the Ministry.
"Lin, whatever you're thinking of doing, don't. We've got containment teams mobilizing. This isn't your,"
I unplugged the speaker mid-sentence. Morris didn't understand. Containment teams couldn't handle what Tower #19 had become. They'd walk in with their silence generators and white noise barriers, thinking they could compress the anomaly back into nothing. But you couldn't silence something that had learned to feed on the absence of sound.
The radio crackled again. This time, no automated message. Just breathing. Wet, labored, like lungs full of ash.
Then my brother's voice: "Aya?"
My hand froze on the doorknob. Chen had been missing for thirteen years. His voice shouldn't exist anywhere, least of all on a frequency that officially didn't exist.
"Aya, I can see you through the static."
The lights in my apartment died. Emergency power kicked in a second later, bathing everything in that sick amber glow that made shadows look like they were bleeding. In the window's reflection, I caught movement, not behind me, but inside the glass itself. A figure forming in the rain patterns, features built from water droplets and city light.
Chen's face. Or what the tower thought his face should look like.
"That's not him," I told the reflection. My voice came out steady despite the tremor in my chest. "You're just an echo wearing his frequency."
The reflection smiled with too many teeth. "Everything's an echo here. Even you."
The building's fire alarm shrieked to life, not in the normal pattern, but in Morse code. Old Division emergency protocols from before digital encryption. My fingers translated automatically: ALL UNITS. TOWER #19. RESONANCE CASCADE IMMINENT.
I yanked the door open and hit the stairwell running. Five flights down to the parking garage, each landing lit by those emergency lights that turned the concrete into something organic, pulsing. The hum was getting louder. Not just in my bones now, but in the building's foundation, the city's infrastructure.
My car's radio turned on before I'd even started the engine. At every station, the same transmission: silence so thick it had weight, punctuated by a single repeating phrase in a child's voice.
"She's coming home. She's coming home. She's coming home."
The tower knew I'd answer its call. It had always known.
I threw the car into gear and drove toward Greystone, where the city's heartbeat was learning how to stop.

      [image: ]The Greystone District had drowned three years ago when the water treatment facility's containment sigils failed. Now it wore its death like a second skin, streets turned to black mirrors, reflecting a sky that never quite looked right. My headlights carved through the murk, catching glimpses of submerged street signs and the skeletal remains of traffic lights still cycling through their colors underwater.
Tower #19 rose from the flood like a broken tooth, its upper floors lost in fog that moved wrong, too deliberate, too aware. The lower levels pulsed with anemic light. Not the steady glow of electricity, but something breathing. Each exhale sent pale luminescence bleeding through broken windows, and each inhale pulled the darkness back inside.
I parked on the elevated service road the Division had built during the first containment attempt. Water lapped at the concrete pillars below, carrying the smell of rust and something organic that shouldn't have been able to grow in dead water.
My voice recorder clicked on the moment I stepped out of the car. Standard protocol: document everything, even if the documentation turned against you later. The device's red eye blinked in time with something I couldn't quite place until my fingers found my wrist.
My pulse. The recorder was syncing to my heartbeat.
"Division Inspector Lin, approaching Tower #19, Greystone perimeter." My voice sounded thin against the vast quiet. "Time is... frozen at 2:47 AM according to my watch." I tapped the glass face, but the hands remained fixed at the moment I'd first touched the frequency years ago. "Structure shows signs of power circulation despite disconnection from city grid in"
The recorder squealed. Feedback rolled through it like a wave, but underneath the distortion, a pattern emerged. Morse? No. Binary? Not quite. It was organic, cellular - the rhythm hearts made when they forgot how to beat properly.
I rewound ten seconds. My voice played back, reporting the approach. Then the feedback started, but this time it resolved into something else. Static sculpted into syllables, carved from the white noise between recording and playback.
My voice, but not from now. Older. Exhausted.
"Don't let it reach the surface."
The recording kept going, even though I'd only captured thirty seconds. My future-self, past-self, parallel-self continued: "It's using the foundation as lungs. Every broadcast pulls it higher. You can't"
I yanked the batteries from the recorder. The voice continued for three more words before dying: "stop the resonance."
The tower's light flared, washing across the flooded streets. In that moment of brightness, I saw them, bodies floating just beneath the surface, arranged in perfect concentric circles around the tower's base. They'd been there so long the water had turned them translucent, like human jellyfish. Their mouths moved in unison, but no bubbles rose.
They were speaking at frequencies only the dead could hear.
My radio crackled. Morris again, his voice fighting through layers of interference: "Lin, aerial surveillance shows... Christ. The fog's not meteorological. It's coming from inside the building. Whatever's in there is breathing it out."
I clipped the recorder back onto my belt, batteries restored. It immediately began recording again, the red light now pulsing in a pattern that hurt to follow, too fast, then too slow, like a heart learning panic.
The tower's entrance stood twenty feet away across a maintenance bridge. The doors had been welded shut during the first containment, but something had torn them open from the inside. Metal petals bloomed outward, edges still warm enough to make the rain hiss.
Behind me, the city's lights began dying in sequence, a rolling blackout that moved toward us like a wave.
Time to go inside.

      [image: ]The operator's room waited three flights up, past stairwells that groaned like ship hulls under pressure. Each landing held puddles that reflected floors that didn't exist - showing rooms filled with equipment I'd never seen, operators who'd never been hired, working shifts that ended decades before the tower was built.
The door hung off its hinges. Inside, dust formed geological layers across banks of analog equipment - mixing boards, patch bays, vacuum tube amplifiers that should have been scrapped when the city went digital. My flashlight beam caught motes spinning in patterns too deliberate for random air currents. They moved like iron filings over a hidden magnet, tracing the outline of something massive and invisible.
The reel-to-reel machine sat in the corner, a Studer A800 from the late seventies. Museum quality. Should have been worth thousands to the right collector, except it was breathing.
Not metaphorically. The tape reels expanded and contracted with mechanical respiration, and when I placed my palm against the metal housing, warmth pulsed through - 98.6 degrees. Body temperature. The power cable lay coiled beneath it like a severed umbilical cord, the plug corroded beyond use.
A spool of tape sat beside it, deliberately broken. Not torn or stretched, but cut with surgical precision every few inches, the segments arranged in a pattern I recognized from old Division case files. A binding configuration. Someone had tried to trap something in the magnetic ribbon.
My fingers worked without conscious thought, threading the broken tape through the machine's heads, splicing the segments with Scotch tape from the desk drawer. The Studer's meters flickered to life, needles dancing in the red. I pressed play.
Static rushed out, followed by the distinct sound of
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