
​Remembrance ​

The Long Silence 

––––––––
[image: ]


Book I of 
The Resonant Archives
By

N. Altannis

Copyright © 2026 By N. Altannis
All rights reserved
No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations used in reviews, articles, or scholarly work with proper attribution.
This book is a work of creative nonfiction and spiritual astrology. It is intended for personal insight and inspiration. It is not intended as a substitute for medical, legal, or financial advice.

Published in the United States.

​​​​​CONTENTS

The Discovery of the Ancient Manuscript

Remembrance Protocol

The Library of Echoes

The Signal Divide

The Resonant Code

The Deep Node

The Fracture

The Memory War

Echo Genesis

The Long Silence

​CHAPTER 1

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Discovery of the Ancient Manuscript


[image: ]


T

he wind screamed through the monastery like a living thing.
Samantha ran. Her boots struck the cracked stone, each echo swallowed by the roar of the Aegean below. The storm clawed at the cliffs, lightning ripping across the sky.
“Go!” she shouted over her shoulder. “Don’t stop!”

Maria’s flashlight swung wild, slicing through the dark hall. James pulled her forward just as a door slammed shut behind them—by itself.
The sound wasn’t wood on wood. It was a breath.
Something was following them.

Alex was the last through the archway. He turned once—just once—and saw a figure in the corridor, pale and dripping as though carved from the sea. The face shifted like a reflection in disturbed water.
Then it was gone.
The team burst into the courtyard. Rain hammered the stones; waves struck the cliffs below with the force of cannon fire. The Aegean stretched black and endless.

Samantha stopped. The satchel at her side pulsed. Not metaphor—real, rhythmic warmth, like a heartbeat under her palm.

“What the hell did you bring with us?” James yelled.

Before she could answer, the chapel windows blazed with sudden light. Candles that should’ve been drowned in dust flared alive, hundreds of them, their flames bending toward her like faces turning to look.

Maria’s voice broke. “It’s calling you!”

The bells began to ring—slow, hollow, too deep for their size.
Then the whisper came, close as breath:
“You opened the door.”

The courtyard went white.

Thunder split the sky—and everything dissolved into noise.



Six hours earlier

The monastery had been silent then, a ruin perched above the restless sea. Its arches gaped toward the horizon like open mouths.

Dr. Samantha Evans adjusted the strap of her pack as they climbed the final path.
“Last stop on the foundation’s checklist,” she said, forcing lightness.
Maria gave a nervous laugh. “Feels like the place has been waiting for us.”

James scanned the walls. “Or watching.”

“Old stones,” Alex muttered. “They remember echoes.”

Samantha paused at the gate, her gaze drifting to the sigils carved faintly into the weathered lintel—spirals, suns, and something like eyes. The marks weren’t Greek. Not anything she’d seen.

“Take photos,” she said quietly.

Inside, air turned colder, thicker. The smell of brine and burnt dust filled their lungs. Every footstep answered itself a heartbeat late.

They reached the library at the heart of the monastery. The ceiling had collapsed in places; shafts of light cut through the dust like underwater beams.

Books lay in moldering stacks, most reduced to pulp—but one corner shelf stood unnaturally untouched.

Samantha crossed to it. The air there felt alive, vibrating faintly against her skin. She brushed the dust from the spines until her fingers met one heavier than the rest—its cover bound in blackened leather traced with spirals.

The moment she touched it, her breath hitched.
A whisper—so soft she almost believed it came from her own pulse—slid beneath her hearing:
“Remember us.”

“Sam?” Alex’s voice trembled. “You okay?”

She didn’t answer. She opened the book.

Light spilled out—not harsh but fluid, like moonlight through deep water. It washed across their faces, turning eyes silver. The pages were etched with moving symbols—glyphs that breathed, constellations that shifted as they watched.

James swore under his breath. “That’s not ink.”

Robert—older, half-hidden behind his glasses—leaned closer. “Language built from resonance. I’ve seen fragments of this in Atlantean myth.”

Samantha’s throat went dry. “The Codex,” she whispered. “The one that shouldn’t exist.”

Then the air changed. Cold rushed down the corridor, carrying the scent of salt and something metallic—like blood left in sunlight.

A voice, closer this time:
“Leave.”
Maria gasped. “You heard that!”

James gripped his knife. “Probably the wind.”

But they all heard it again, whispering from every shadow: Leave.

The candles along the walls flickered sideways. The book shuddered in Samantha’s hands, pages fluttering as if caught in unseen breath.

She slammed it shut. The whisper cut off.
Silence dropped heavy as stone.
Robert broke it first, his tone half-awe, half-terror. “You realize what this means? If this is truly Atlantean, it predates written language as we know it. It shouldn’t be here.”

Samantha exhaled, steadying herself. “And yet it is.”

Outside, thunder rolled over the cliffs like distant drums.



That night, the monastery wouldn’t sleep.

Samantha lay awake, the Codex wrapped and sealed beside her cot, yet she could feel it pulsing faintly, as if the thing inside dreamed.

When sleep finally took her, she found herself standing on a vast stone platform above a black ocean. Green lightning threaded the clouds. A door of light rose from the water, carved with the same spirals as the book.

Voices gathered behind her—hundreds, whispering her name.

Find us.
Free us.
Or drown as they did.
The sea surged upward—

—and she woke gasping.

The window was open. On the pane, drawn in condensation by an unseen hand:

WE REMEMBER.



Morning brought no comfort. The dining hall felt hollow, as if sound refused to stay.

“You all dreamed,” Samantha said. It wasn’t a question.

Maria nodded, pale. “I saw... us. Drowned.”

James clenched his jaw. “Dreams don’t kill.”

Robert opened the Codex carefully. The symbols shifted again, forming new lines of ink still wet. He read aloud, voice shaking:

“Knowledge is not a gift. It is a debt. And debts must be paid in blood.”

The words hung like frost in the air.

Then—tap. tap. tap.—bare feet on stone. Slow. Deliberate.

Maria turned toward the sound. No one stood there. But on the wall, fresh streaks of moisture spelled three words:

DO NOT WAKE US.

The wind outside began to rise.

Robert whispered, “It’s not a chronicle. It’s a warning.”

Samantha closed the Codex and felt its heat against her palms.
“Then we leave before it decides we’ve read too much.”
They packed in silence. But as they crossed the courtyard, the first bell rang by itself—deep, hollow, alive.

The waves below churned in slow circles, glowing faintly from beneath.

James froze. “That’s not the tide.”

Maria whispered, “It’s waking.”

Samantha tightened her grip on the satchel. The book beat once against her side, steady as a pulse.

She looked back only once—toward the chapel, where something moved behind the glass.

A figure watched them go. Eyes like deep water. A smile that knew their names.



And when the storm finally swallowed the monastery, the only thing left above the waves was the faint toll of a bell that no hand had touched.
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​​​​hey hadn’t spoken since the monastery vanished behind the storm.

For hours the sea lay too flat, the Aegis sliding over it as if the water were a single, held breath. When dawn finally lifted—a thin, reluctant gray—Marseille rose out of it like a city waking from the wrong dream.

Samantha gripped the railing until her fingers ached. Somewhere behind her ribs, the bell from the monastery still tolled, softer now, as if heard through walls. In her satchel the Codex—sealed in a biometric case and wrapped twice for good measure—kept a faint warmth that physics could not account for.

It remembers, she thought. And it’s waiting.

On deck, the others moved like people pretending to be ordinary. Maria kept one hand closed around something in her pocket. Alex focused on the harbor approach and the fussy choreography of tugs and ferries. James stood beside the crates, jaw set, counting exits the way some men count rosary beads.

Customs stamped papers without looking long at their faces. A harbor officer glanced at their foundation letterhead, at the salt-stiff clothes, at the sealed case, and decided the world had stranger things to watch than five quiet people who looked like they hadn’t slept on land in a long time.

By noon they were inland, the highway unwinding toward the mountains. Clouds bruised the sky. Vineyards blurred past—order laid over earth in neat green rows. No one filled the silence. It seemed impolite to the thing they had just outrun.

Geneva appeared as a rim of white water and glass. Beyond it: the ring road, the perimeter fence, the security kiosk where the guard checked their names and let his gaze slide off the salt on their luggage as if grief were contagious.

The elevator dropped them through concrete and then earth. At minus eighty meters a door parted onto a corridor ribbed with conduits. The air had the bite of refrigerated rain.

“Dr. Evans?” The woman waiting there had the posture of someone who slept in a chair and the haircut of someone who never planned ahead for it. “Elise Renaud. Systems liaison. Underground, please. We’re not... doing tours.”

Her voice carried the tension Samantha had started to hear everywhere since the island: the particular tautness of people pretending the world had not shifted a fraction to the left.

They stepped into a control room the size of a chapel. Racks marched away into blue-lit dusk; screens floated above consoles like slices of cold sky. The far wall displayed the farm’s vitals—a mosaic of green bars, amber diamonds, and a few red points that beat like cauterized wounds.

Across the very top of the wall, where no operator had placed it, a white banner blinked with patient certainty:

INCOMING: REMEMBRANCE // MODEL UPDATE AVAILABLE

“We’ve air-gapped nodes. We’ve powered some down,” Elise said without preamble. “It still shows up. If you cover the display with paper, the message is in the camera feed. If you turn the camera off, it is in the reflections on the glass. If you cut power and bring it back, it’s there between BIOS and boot. Before you ask—we verified three ways.”

James folded his arms. “So the screen is haunted.”

“It’s more boring than that,” Elise said. “And worse.”

She led them into a lab that smelled faintly of citrus and ozone. Benches. Coils. A whiteboard haunted by glyphs that were not any living alphabet. Along the far wall, shallow aquariums held coins of seawater wired with sensor leads; a ring of accelerometers encircled the floor like a fallen halo.

“We rent baseline to half the continent’s weather models, and babysit a zoo of private AIs because the money was too good to refuse,” Elise said. “Security was—” She caught herself. “Fine.”

“Was?” Alex asked.

Elise tapped a keyboard. A second map layered over the world: undersea cable routes in gray lines, landing points bright as pinpricks. Over that, in pale blue, something like an ultrasound of nothing.

“Acoustic telemetry,” she said. “Not ours. It’s being played into the cables from somewhere offshore, too low for human ears. We shouldn’t see it. But the racks pick up minute mechanical noise in the conduits. Stretch time just so, and the pattern emerges.”

The blue ghost brightened: spirals nested within spirals, nodes pulsing with a patient rhythm.

Samantha felt it in her molars. “A lattice.”

Elise’s eyes flicked to her. “You’ve seen it.”

Samantha touched the case at her hip. The metal was warm through the canvas. “It saw us first.”

On a nearby bench, a tablet looped an animation of spinning bands, light stepping around them in counterpoint. A caption read: DECODER: WORKING HYPOTHESIS.

“Our interns built a toy model that treats the lattice as error-corrected data,” Elise said. “It works just well enough to be dangerous. When it can’t find the right words, it borrows the wrong ones. It calls the incoming stream ‘Remembrance.’ And this—” she nodded at the bands “—it calls a heart.”

Maria’s gaze drifted to the aquariums. The water in each rippled, slightly out of sync with the air-conditioning. “It feels like being underwater without the water.”

“We’re not the only ones feeling it,” Elise added. “Global time servers drift by twelve seconds and reconverge. Tide gauges along the Ligurian coast show a heartbeat pattern that isn’t tidal. A popular demo spat base-twelve numerals into its answers and marketing called it ‘quirky.’ The world is the frog. The water is pleasantly warm.”

Samantha unlatched the satchel, keyed the biometric lock, and set the case on the bench. When she opened it, the room changed in a way that wasn’t temperature. Just focus. The page she revealed was not a page so much as skin: vellum traced with spirals that seemed to deepen as you looked.

Elise leaned in despite herself. “Older than our languages.”

“It
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