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    For the ones who never stopped looking for what was erased from the map.
And for those who keep the seeds of the future, even when the winter feels eternal.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Every map is a story of what we choose to remember, and a silence for what we are told to forget."— Anonymous Cartographer, 1922
"The Earth does not belong to us; we belong to the Earth. The Heart beats whether we are listening or not."— Found in the margins of a Project Deep Eye logbook, 1964
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Chapter One: Ghost in the Ledger
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Marek Dovran liked numbers because numbers did not lie. Numbers did not have moods. They did not wake up feeling tired or keep secrets. In the basement of the International Logistics Archive in Oslo, Marek spent his days making sure the numbers matched.

The air in the basement was always the same temperature. It smelled of old paper and the ozone from his computer. It was a quiet life, and for a man who had lost his parents young and grew up in quiet foster homes, it was a safe life.

Marek was thirty-two years old. He had a kind face, though he rarely looked in the mirror long enough to notice. He wore sweaters that were a bit too large and drank tea that had gone cold because he got distracted by spreadsheets.

On a Tuesday morning, Marek found the ghost.

He was digitizing records from the 1960s. These were paper ledgers, yellowed at the edges, bound in heavy black leather. They tracked shipments of food, fuel, and medical supplies to research stations in Antarctica.

Most of the entries were familiar. McMurdo Station. Vostok. Amundsen-Scott.

Then, he saw it.

October 14, 1964. Destination: Station Twelve. Payload: 4,000 kilograms of non-perishable rations, heating oil, and medical grade oxygen.

Marek paused. He adjusted his glasses. He had been working this job for seven years. He knew every station on the white continent. He knew the active ones, the decommissioned ones, and even the tiny summer camps.

He had never heard of Station Twelve.

He typed the name into the master registry on his computer.
Results: Zero.
He checked the decommissioned list.
Results: Zero.
Marek frowned. Perhaps it was a typo? Perhaps the clerk in 1964 had meant Station Two or Station Twelve was a nickname for another base?

He turned the page.

November 12, 1964. Destination: Station Twelve. Payload: Standard monthly replenishment.

He kept turning. Every month, for the rest of 1964, a shipment went out. Then 1965. Then 1970.

Marek felt a strange prickle on the back of his neck. He stood up and walked to the wall where a large, modern map of Antarctica hung. It was a beautiful map, showing the jagged coastlines and the vast, empty interior. He looked at the coordinates listed in the old ledger: 82 degrees South, 105 degrees East.

On the modern map, that spot was a blank white void. It was part of the East Antarctic Ice Sheet, miles from any known mountains or research bases. It was one of the most desolate places on Earth.

"It is nothing," Marek whispered to the empty room. "Just an old mistake."

But Marek was a man of logic. Mistakes did not repeat themselves every month for years. He went back to his desk and skipped ahead in the archives. He pulled a digital file from ten years ago. 2014.

He searched for the coordinates.

A private shipping company based in Chile had a contract listed under a "Classified Government Grant." The destination was not named. It was only listed as Point 12.

Marek’s heart began to beat a little faster. The shipments had never stopped.

Rice. Flour. Cases of antibiotics. Parts for a ventilation system. Even small luxuries—coffee, chocolate, and wool socks.

The most recent shipment had been processed only three weeks ago.

Marek sat back in his chair. The silence of the basement suddenly felt heavy. Somewhere, in the middle of a frozen desert where the temperature dropped to eighty degrees below zero, someone was eating chocolate and wearing wool socks.

They were doing it in a place that did not exist on any map. They had been doing it for sixty years.

Marek looked at the ledger again. He thought about his own life—how he felt invisible sometimes, how he lived in a basement with records of people who were long gone. He felt a sudden, sharp connection to whoever was at Station Twelve. He felt a need to know if they were real.

He took a deep breath and picked up his phone. He knew only one person who cared as much about lost things as he did.

"Leonie?" he said when she picked up.

"Marek? It is nearly midnight here," Leonie Arvidsen’s voice was sleep-heavy but sharp. She was in London, likely surrounded by the ancient maps she studied for the university.

"I found something," Marek said. His voice trembled slightly. "I found a place that is being fed by the world, but the world has been told it isn't there."

There was a long silence on the other end of the line. Leonie was a historian who believed that maps were more than just paper; she believed they were the stories we chose to tell.

"Tell me everything," she said.

Marek began to read the dates. He told her about the fuel and the oxygen. He told her about the coordinates in the blank white void.

As he spoke, the safety of his basement office began to feel like a cage. For the first time in his life, Marek Dovran did not want to look at numbers. He wanted to look at the ice.
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Chapter Two: Maps That Lie
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Leonie Arvidsen lived in a world made of paper and ink. Her small apartment in London was filled with maps that smelled of dust and ancient travel. To her, a map was not just a guide; it was a promise. It was a human being saying, I went here, and this is what I saw.

When Marek’s call came, she was sitting at her heavy oak desk, looking through a magnifying glass at a sea chart from the eighteen hundreds. She was a woman of thirty-four with observant grey eyes and hair she kept tied back in a practical knot. People often thought she was cold, but Leonie was simply quiet. She preferred the company of history because history did not change its mind.

But as Marek spoke about Station Twelve, Leonie felt a chill that had nothing to do with the London rain against her window.

"Are you sure about the coordinates, Marek?" she asked, her voice now fully awake.

"I have checked them four times," Marek replied. "Eighty-two degrees South, one hundred and five degrees East. It is deep in the Wilkes Land region. There is nothing there but ice two miles thick."

Leonie stood up and walked to a tall wooden cabinet. She pulled out a drawer labeled Antarctica: 1950–1970. She began to flip through large, stiff sheets of paper. Most were topographical surveys or weather charts.

"In 1958, there was a massive international effort called the International Geophysical Year," Leonie said, cradling the phone between her shoulder and ear. "Every major power was building bases. Russia, America, Britain, Norway. They were all racing to claim a piece of the silence."

She found what she was looking for. It was a map printed in 1962 by a defunct French cartography company. It was beautiful, colored in shades of blue and white.

She moved her finger across the paper, tracing the coastline, moving inland toward the vast, empty center of the continent. Her finger stopped at 82 degrees South.

There, in tiny, faded black print, was a small square.

Next to the square were the words: Station Douze.

Station Twelve.

"Marek," she whispered. "It’s here. I am looking at it."

"On a map?" Marek’s voice sounded relieved. "Then it isn't a ghost."

"Wait," Leonie said. She pulled out another map from the same drawer. This one was printed in 1966, only four years later. She looked at the same spot.

The square was gone. The words were gone. The area was marked only by a smooth, white contour line indicating the elevation of the ice.

She checked a map from 1970. Nothing.
A map from 1985. Nothing.
"They erased it," Leonie said, her heart hammering against her ribs. "Between 1962 and 1966, someone decided that Station Twelve no longer existed. But you are telling me that shipments are still going there?"

"Every month," Marek said. "I found a logistics manifest from last Tuesday. It was hidden behind a digital firewall meant for high-level government clearance. I only found it because of a glitch in the server update. Leonie, the shipments are huge. It is enough food and fuel for a small village."

Leonie sat back down, the old map still spread out before her. In her world, things did not just vanish from maps by accident. Cartography was an expensive, precise science. To remove a station required a deliberate order. It required someone to say, Forget this place.

"Who would do that?" Leonie asked. "And why keep feeding people who aren't supposed to be there?"

"Maybe they aren't people anymore," Marek said quietly.

"Do not say things like that, Marek. You are the man of logic, remember?"

"Logic says that if you spend sixty years sending supplies to a hole in the ice, you are protecting something," Marek countered. "Or you are hiding something."

Leonie looked at the 1962 map again. Under the magnifying glass, she noticed a small symbol next to the station. It was a tiny circle with three lines coming out of it. It was a symbol used by the old geological surveys to indicate a 'Deep Core Anomaly.'

"Leonie?" Marek asked when she didn't respond.

"I need to see the original records, Marek. Not just the ledger. I need the flight logs. I need to know who is flying those planes. No one flies into the interior of Antarctica in secret. The radar would pick it up."

"That is the strange part," Marek said. "The flights depart from a private airfield in southern Chile. They fly under a 'Science-Exempt' transponder code. To any air traffic controller, they look like a routine weather balloon launch or a wildlife survey. But the fuel consumption... Leonie, those planes are flying four thousand miles round trip."

Leonie felt a surge of something she hadn't felt in years. It was a mixture of fear and a deep, driving hunger for the truth. Her father had been an explorer, a man who believed that the blank spaces on the map were where the soul of the world lived. He had disappeared in the mountains of Nepal when she was twelve, leaving her with nothing but his old compass and a sense that the world was full of secrets.

"We cannot just talk about this on the phone," Leonie said firmly. "If this is a government secret, these lines might not be safe. Can you get away?"

"Away? From the archives?" Marek sounded startled. "I have three weeks of vacation time I have never used."

"Use it," Leonie said. "Meet me in Punta Arenas, Chile. It is the gateway to the Antarctic. If those planes are leaving from there, that is where we start."

"Leonie, we are researchers. We are not... we are not spies. We don't have money for a trip like that."

Leonie looked at her desk. She looked at the quiet, dusty life she had built. It was a safe life, but it was a life without answers.

"I have my savings," she said. "And I have my father’s journals. He always said that if you find a thread that shouldn't be there, you must pull it until the whole world unravels."

"It sounds dangerous," Marek whispered.

"The truth is always dangerous," Leonie replied. "But a lie is a weight. Don't you want to stop carrying it?"

Marek looked at the screen of his computer, where the ghost shipment to Station Twelve flickered in the dark. He thought about the cold chocolate and the wool socks. He thought about someone waiting in the dark for a plane that officially never arrived.

"I will book the flight," Marek said.

As Leonie hung up the phone, she walked to her window. The London streets were wet and orange under the lamps. Millions of people were sleeping, trusting the maps on their phones and the history in their books.

She looked back at the 1962 map. She touched the tiny square labeled Station Douze.

"What are you?" she whispered to the paper.

In the silence of her room, she imagined she could hear the wind. Not the wind of the city, but a cold, ancient wind that blew across a desert of white. A wind that had been trying to cover a secret for sixty years.

She didn't know then that she was right. She didn't know that Station Twelve was not just a place. It was a choice. And once she stepped onto the ice, there would be no way to go back to the world she knew.

The map had lied to her. But the ice... the ice would tell her the truth.
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Chapter Three: Leonie’s Ghost
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Leonie Arvidsen did not like to travel. For most people, a suitcase was a symbol of adventure. For Leonie, it was a reminder of what was left behind.

As she packed her heavy wool sweaters and thermal leggings into a rugged canvas bag, her mind drifted back twenty-two years. She was twelve years old again, standing on a rainy doorstep in Oslo, watching her father, Eric, load his gear into a green truck.

"I will be back before the first snow, Leo," he had said, ruffling her hair. He was a man who smelled of tobacco and cold mountain air. He was a surveyor for the government, a man who spent his life measuring the world so that others would not get lost.

But the first snow came, and then the second, and then the spring thaw. Eric Arvidsen never came back from the mountains of Nepal. No body was found. No wreckage. No explanation. He had simply walked into a high-altitude mist and ceased to exist.

Since then, Leonie had lived a quiet, stationary life. She became a historian because history was finished. It was safe. It sat still on a shelf. But Marek’s phone call had disturbed the dust of her carefully built world.

She reached into the bottom drawer of her desk and pulled out a small, battered wooden box. Inside was a brass compass, its needle still spinning true, and a leather-bound journal with stained pages. It was the only thing the rescue teams had





























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





