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  Prologue

An Unworthy Seeker


The disheveled man stumbled through his apartment, hands covering his ears to desperately drown out the unwanted sound. His efforts were in vain as the monotone and methodical voice continued to drone on. In a sudden cry of fury, he raced over to the speaker that was broadcasting the voice throughout his residence. He grabbed the device and threw it against the floor with all his might. There was minimal damage to the speaker, and it remained intact enough to continue working. Wasting no time, the man delivered a series of rage-filled stomps that shattered the device into dozens of pieces. 
“I did it,” the apartment's occupant whispered to himself as silence filled the room. “I stopped it.”
Mere moments passed before the voice suddenly picked back up, filling the man with dread. He frantically ran about the room smashing all the electronic devices in his path as he desperately searched for the new source of the voice. After several minutes without any success, a realization dawned on him; he was hearing it inside his head. Somehow, his brain was directly receiving the broadcast, which happened to be the last thing he wanted.
“No! No! No!” he screamed at the ceiling of his apartment as he began beating the sides of his head. “I don’t want this anymore. Stop this! Stop this!”
Despite his protests, the voice continued without pause. His brain became overwhelmed by the message being transmitted as pain welled up inside his head. Quickly, his mind headed toward the edge of oblivion, to the point where he could feel his sanity slipping away. The whole ordeal was too much to handle, and it soon became clear to the tenant that there was only one way out. Without a second thought, he charged toward the window overlooking the street in front of the apartment complex. He gained momentum rapidly, and when he was only a few feet from his goal, he leapt with all his might.
The full weight of his body was far more than the glass could hold and it easily shattered. He continued forward through the air for another foot or two after impact with the window, then began to plummet to the ground below. Being located on the third floor meant that his fall didn’t take long, but it lasted long enough for him to realize the mistake he had just made. He let out a shriek of horror as he plummeted to his fate, but it was almost immediately silenced by him hitting the pavement with a sickening smack. The impact tore through skin and broke bones, splattering different parts of the man across the sidewalk. There were but a few people on the street unfortunate enough to witness the ordeal, but the shrieks of terror more than made up for their small numbers.
As a crowd began to form below, back inside the man’s apartment, a presence watched the chaos unfolding. It seemed the mysterious entity had overestimated the constitution of the individual splattered across the street. The man did not have the mental fortitude to receive the full message and do what was needed of him. Though it was unfortunate, the outcome didn’t really hinder the presence’s progress. There were many more people in the world who would openly seek the message being sent. The vast majority of them would fail, just as the man had, but there would be a few who would succeed. All the presence had to do was wait for the next person to find the signal, and then see how long they lasted, just as it had done so many times before.






  
  Part 1

First Transmissions


The dial slowly turned, causing the screeching static to change with it. Matt let out a deep sigh as he painstakingly tried to tune the radio. After another full turn of the dial, he sat back in his chair and rubbed his hands against his face. An overwhelming feeling of frustration bubbled up inside of him. Matt shot his hand through the air to slam it down against his desk, but he managed to stop himself at the last second. Instead, he slowly lowered his head and groaned. 
“What the hell are you doing, Sampson?” Courtland asked as he entered the room.
Matt lifted his head off the desk and sighed, “I’m trying to find a number station.”
“A number station? Freaking nerd, I didn’t know you liked math that much,” Court joked as he made his way over to Matt’s desk. He looked between the open laptop and the giant radio that took up most of the space, leaving barely any room for Matt to rest his arms.
“From that response, I take it you’ve never heard of them before,” Matt said as he glanced up at his roommate.
Court laughed. “No, I’ve never heard of a number station.” He leaned down toward Matt. “You wanna know why?” Court whispered, “I’m not a loser.”
Matt gently shoved Court. “Screw you, man.”
Court clapped his hands together as he chuckled for a few seconds. He finally calmed down enough to ask, “So really, what is it?”
“It’s a strange type of broadcast,” Matt began to explain. “They’ve been around since radios have existed.” He took another try at tuning the device but gave up when he didn’t get anything immediately. “Anyway,” he continued as he turned back toward Court, “there’s supposedly dozens of these things all over the world, and all they ever do is just read off numbers.”
“That’s it?” Court skeptically responded. “Someone just rattles off a few numbers…and then what?”
“It’s not just a few numbers,” Matt said with a hint of excitement in his voice, “It’s hundreds…no, thousands of numbers. Whoever reads them off, they spend several hours doing nothing but that.”
“So some weirdo in his basement just reads off numbers…and you wanna listen to that?” Court condescendingly asked.
“It’s not just one person,” Matt quickly responded in a defensive tone, “There are dozens of people who are doing this.”
“How do you know it’s different people?” Court wondered. “You haven’t heard them before, right?”
“I haven’t,” Matt replied, “but others have.” He got on his laptop and pulled up an article he had been reading a few hours earlier. Matt read out, “There are dozens of number stations spread throughout the world. English is the primary language used by most of the stations, however, Greek, Russian, Italian, French, Mandarin Chinese, Japanese, and Spanish have also been utilized.” He turned to Court, “See? It’s a group of people who do this. There’s no way one person could read something off in that many languages.”
“Okay,” Court said slowly, “I guess I just don’t understand the appeal.”
Matt raised an eyebrow. “What do you mean?”
“I don’t get why anyone would want to listen to someone rattle off a bunch of random numbers in Russian.” Court shook his head, “What’s the point?”
Matt shrugged. “Nobody knows. These stations have existed for decades, but no one can figure out what the numbers are for.” Matt stood up out of his office chair and stretched. “It’s an absolute mystery. That’s where the appeal comes in.”
Court smiled. “I get it now. You’re after a good mystery.” He chuckled, “You’re just trying to get some fame and fortune so you don’t have to do a grad paper for Professor Burrows.”
Matt shrugged, “I wouldn’t mind getting out of doing that.” He let out a heavy sigh. “A hundred pages is not something I’m looking forward to writing.” Matt sat back down and gestured to the radio, “This helps take my mind off of it.”
“Matt…this is exactly why man made video games,” Court joked. “So you don’t have to fiddle with this junk to have a good time anymore.” He walked over to the entryway and slipped his shoes on. Court turned back toward Matt with a sly smile. “Hey bud, I got something that will really take your mind off the paper.”
“Oh really?” Matt skeptically replied, “And what’s that?”
“You can double date with me tonight!” Court spat out.
“Absolutely not!” Matt exclaimed waving his arms. He glared at Court, “You know it’s not really a double date if you leave after twenty minutes for a quick hump and dump.”
“Oh come on!” Court protested. “You know I ain’t like that.” He pointed at Matt, “Name one time.”
“Sonya,” Matt spat out immediately. He grinned, “Of course, I could always go for a classic and say…Tiffany.”
“Woah!” Court exclaimed, “We agreed that Tiffany doesn’t count. That was just a bad situation that I walked into.”
“Sure it was,” Matt playfully responded, “I’m sure Sonya was too.”
Court sighed, “Okay, you got me with that one.” He walked toward Matt, “But you have to believe me, I’m actually wanting to date right now. I found a great girl and I’m just a little nervous is all.” He dropped down to his knees. “I’m begging you, man! You gotta help me out.”
“No can do,” Matt said as he turned back to face his setup.
“Why not?” Court whined as he stood up. “I’m sure Madison would love it. You haven’t taken her out in a while.” He leaned in close to Matt, “This is your chance to treat her right for an evening. We’re talking about some serious brownie points here, my man.”
Matt looked at Court and chuckled, “The reason I haven’t done anything romantic with Madison in a while is because she’s been cramming for her midterms. I’m taking her out next week to celebrate finishing them all.” He patted Court on the shoulder, “Nice try bud, but it looks like you’re on your own tonight.”
Court groaned, “Fine, you traitor.” He fake-stomped over to the door, “I hope you have fun with your dumb numbers!”
“Good luck on the date!” Matt hollered.
“Thanks, bro!” Court shouted back as he opened and quickly closed the door behind him.
Matt took in a deep breath before focusing back in on his radio. He slowly turned the adjustment dial while listening for any tiny changes in the static. It didn’t take long for his patience to wear thin, and he slammed his back against his chair. Matt grunted in frustration and sat there for a moment while the sound of constant static droned on. He decided now would be a good time to make something for dinner. Matt slowly stood up out of his chair and started to make his way to the kitchen.
As he did, a low, male voice just barely cut through the static. “Seven, forty-two.”
Matt turned his head back toward his radio in astonishment. He wasn’t tuning the frequency, and yet, the static was diminishing. With his curiosity peaked, he moved back to his desk and sat down. He frantically opened a new document on his computer and began to type out the numbers being spoken. As he was inputting the fifth number, he felt a slight ringing sensation in his ears that was accompanied by a hint of dizziness. He shook his head to try to get rid of the feeling as he kept typing. Only a few more seconds passed before the ringing rapidly increased in intensity. Suddenly, Matt didn’t feel like moving anymore. His fingers started to slow down as his thoughts began to leave his mind. He couldn’t do anything except sit there and listen to the numbers.

      [image: image-placeholder]The feeling of someone shaking his shoulder brought Matt out of his trance. He blinked and noticed he was staring directly at a completely black computer screen. Slowly, he looked over his shoulder to see Court giving him a puzzled look.
“Hey.” Matt drowsily asked, “How did the date go?”
“It um…it went pretty well,” Court replied quietly. “Are you feeling okay man?” he asked with concern.
“Y-yeah, why?” Matt stammered.
“Because I came home and found you just sitting here.”
“Well, I was listening to the numbers.”
“No…you weren’t.” Court calmly disagreed before slowly recounting, “I came in and found you sitting completely still while your radio was blaring static.”
“So the numbers weren’t going?” Matt asked.
Court shook his head, “No, it was just static. You were staring at a blank screen while listening to static.”
Matt could feel his roommate’s anxious gaze looking at him. He didn’t want his cohort to be worried about him, so he quickly tried to think of something to quell Court’s concern. “I must have dozed off is all,” Matt groggily answered. His response was as much for himself as it was for Court. “I had been listening to stuff for a while and just fell asleep.”
“You fell asleep while sitting up…with your eyes open?” Court asked skeptically.
“Yup,” Matt said quickly, standing up. “I use to do that all the time when I was a kid. I would fall asleep with my eyes open.”
“Really?” Court said with surprise. He blinked a few times as he processed the new information, “Why didn’t you ever tell me that?”
“It never got brought up,” Matt shrugged. “Granted, I don’t think that sort of thing comes up in normal conversation.”
Court stared at Matt for a moment before shrugging. “Fair enough,” he yawned. “Well, it’s two in the morning so I’m gonna hit the hay.” He started walking toward his room but turned back to Matt, “If you’re gonna start doing this on a regular basis…please get some headphones.”
“O-Of course,” Matt hollered as he watched Court walk into his room and close the door. He slowly sunk back into his office chair and shook his head. It felt weird to him that he didn’t remember falling asleep. In fact, besides the memory loss, he
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