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      For Mike and Marnie.

      Stay away from the water.

    

  
    
      
        
          
            
              
              AUTHOR’S NOTE
            

          

        

      

      American Sign Language, regularly abbreviated as ASL, has its own grammar, which differs from that of either spoken or written English. For ease of reading, all ASL conversation in this book has been rendered as if it were SEE (Signing Exact English). This is an imperfect choice, but was necessary for the sake of textual consistency.
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          We have no comment on the Atargatis incident at this time.

          
            — Matthew Kearney, Imagine Entertainment legal counsel
          

        

        
           

          
             
          

        

        
          Did you really think we were the apex predators of the world?

          
            — Dr Jillian Toth
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        Founded by James Golden in 1972, Imagine Entertainment was intended to ‘restore the fun’ to the entertainment industry. Golden – an aspiring media mogul who felt movies and television had become ‘too serious’ – proceeded to make his name producing a string of B-grade horror movies, latter-day grindhouse films, and remarkably ambitious science fiction epics. Called the King of Schlock by his detractors and Monster Midas by his fans, there was no question the name Golden carried substantial weight by 1993, when he announced the establishment of the Imagine Network.

        Originally envisioned as a home for Golden’s prodigious backlist, many dismissed the Imagine Network as the final vanity project of an aging man, noting that the Sci-Fi Channel, launched the previous year, had a larger and more robust stable of original programs. Still, the Imagine Network endured and, by 2008, was providing a reasonable return on Golden’s investment.

        The first Imagine ‘mockumentary’ was conceived and scripted by the Imagine Network’s then president, Benjamin Yant. Loch Ness: A Historical Review brought in high ratings, renewed advertiser interest, and strong DVD sales, sparking a wave of similar programming. The Search for the Chupacabra aired in 2009, followed by Expedition Yeti in 2010, The Last Dinosaur in 2012, and Unicorn Road in 2014. It seemed the public’s thirst for cryptozoological fiction thinly veiled as fact was insatiable.

        Then came 2015. The filming of Lovely Ladies of the Sea: The True Story of the Mariana Mermaids should have been routine. Imagine filled a ship with scientists, actors, and camera crews, and sent it out into the Pacific Ocean.

        Communications were lost on May 17. The ship was found six weeks later, adrift and abandoned. 

        No bodies have ever been recovered.

        — From Monster Midas: An Unauthorized Biography of James Golden, by Alexis Bowman, originally published 2018
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        People like to pretend that what happened to the Atargatis was a normal maritime disaster: the people on board got too wrapped up in filming their little ‘mockumentary’ and forgot to steer the damn thing. They ran afoul of a storm, or pirates, or some other totally mundane threat, and they all died, and it was very sad, but it’s no reason to be scared of the ocean, or start wondering what else might be out there. The Atargatis was what they call an ‘isolated incident,’ the recovered footage was and is a hoax, and there’s nothing to worry about.

        Those people never explain how the camera crews on the Atargatis did their special effects in real time: no amount of prosthetic work in the world could turn a human being into one of the creatures seen swarming the ship during the most violent of the leaked footage.

        Those people never explain why, if what happened was weather related, not a single scrap of data supporting that theory has ever been released by either Imagine or the National Weather Service. The loss of the Atargatis was a public relations nightmare for the company: if Imagine had a way of reducing their liability, they would certainly have offered it by now.

        Those people never explain a lot of things.

        The Atargatis sailed off the map, into a section of the sea that should have been labeled ‘Here be monsters.’ What happened to them there may never be perfectly understood, but this much seems to be clear: the footage was not faked.

        Mermaids are real.

        — Taken from a forum post made at CryptidChase.net by user BioNerd, originally posted March 2020
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        Monterey, California: June 26, 2015

      

      The sky was a deep and perfect blue, as long as Victoria – Vicky to her parents, Vic to her friends, Tory to herself, when she was thinking about the future, where she’d be a scientist and her sister Anne would be her official biographer, documenting all her amazing discoveries for the world to admire – kept her eyes above the horizon. Any lower and the smoke from the wildfires that had ravaged California all summer would appear, tinting the air a poisonous-looking gray. Skies weren’t supposed to look like that. Skies were supposed to be wide and blue and welcoming, like a mirror of the wild and waiting sea.

      Tory had been born in the Monterey City Hospital. According to her parents, her first smile had been directed not at her mother, but at the Pacific Ocean. She had learned to swim in safe municipal pools by the age of eighteen months, and been in the ocean – closely supervised – by the time she was three, reveling in the taste of salt water on her lips and the sting of the sea spray in her eyes.

      (She’d been grabbed by a riptide when she was seven, yanked away from her parents and pushed twenty yards from shore in the time it took to blink. She didn’t remember the incident when she was awake, but it surfaced often in her dreams: the suddenly hostile water reaching up to grab her and drag her down. Most children would have hated the ocean after something like that, letting well-earned fear keep their feet on the shore. Not Tory. The riptide had just been doing what it was made to do; she was the one who’d been in the wrong place. She had to learn to be in a better place when the next riptide came along.)

      Her big sister, Anne, had watched Tory’s maritime adventures from the safety of the shore, slathered in SPF 120 and clutching her latest stack of gossip magazines. They’d been so different, even then. It would have been easy for them to detest each other, to let the gap in their ages and interests become a chasm. Anne had seven years on her baby sister. She could have walked away. Instead, somehow, they’d come out of their barely shared childhood as the best of friends. They had the same parents; they had the same wheat-blonde hair, although Anne’s had started darkening toward brown by the time she turned seventeen, prompting an endless succession of experimental dye jobs and highlighting processes. They both sunburned fast, and freckled even faster. They even had the same eyes, dark blue, like the waters of the Monterey Bay.

      That was where the similarities ended. Tory was going to be a marine biologist, was doing a summer internship at the Monterey Bay Aquarium and starting at UC Santa Cruz in the fall on a full scholarship. Anne was a special interest reporter – read ‘talking head for geek news’ – and well on her way to a solid career as a professional media personality.

      The last time they’d seen each other in person had been three days prior to the launch of the SS Atargatis, a research vessel heading to the Mariana Trench to look for mermaids.

      ‘We’re not going to find them,’ Anne had admitted, sitting on the porch next to Tory and throwing bits of bread to the seagulls thronging the yard. ‘Mermaids don’t exist. Everyone at Imagine knows it. But it’s a chance for the scientists they’ve hired to do real research on someone else’s dime, and it’s a great opportunity for me personally.’

      ‘You really want to be the face of the cryptid mockumentary?’ Tory had asked.

      Anne had answered with a shrug. ‘I want to be the face of something. This is as good a place to start as any. I just wish you could come with us. We could use some more camera-ready scientists.’

      ‘Give me ten years and I’ll come on the anniversary tour.’ Tory had grinned, impish, and leaned over to tug on a lock of her sister’s sunset-red hair. It was a dye job, but it was a good one, years and miles and a lot of money away from the Clairol specials Anne used to do in the downstairs bathroom. ‘I’ll make you look old.’

      ‘By then, I’ll be so established that they’ll let me,’ Anne had said, and they’d laughed, and the rest of the afternoon had passed the way the good ones always did: too fast to be fair.

      Anne had promised to send Tory a video every day. She’d kept that promise from the time the ship launched, sending clips of her smiling face under an endless ocean sky, with scientists and crewmen laboring in the background.

      The last clip had come on May seventeenth. In it, Anne had looked… harried, unsettled, like she no longer knew quite what to make of things. Tory had watched the short video so many times she could recite it from memory. That didn’t stop her from sitting down on the porch – so empty now, without Anne beside her – and pressing ‘play’ again.

      Anne’s face flickered into life on the screen, hair tousled by the wind, eyes haunted. ‘Tory,’ she said, voice tight. ‘Okay, I… I’m scared. I don’t know what it is I saw, and I don’t know how it’s possible, but it’s real, Tory, it’s really real. It’s really out there. You’ll understand when you see the footage. Maybe you can… maybe you can be the one who figures it out. I love you. I love Mom and Dad. I… I hope I’ll be home soon.’ She put her hand over her eyes. She had always done that, ever since she was a little girl, when she didn’t want anyone to see her crying.

      ‘Turn off the camera, Kevin,’ she said, and Tory whispered the words along with her. ‘I’m done.’

      The video ended.

      Six weeks had passed since that video’s arrival. There hadn’t been another.

      Tory had tried to find out what had happened – what could have upset her sister so much, what could have made her stop sending her videos – but she’d gotten nowhere. Contacting Imagine led to a maze of phone trees and receptionists who became less helpful the moment she told them why she was calling. Every day, she sent another wave of e-mails, looking for information. Every day, she got nothing back.

      She was starting to think nothing was all she was ever going to get again.

      She was sitting on the porch six weeks and three days later, about to press ‘play’ one more time, when the sound of footsteps caught her attention. She turned. Her mother was in the doorway, white faced and shaking, tears streaking her cheeks.

      Tory felt the world turn to ashes around her, like the smoke staining the sky had finally won dominion over all. She staggered to her feet, unable to bear the thought of sitting when she heard the words her mother didn’t yet have the breath to say. Her laptop crashed to the steps, unheeded, unimportant. Nothing was important anymore.

      Katherine Stewart put her arms around her surviving daughter and held fast, like she was an anchor, like she could somehow, through her sheer unwillingness to let go, keep this child from the sea.
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        Footage recovered from the Atargatis mission, aired for the board of the Imagine Network, July 1, 2015

      

      The camera swings as the cameraman runs. The deck of the Atargatis lurches in the frame, slick with a grayish mucosal substance. Splashes of shockingly red blood mark the slime. There has been no time for it to dry. There has been no time for anything. The cameraman is out of breath. He stumbles, dropping to one knee. As he does, the camera tilts downward. For a few brief seconds, we are treated to a glimpse of the creature climbing, hand over hand, up the side of the Atargatis:

      The face is more simian than human, with a flat ‘nose’ defined by two long slits for nostrils, and a surprisingly sensual mouth brimming with needled teeth. It is a horror of the deep, gray skinned and feminine in the broadest sense of the term, an impression lent by the delicate structure of its bones and the tilt of its wide, liquid eyes. When it blinks, a nictitating membrane precedes the eyelid. It has ‘hair’ of a sort – a writhing mass of glittering, filament-thin strands that cast their bioluminescent light on the hull.

      It has no legs. Its lower body is the muscular curl of an eel’s tail, tapering to tattered looking but highly functional fins. This is a creature constructed along brutally efficient lines, designed to survive, whatever the cost. Nature abhors a form that cannot be repeated. Perhaps that’s why the creature has hands, thumbs moving in opposable counterpoint to its three long, slim fingers. The webbing extends to the second knuckle; the fingers extend past that, with four joints in place of the human two. They must be incredibly flexible, those fingers, no matter how fragile they seem.

      The creature hisses, showing bloody teeth. Then, in a perfectly human, perfectly chilling voice, it says, ‘Come on, Kevin, don’t you have the shot yet?’ It is the voice of Anne Stewart, Imagine Entertainment news personality. Anne herself is nowhere to be seen. But there is so much blood…

      The cameraman staggers to his feet and runs. His camera captures everything in fragmentary pieces as he flees, taking snapshots of an apocalypse. There is a man who has been unzipped from crotch to throat, organs falling onto the deck in a heap; three of the creatures are clustered around the resulting mess, their faces buried in the offal, eating. There is a woman whose arms have been ripped from her shoulders, whose eyes stare into nothingness, glazed over and cold; two more of the creatures are dragging her toward the rail. The cameraman runs. There is a splash behind him. The creatures have returned to the sea with their prey.

      Some of the faces of the dead are familiar: employees of Imagine, camera operators, makeup technicians, all sent out to sea with the Atargatis in order to record a documentary on the reality of mermaids. They weren’t supposed to find anything. Mermaids aren’t real. Other faces are new to the silent executives who watch the film play back, their mouths set into thin lines and their eyes betraying nothing of their feelings on the matter. A dark-haired woman beats a mermaid with an oar. A man runs for the rail, only to be attacked by three of the creatures, which move surprisingly swiftly out of the water, propelled by their powerful tails.

      Around the boat, the sea is getting lighter, like the sun is rising from below. The camera continues to roll. The cameraman continues to run.

      A thin-fingered hand slaps across the lens, and the video stops. The screaming takes longer to end, but in time, it does.

      Everything ends.
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        Western Pacific Ocean, east of the Mariana Islands: September 3, 2018

      

      The yacht drifted on the endless blue, flags fluttering from its mast and engine purring like a kitten, the man at the helm making small adjustments to their position as he worked to keep them exactly where they were. On any other vessel, he would have been considered the captain. On any other vessel, he wouldn’t have been subject to the whims of a reality television personality and his bevy of hand-selected bikini models, all of whom had been chosen more for their appearance than for their ability to handle being on a yacht in the middle of nowhere. They weren’t just miles from shore; they were days from shore, so far out that if something went wrong, no one would be in a position to rescue them.

      That was what Daniel Butcher had been aiming for. The married star of three reality cooking shows just wanted to ‘escape’ and ‘unwind,’ far from the prying eyes of the paparazzi and their long-range telephoto lenses. He had the resources to take his entourage to the ends of the earth, and enough of a passion for fresh-caught seafood that this was his idea of paradise. He had the waves. He had the sun. He had a wide array of beautiful women happy to tell him how smart and handsome and witty he was, without his even needing to prompt them.

      ‘Dinner’s at sunset, ladies,’ Daniel called, checking the lines hanging off the side. This far from the commercial fishing lanes, they should be drifting in fertile waters. He’d even gone to the trouble of buying data on the known dead zones manifesting in the west Pacific, just to be sure he wasn’t being steered away from where the fish were. Wouldn’t that be a kick in the teeth? Pay tens of thousands of dollars to rent a top-of-the-line yacht, stock it, crew it, sail it away from civilization for three days straight, and wind up someplace where nothing was biting. But no. They’d eat well tonight.

      (The actual gutting and cleaning of the fish would be left to his sous-chefs, two of whom had been brought on this voyage for just that reason. Daniel Butcher believed in roughing it, but he was still a star, and stars didn’t get fish guts on their hands unless there was a camera rolling to capture the rugged masculinity of the moment.)

      The bikini models giggled and preened, their oiled skins shining in the tropical sun. This was the life. This was the way things were meant to be: just him, and the sea, and people who actually appreciated his brilliance.

      He didn’t notice that they stopped preening as soon as he walked past them, or that some of them directed looks of frank disgust at his retreating back. He stopped to check one of the lines. A pretty black-haired girl in a green bikini withdrew a camera the size of a flash drive from under the skimpy fabric covering one breast and snapped a quick series of pictures, making sure her shots included as many of the other women as possible.

      The redhead next to her gave her a quizzical look before asking, voice low, ‘Wife?’

      The black-haired girl’s fingers tightened on her camera. ‘Yes.’

      ‘Network,’ said the redhead. ‘I set my cameras when we came aboard.’

      ‘Nice,’ said the first girl. She tucked the camera back into her bikini before offering her hand. ‘Elena.’

      ‘Suzanne.’

      ‘We looking at cancellation, or…?’

      ‘Not yet.’ Suzanne turned a predatory eye on Daniel, who had stopped again, this time to flirt with two actual bikini models. ‘The network’s concerned about reports of debauchery. They wanted someone to come on this trip and see how accurate they were. They hired me.’

      ‘How did they know Daniel would pick you?’

      ‘How did his wife know Daniel would pick you?’

      ‘You saw the man behind the wheel when we boarded?’ Elena nodded toward the cabin. Sunlight glinted off the windows, making it impossible to see inside. ‘He’s my brother. Technically I’m along because I wanted the ride, not because Daniel wanted access to my sea chest.’

      ‘Clever,’ said Suzanne approvingly. ‘We’re not going to make problems for each other, are we?’

      ‘Why should we?’ Elena’s smile was quick and predatory, a shark cutting through calm waters. ‘We’re both getting paid. Your pictures don’t change mine. And the man’s an ass. Let’s take him down from every angle at once.’

      Suzanne laughed. So did Elena. They were still laughing when there was a commotion from the side of the boat, a splash and a scream and the sound of bodies rushing toward the rail. Their heads snapped around, Elena half-rising from her deck chair before she realized what had happened.

      Daniel was gone.

      ‘Oh my God,’ she said, in a tone of fascinated horror. ‘The narcissistic bastard knocked himself overboard.’

      ‘Come on.’ Suzanne grabbed her hand, dragging her toward the chaos. ‘I want pictures of this, and all my cameras are on the boat.’

      There was no sign of Daniel when the pair reached the side. The sea was calm, giving no indication that it had just swallowed a man. Bikini models leaned over the rail, shouting and cursing, eyes scanning the horizon. Elena felt her stomach sink. She’d grown up in the Mariana Islands, been born and raised on Guam, and she’d heard stories about this stretch of ocean.

      How could I have been fool enough to take this job? she thought, turning to the cabin. Only fools sail where so many have been lost. She waved her arms frantically, hoping he would see her even though she couldn’t see him. They needed to turn around. They needed to get out of here.

      Elena didn’t consider herself a superstitious person, but she would have had to be living under a rock not to have heard people whispering about what happened around the Mariana Trench when the sun was bright and the waters were still, when the fish had moved on and the things in the deeps grew hungry. There had been that mess a few years back, with a research vessel and the television network that showed all the Star Trek reruns. How she’d laughed at the thought of their being foolish enough to sail there, in the open waters where the bad things were.

      She wasn’t laughing now.

      She wasn’t laughing when the screams started behind her, high and shrill and terrified, or when she felt the touch of a hand – oddly long and spindly, covered in a cool, clammy film, like aloe gel was smeared across the skin – on the back of her ankle. Elena stopped waving her arms. She closed her eyes. If she couldn’t see it, it wouldn’t be real. That was the way the world worked, wasn’t it?

      Her scream, when it came, was short and sharp and quickly ended. The boat began to move, her brother finally throwing it into gear, but it was too little, too late; his own scream soon joined the fading chorus.

      The yacht rented by Daniel Butcher for his private entertainment was found three days later, drifting some eight hundred miles from its chartered destination. No survivors were ever found.

      Neither were the bodies.
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          Imagine a better future. Imagine a better past. Imagine a better version of you.

          
            — Early Imagine Entertainment slogan
          

        

        
           

          
             
          

        

        
          Is it really so bad to want to be famous? Isn’t that what everybody wants?

          
            — Anne Stewart
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        In a shocking upset, the Imagine Network, its parent company, Imagine Entertainment, and its CEO, James Golden, have been found not guilty of criminal negligence in the disappearance of the SS Atargatis.

        ‘While we remain shocked and saddened by this incident, we are gratified that the court has recognized our lack of culpability,’ said Mr Benjamin Yant, president of the Imagine Network. ‘The loss of the Atargatis was an unpredictable tragedy. We are doing everything we can to cooperate with authorities and determine what happened to our people.’

        John Seghers, father of Jovanie Seghers, captain of the Atargatis, had this to say: ‘Those bastards at Imagine don’t care about my daughter. They don’t care about anything except their damned ratings. They’re still going forward with the documentary. Did you hear that? They’re still going forward.’

        Efforts to block public release of the footage recorded on the Atargatis are ongoing, but are not expected to succeed. Interest in the so-called ‘ghost ship’ remains high, and all parties on board had signed releases prior to departure. Imagine has filed several motions to suppress, stating that the footage has no relevance and contains proprietary special effects techniques which have not yet been brought fully to market. ‘This footage will be taken as a hoax at best, and an insult to the memory of those lost at worst,’ said Mr Yant.

        — Taken from the ‘Entertainment News’ subforum of WorldReports.com

      

       

      
        Do we have any more questions? Yes, you, there in the back.

        Come again?

        Ah. I see. You want to know what I think about the Atargatis. Of course you do. That’s all you people want to talk about these days. Yes, I had a berth on that ship, and yes, I turned it down. The contracts they wanted us to sign put too many restrictions on what we could do with our findings. When I make it out to the Mariana Trench, I am going with full ownership of my research.

        Do I think they found mermaids?

        Yes. Of course I do.

        And I think the mermaids ate them all.

        — Transcript from the lecture ‘Mermaids: Myth or Monster,’ given by Dr Jillian Toth
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Monterey, California: July 28, 2022

      The Monterey Dream pulled away from the dock at a slow, easy pace, drawing gasps of astonished delight from the tourists crowding her decks. The crowd was good for a morning whale-watching expedition: thirty or so on the bottom level, closer to the water, where they’d be able to look into the churning waves and imagine they could see jellyfish tangled in the snowy foam. There were another fifteen on the upper deck, high rollers who’d been willing to shell out an extra twenty dollars for the privilege of sitting in the sun, with no shade or windbreak, for the duration of the trip. They’d have the best view of any whales that deigned to show themselves.

      Half of them would probably also have vicious sunburns, if their snowy complexions and lack of hats and windbreakers were anything to go by. The tour company recommended customers wear adequate protective gear and sunscreen at all times, but a lot of them ignored those instructions; between the lack of shade and the windburn that came with sailing for miles, many of those people would be in a world of hurt by bedtime. Tory often thought, privately, that she could make a killing by smuggling personal-size bottles of Coppertone onto the boat and reselling them to tourists once they were far enough out to realize what they’d done. Not that she’d have time, or be allowed to perform that sort of independent action. The people who ran the tour company knew exactly what they wanted from their employees – how they wanted them to act, dress, smile, stand, even look, although they were more lenient about that during the off-season – and they weren’t afraid to enforce those standards with an iron hand. Whale-watching employees who went off script were likely to find themselves in the market for another job.

      As one of the company’s four marine biologists on retainer, Tory stood at the front of the boat once they were under way, pointing out and identifying marine animals large and small. It was incredible what people – especially tourists – would get worked up over. They were here to see whales, sure, but some of them had traveled from landlocked states, and would happily flip their lids over sea lions, otters, egg jellies, and other creatures native to Monterey Bay.

      Tory knew some of the people she worked with looked down on the tourists, calling them ‘flyovers’ and laughing at their amazement. She thought that was uncharitable and, well, wrong. She’d lived next to the ocean for her entire life, had learned to walk with salt on her lips and learned to swim before she could read. She loved the Pacific as she loved nothing else in the world, and sometimes she worried she would start taking it for granted, letting familiarity wear away the sharp, startling edges love needed in order to stay bright and strong. The tourists were seeing everything for the first time. Through their eyes, she could do the same. She could be amazed by things that might otherwise become less amazing, and she’d never be jaded, and she’d never forget how much she loved the hammered silver shine of the horizon.

      One of the deckhands walked over with her microphone. Tory leaned against the rail, trying to look casual, and not like she was bracing for the coming acceleration. That was another trick to working with tourists: everyone on the crew had to seem so comfortable with life at sea that they could never be knocked off balance, no matter how high the waves got or how much the boat rocked. Anything less could reduce passenger confidence, and when the passengers weren’t confident, well…

      Tory had been present for one passenger panic attack, a businessman from Ohio who’d been on a long-anticipated vacation with his family and somehow hadn’t realized that going on a whale-watching tour would mean sailing for open waters. He’d been fine until he’d seen a crew member stumble. Then he’d started screaming that he couldn’t breathe, that the boat was sinking, that they were all going to drown. Panic was contagious on any sort of sailing vessel, especially one packed with people who didn’t often leave shore. In the end, they’d been forced to return to the dock, where tour fees had been refunded by a scowling manager. None of the crew for that tour had been paid; since they were technically contractors, rather than hourly employees, they had to go all the way out if they wanted to be compensated for their time and trouble.

      Keeping the passengers calm and happy was key if they wanted their paychecks signed. Tory was less worried about that now than she’d been at the start of the summer – the boats would still be going out in a week, but she wouldn’t be going out with them. She’d be safe and snug on the UC Santa Cruz campus, peddling knowledge for wide-eyed undergrads, working on her dissertation, and, by God, finishing her degree.

      Most of her fellows in the Marine Biology Department thought she was nuts for taking the summer off to spend on whale-watching boats, seeing children’s eyes light up when they saw their first real dolphin. Her ex-boyfriend, Jason, had been particularly impassioned in his attempts to convince her that she was throwing her future away.

      ‘I know this is a thing you do, and it was cute when you were a freshman, but you’re in grad school now,’ he’d said. They’d chosen the campus coffee shop as neutral ground, and Tory had regretted it the moment she’d walked in and seen him sitting there with a cardboard box of her things next to his right hand, a wordless accusation of everything she’d done wrong during their tempestuous attempt at a relationship. She couldn’t say, even now, that they’d ever been particularly successful. In that moment, looking at the compact reminder that she’d been cut from his life as easily as cutting an abalone from its shell, she’d felt like a failure.

      ‘I have to,’ had been her reply. ‘I have a contract, and it’s connected to my research. The tour company owners let us take the boats out when nothing’s scheduled, as long as we pay for fuel, and I’ve gotten some great data.’ What she hadn’t been able to say was that the faces of the tourists were also part of her research: the wonder and the horror and the quiet mass delusions that spread through them like ink through water. The official policy of the tour company was that if no one on board saw a whale – not a single sighting – everyone would get a free pass to come back and try again. But that almost never happened. All it took was a murmured suggestion in the right ear and half the boat would swear they’d seen a whale’s shadow passing under the boat, too shy to break the surface, but absolutely there, clear as a picture, what a moment, what a memory.

      All those things played into her research. But Jason had never been able to understand that when they were together, and he certainly wasn’t going to make the effort now. ‘There are research positions open,’ he’d said. ‘There are professors in your field looking for interns. This is when you should be planning for your future, not chasing the ghosts of your childhood.’

      ‘Thank you for your thoughts,’ she’d said, and taken her things, and walked away, leaving him behind. It had been too little, too late, but it had felt like a victory, and she’d been trying to cling to it all summer long, as one day melted into the next, as good weather kept the tours running and kept her research boxed away. She could make notes on tourists, draw conclusions from their microcosms of mass hysteria, but she couldn’t do deepwater sampling or take the sort of detailed pictures her work required.

      The deck bucked and rolled beneath her feet, a sure sign that they were about to start gaining speed. She brought the microphone to her lips and put on her brightest, blithest museum docent voice as she said, ‘Well, hello, everyone! Welcome to Dream Dives Whale-Watching. You’re currently on board the Monterey Dream…’

      She could recite the specs for this ship in her sleep, having done it dozens if not hundreds of times. She let her mind drift as she scanned the horizon, looking for things to point out to the hungry tourists. They’d take sea lions and gulls as things to ooh and aah over, as long as she identified them in an authoritative voice.

      The spiel caught up with her contemplation, and she smoothly shifted gears, saying, ‘If you look to our left, you’ll see a group of sea lions sunning themselves on the rocks at the mouth of our harbor. These majestic, if noisy, neighbors come to Monterey Bay to have their pups and raise them in the relative safety of our waters. They enjoy the sun and fishing, just like we do.’

      The roar of the engines drowned out most sound, but she heard a few people laughing. One woman in particular brayed like she thought she was in the audience for a live taping of The Late Show. Tory smiled to herself. This was going to be a good crowd.

      ‘But you can see sea lions back on the dock, and we have places to go. Brace yourselves, because we’re going to get this party started.’ Tory gripped the rail with one hand as the boat accelerated. ‘It’s mealtime for our visiting whales, and we’re heading for a canyon roughly two miles offshore where they tend to congregate. Because of the season, we’ve got a lot of whales in the area, and we might see anything from orcas to big blues. It’ll be a while before we reach their feeding grounds, so relax, enjoy the trip, and watch the waves for little orange blobs. Those are our egg jellies, a favorite food of sea turtles and dolphins, and they’ll show through the blue just like the fried eggs that give them their name. Our crew is here if you need anything at all, and I’ll check back in with you in a while.’

      Tory put down the microphone, checking twice to be sure it was off. It was a small thing, but a live mic had gotten several of her coworkers in trouble, and had gotten one of their regular marine biologists fired when he’d been caught broadcasting unpleasant statements about the physical appearances of their passengers. His loss had been her gain; since every trip needed a marine biologist on board, she’d been able to spend a lot more time at sea than she’d been anticipating at the start of the season.

      It hadn’t been enough. It was never going to be enough. She gripped the rail with both hands, watching the horizon grow bigger and broader as they left the land behind, and wished with all her might for the waters to open wide and give up all their secrets.

      They didn’t. But then, they never did.

       

      Global climate change had been impacting the world’s oceans since the early 1980s, although most people hadn’t noticed the transformation until the mid-2010s, when the reduced surface temperatures, increased ferocity of storms, and seemingly endless blooms of toxic algae had become severe enough to make headline news. As the glaciers melted, they dumped their runoff into the deep currents that warmed much of the world. The sudden freshwater influx lowered the ocean’s temperature and overall salinity even as temperatures on land continued to climb. Fish were dying. Whales and other large sea mammals were changing their ancient migration patterns, following the food into waters where they had never been seen before. Sharks were doing the same, sending scientists into tizzies and panicking the public.

      Monterey had been lucky. It was sheltered from the worst of the weather by its place on the California coast. El Niño winds still blew in warm water and kept the surface temperatures where they needed to be, while natural rock formations blocked toxic algae and the increasingly common jellyfish. As a consequence, more and more whales arrived every year, to the point that scientists were becoming concerned about the ecosystem’s ability to sustain them. Eventually there would be another collapse, this one brought on by overfishing by both humans and marine mammals. It was a serious concern, and one Tory was glad she wasn’t a part of: whales featured in her research only tangentially. Let other people, smarter people, figure out how to save the whales from this latest man-made catastrophe. She would be hundreds of miles away, sailing in deeper waters.

      Not that she didn’t love the vast seagoing mammals. It was impossible to look at a pilot whale cutting through the water, or a dolphin leaping out of a wave for the sheer joy of being alive, and not love them. They were majestic wonders of the natural world, and if mankind had any obligation left to the sea that had been its birthplace, it was preserving the ones who’d stayed behind.

      The ship rumbled under her feet, the song of the engine traveling through her shoes and into her bones. She could have stayed out here forever, if not for all the things that needed doing back on land. ‘We have some company out here, folks,’ she said into the microphone. ‘If you look to either side, you’ll see that we’ve been joined by a group of bottlenose dolphins. These curious creatures love to follow boats and see where we’re going, what we’re up to – and, of course, to feast on the fish disturbed by our passing. This is a large family grouping, somewhere between fifty and seventy individuals…’

      Dolphins were easy. They were common enough to show up almost without fail when the ships went out, and exciting enough to rouse passengers who might have been starting to feel like the trip had been a waste of time and money. To tourists, wasting time was often the greatest sin; they’d traveled from their homes expecting to return indebted but happy, with phones and digital cameras packed with blurry memories to get them through the lean times ahead. An extra fifty dollars was a more reasonable request than an extra fifty minutes for someone whose itinerary was planned to the second, and a whale-watching expedition was by its very nature a substantial time commitment. Just getting to where the whales were could take up to an hour, and woe betide the boat that turned around without giving its passengers time to see everything they wanted to see.

      The dolphins had finished the most dramatic part of their visit, fading into the occasional flash of bright gray against darker blue. Now that they were almost to the whales, Tory kept talking, about migration patterns, likely sightings, anything to keep the tourists looking at the water. Not that most of them were listening to her; she was a service offered because it made the whole production seem more impressive, and less like the rehearsed thing it was. The whales came and went as they liked, sometimes showing themselves and sometimes not, but the boats went out all the same.

      The ship rumbled to a stop, still bucking and rolling with the motion of the waves around it. People who never went out to sea didn’t realize how much of a difference even a small ripple could make to a maritime vessel’s stability. They complained when a whale watch was canceled due to inclement weather. Tory, who had been out in her share of storms – sometimes that was the best time to gather data – always wanted to laugh when she heard some petulant tourist from Idaho or Wyoming complaining about how their day had been ruined, and couldn’t they just take the damn boat out anyway? The sort of seasickness that came from riding a small craft into a big storm would ruin their day a lot more conclusively than a little rescheduling. But there was no explaining that to someone who didn’t want to hear it.

      ‘All right,’ she said. ‘We’re going to hold here and see if we – there we go, folks! Those of you on the right-hand side of the boat, if you’ll check your two o’clock, you may see the characteristic black-and-white coloration of a pod of orcas coming up to breathe. These majestic creatures can hold their breath for up to twenty minutes, although most will surface every four or five when they feel comfortable. This is a large group, and they’ve been seen in these waters before, so they’re definitely comfortable. The boat doesn’t bother them. If anything, we think they find us reassuring, since we’re such a common presence. They may swim over to the side to say hello.’

      No one seemed to be listening. There were more interesting things at hand, like the whales themselves. Tory rolled the microphone in her hand, weighing what she was going to say next.

      Oh, go for it, she thought. What’s the worst they can do?

      The worst they could do was tell her boss, who could yell at her for going off script. The worst they could do was leave a bad review for the service. But the best they could do…

      The best they could do was listen.

      Raising the microphone again, she said, ‘Sometimes called “killer whales” by fishermen who wanted an excuse to paint them as vicious monsters, orcas are intelligent enough that some marine biologists argue they should be considered people. They’re potentially as smart as you or me – and smarter than some of us. Despite this, marine parks continue to display wild-caught orcas. Orcas are captured as calves, separated from their parents, who will continue to cry for them long after they have been removed from the water. Orca parents have been known to recognize their adult children after twenty years, and are always overjoyed to have them home again, assuming those stolen calves live long enough to be released. Eighty percent of wild-caught orcas will die in captivity, never seeing their families again. If anything is going to drive the orca to live up to the name “killer whale,” it’s the way they’ve been treated by humanity. Orcas —’

      A hand landed on her shoulder as the microphone was plucked from her fingers. She turned to see Leroy, their ‘first mate,’ standing behind her and scowling.

      ‘You know better,’ he hissed. ‘Stay on script for the rest of the damn trip.’

      ‘Sorry,’ she said, and reached for her microphone.

      After a brief, wary pause, he gave it to her.

      ‘Sorry about that, folks,’ she said, turning back to the water. ‘Now, if you’ll look to the left, you’ll see the distinctive spout of a gray whale coming up for air —’

      She spoke, and the boat rocked, and the sea, deep and dark and endless, spread out all around them, and for a little while, she could pretend she was home.
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Monterey, California: July 28, 2022

      ‘What do you mean, fired?’

      Jay O’Malley, owner and operator of Dream Dives Whale-Watching, looked impassively at the young marine biologist. ‘I mean, you’re fired,’ he said. ‘You’re a smart girl, it’s a simple phrase, you should be able to get it if you think hard. I believe in you.’

      Tory sputtered. ‘But – but – the season isn’t over!’

      ‘It is for you,’ he said. He sighed. ‘When we let Jon go for calling passengers names, you were fine with it. I didn’t find you in here fighting for his job. You took his shifts and you smiled and told me to my face that you’d rein in your tongue, and like a fool, I believed you. I don’t like it when people make me feel like a fool, Victoria. It makes me wonder what else I might be letting slip by me.’

      ‘I said I was sorry,’ she protested.

      ‘You made two children cry,’ he said implacably. ‘You caused immediate emotional distress to families who were looking for a nice day out on the water, enjoying the majesty of nature. Some of those same families have been to SeaWorld or Atlantis to enjoy the majesty of nature. They didn’t enjoy being told that they were wrong to do so.’

      Tory opened her mouth to speak, then paused, closing it again. He wasn’t going to give her back her job; she could see that. When she’d crossed the line this time, she’d done it conclusively. She still hadn’t thought he’d fire her. She took a breath in through her nose, let it carefully out, and said, ‘Whether they enjoyed it or not, they needed to hear it. Those whales are being held captive against their will. They have a right to be free.’

      ‘And I have a right to not have customers come rushing in demanding refunds, but here we both are.’ Jay shook his head. He was a big man, soft from years spent on land, although his shoulders and neck were still thick with muscle from his time as a fisherman. He was an imposing figure when he stood, which was the reason he gave for staying seated almost all the time: he wanted to delight people, not intimidate them. ‘You’ve been a good guide. If you want to reapply next summer, I’ll consider you. But for this season, you’re a liability. You’re done.’

      Reapplying would mean coming in at entry level: half the pay and all the worst boats, the ones no other marine biologist wanted. The thought burned. Even worse, by next summer, she’d either be defending her dissertation or looking for a new adviser, either of which would leave her too exhausted to jockey for a new place in the pecking order. ‘I’ll keep that in mind,’ she said, hoping her unhappiness wouldn’t come through in her voice, even though she knew full well that it would. ‘Should I see Christine for my last paycheck?’

      Jay frowned. For all his good points, he didn’t like paying his employees even a second early – or, quite honestly, at all. There’d been a bit of a scandal a few years back, when he’d tried to convince college students to intern on his boats for the ‘experience.’ That had been shut down quickly by students and universities alike, but the memory clearly still stung. ‘I’ll mail it to you.’

      ‘If I don’t have it by the end of the week, I’ll have to come back and ask about it,’ said Tory, in her sweetest tone. ‘I guess I might wind up talking to some people about whales.’

      ‘That’s blackmail.’

      ‘You just fired me. I think I’ve earned a little blackmail.’

      Jay exhaled hard. ‘You can’t talk to your bosses like this in the real world.’

      ‘I’m not planning to go into the real world. I’m going to work in marine conservation. As long as I’m not dangling from the ceiling, people will take me seriously as a scientist.’

      ‘I’ll get Christine to set up your deposit and provide you with a receipt.’

      ‘Thank you,’ said Tory. She took one last look around the Dream Dives offices, taking in the maps of the Monterey Bay, the awards from local polls and contests, and the framed pictures on the walls. Her entire life was on these walls, from her childhood as a passenger to her gawky teenage years as a deckhand, all the way to her time as an adult subject matter expert. She had grown up here, measuring things one summer at a time.

      When she looked back to Jay he was watching her, a strangely gentle look in his eyes. ‘You still chasing mermaids, Vic?’ he asked.

      ‘I’ve never been chasing mermaids,’ she said. ‘I’ve only ever been chasing Anne.’

      Jay nodded solemnly. ‘Well, then. I hope you find her.’

       

      Tory drove along the road that would take her home, trying not to dwell on the meager size of her final paycheck. It had been enough for a few weeks’ worth of groceries, or to buy access to another set of private camera rigs. The oceans were still the great unknown: with so many fledgling marine biologists switching to climate science and meteorology when the die-offs began, and with so many others going straight into conservation, the ones who remained didn’t have the manpower to chart everything that was out there. Cameras were smaller and cheaper every year, and there were video networks sunk through the entirety of the open sea, but almost all of them were privately owned. Passes were sold by the season, since most of the people requesting access were trying to map the increasingly unpredictable weather patterns of the world’s oceans.

      Tory could have done guided whale-watching tours for years without saving enough to buy camera time on one of the really exclusive networks, the ones sunk around volcanic vents or in the spawning grounds of the great white sharks. That was fine. The cameras she needed were smaller, less reliable, and almost entirely pointed at the Mariana Trench. She checked the amount of the deposit twice before sending off requests for access to two more of those networks. Food was less important than footage. She’d lived on ramen noodles and dried seaweed sheets before. Doing it again was no problem.

      Monterey was still a beautiful city, even after closing on twenty years of drought, wildfires, and other complications. The fires had never reached the city, although they’d come close a few times; Tory would never forget the first evacuation, huddled on the beach, wrapped in a thermal blanket while she watched the sky turn red. She’d been nineteen at the time, Anne less than two years gone, and the thought of losing her home so soon after she’d lost her sister had been enough to trigger a full-blown panic attack, sending her weeping into her father’s arms. But the city hadn’t burned. The firefighters had stopped the fire before it could get that far, and Monterey had endured, becoming a little bit more of a period piece masquerading as a tourist town with every passing year. They’d always been haunted by the ghosts of Steinbeck and Cannery Row, those two great icons of the Great Depression. Now they were also haunted by the coastal towns that hadn’t been so lucky, by all the pieces of a dying way of life.

      What people didn’t understand was how hard Monterey worked for its own survival. They hadn’t been able to stop or slow climate change, but they had been blessed with a high concentration of scientists, drawn by the Monterey Bay Aquarium and its many conservation programs. Faced with the idea of losing that research site, those same scientists had set themselves against the problem with an iron will. They had chased funding, pursued grants, and encouraged innovation. As a result, while the rest of the state was falling into despair, the people of Monterey were building as fast as they could, throwing lines into the future and hoping they would hold.

      Desalination plants dotted the coastline like fairy towers, their solar-paneled roofs glittering in the California sun. They were closely monitored by marine biologists and conservationists, watched for signs of negative environmental impact. That was just a formality. The city needed the tax breaks provided by the state in exchange for them waiving their groundwater rights. The city needed the food produced by local farmers. The city needed water.

      Tory was grateful for the desalination plants, like every other child of California, but that didn’t stop the shiver from running up her spine when she looked at them. The waste produced by the desalination process was proving invaluable to scientists, letting them catalog pollution, document plankton, even analyze salt levels to determine the scope of the dilution effect triggered by the still-melting glaciers. The water that went back to the sea went back clean. Fully two-thirds of the desalination plants were also devoted to water purification, removing pollutants before restoring the salt level and pushing the cleansed water back out to sea. The ocean’s potential to supply humanity with freshwater seemed limitless.

      But the rain forests had seemed limitless once, as had the redwoods. It was hard not to look at the plants and guess at the shape of an as-yet-uncharted future looming out of the fog, too distant to see clearly, but coming closer all the time.

      Tory took her eyes away from the coast and focused on the road.

      There were three kinds of people in Monterey: the idle rich, who’d moved there when it became clear that this small jewel of the Pacific wouldn’t burn like Lake County or wither into desiccated silence like Santa Cruz; the scientists, who lived in subsidized housing and kept the complex system of desalination, solar power, and grant-bearing research going; and the remainders of the old Monterey, the people who weren’t going anywhere, no matter how much they were offered, no matter how broadly the research organizations hinted.

      Tory’s parents had been fresh out of the Coast Guard when they purchased their home, bright-eyed newlyweds with a decent amount in savings (and an even more decent amount in Katherine’s trust fund, left by a wealthy relative who would never have called it a dowry, even though it functionally was). They had fallen in love with the little Colonial-style house overlooking a remote strip of beach with no convenient parking lots or access roads. Their small, well-maintained property would fetch four million dollars in today’s real estate market. They intended to live there until they died.

      Both her parents’ cars were in the driveway. Tory pulled in behind them and took a moment to compose herself before she opened the door, got out, and walked around the end of her father’s battered panel van to the open garage door. The buzz of a table saw cutting through hardwood greeted her before her father himself came into view. He was bent over his equipment like a mad scientist bending over a slab, slicing a vast piece of driftwood. His goggles and heavy gloves added fuel to the mad scientist impression.

      ‘Hi, Dad,’ said Tory.

      Brian Stewart looked up. Then he smiled, held up one finger in a ‘hold on’ gesture, and went back to bisecting driftwood. Tory leaned against the nearest workbench to watch. Prior to his retirement, her father had been the manager of one of the local resorts, a position that paid surprisingly well, thanks to the demands put on him by his employers and his high-ticket clients. He’d been a troubleshooter, mediator, and general calming presence for thirty-five years, and had retired at the age of sixty with a healthy pension and an even healthier savings account. Of all the things Tory had to worry about in this world – and she had plenty, thanks to her fondness for causes anyone else would have been willing to let go – the future of her parents was not among them.

      The driftwood separated into two pieces, falling to the sides of the saw blade. Brian pulled his hands away and turned off the saw, waiting until it stopped spinning before removing his goggles and taking out his earplugs. Tory hadn’t noticed them before, but should have assumed they were there; years of being a woodworker at home and a perfectly groomed, coiffed manager at work had left her father meticulous about anything that could affect either his appearance or his performance.

      ‘Hello, pumpkin,’ he said. ‘Shouldn’t you be on a boat somewhere?’

      ‘Funny story,’ said Tory.

      Brian raised his eyebrows. ‘Suspended or fired?’

      ‘A suspension wouldn’t make sense this late in the season,’ said Tory.

      ‘Neither does firing their best marine biologist. What could you possibly have done to make Jay think that this was the best option?’

      Tory’s cheeks reddened. Brian waited. Living with Katherine had been preparation for life with Anne and Tory, who never met a mountain they wouldn’t throw themselves against. He was surrounded at all times by strong-willed women, and sometimes the best way to deal with them was to step back and let them work through the obstacles they presented to themselves, rather than throwing up any of his own.

      Finally Tory said, ‘I told a boatful of tourists how unethical and inappropriate it is to keep orcas in captivity.’

      ‘See, I thought you were going to hold out until the next person asked if dolphin was good eating,’ said Katherine. Brian and Tory turned. She was standing in the doorway that led into the house, drying her hands on a dish towel and smiling. ‘It’s all right. The season was almost over, and you have to go back to school soon.’

      ‘I was hoping to earn enough to buy access to a few more networks before I went back,’ said Tory. ‘I have blind spots that stretch for miles, and every network comes with the associated processing cost. How am I supposed to monitor the water for a large, unknown marine animal if I can’t afford camera feeds?’

      ‘Some people would say you’re not,’ said Katherine.

      Tory didn’t say anything.

      The silent standoff wasn’t new. Brian busied himself tidying his workbench, stacking the driftwood against the wall and wiping the shavings out of the machinery, leaving it as pristine as he could without breaking out the cleaning oil. They were still standing there looking at each other when he finished. He clapped his hands, the sudden sound making Tory jump and Katherine look at him reproachfully.

      ‘Well, then, we’re all here now, so what do you say we head for dinner?’ he asked. ‘My treat. I’d love a nice slice of pizza at the end of a long day.’

      ‘Let me get my coat,’ said Tory, and fled into the house, pausing to kiss her mother’s cheek as she squeezed past her in the doorway.

      Katherine waited for her daughter to pass out of earshot before she looked at her husband reproachfully and said, ‘You did that to distract me.’

      ‘I did.’

      ‘You know she’s wasting her potential.’

      ‘I do.’

      ‘Then why —’

      ‘Because it’s her potential to waste.’ Brian walked over to his wife, putting his hands on her waist and tugging her toward him. She came willingly. ‘We made her – and God, didn’t we do a remarkable job of that? – but that doesn’t mean we get to dictate what she does. She’s looking for answers. She’s looking for peace. If this is what she has to do to find it, let her. Ahab tilted at that whale of his for a long, long time before he found it.’

      ‘And it killed him when he did,’ said Katherine. ‘Are you sure that’s the comparison you want to make here?’

      ‘I don’t have a better one,’ said Brian. He rolled his shoulders in an easy shrug, taking his hands off his wife’s waist and pressing them to either side of her face. He smiled, waiting until she smiled back before he let his own smile die and said, ‘Tory is young and angry and trying to figure out what she wants. Right now, she wants answers. She wants to know what happened to her sister. To be honest, I’m glad. I’d be doing the same thing if I were younger and had her training. Anne… The thought of her gnaws at me. Every night, it gnaws at me, because I didn’t save her. I’m her father. I should have saved her.’

      ‘If we lose Tory too, what will we have left?’ asked Katherine. ‘She’s chasing a dream. She’s chasing a hoax. Whatever they’re covering up has to be so much worse than mermaids.’

      ‘She’s an adult. You can’t stop her. Learn to accept it, or we might lose her anyway.’

      Katherine sighed and pulled away. ‘I hate it when you’re right.’

      ‘I know,’ said Brian. He kissed her forehead before letting go. ‘Let’s get ready for dinner.’

       

      The pizza was fresh and hot, made with local ingredients by a pizzeria that had been a part of Monterey’s landscape for more than thirty years. The price of pork had more than tripled in the last ten years, taking mainstays like sausage and pepperoni to the ‘deluxe toppings’ menu, replacing them with salmon and ground hamburger. Brian looked mournfully at his slice of the daily special – farm-raised shrimp, pineapple, garlic, and mushroom – and said, ‘I would commit serious crimes for a real meat lover’s pizza.’

      ‘Then it’s a good thing I’m a doctor, and not an officer of the law,’ said Katherine. ‘Eat your pizza and stop whining.’

      ‘I like seafood pizza,’ said Tory.

      ‘You like seafood anything,’ said Brian. ‘You’re no help. You’re a traitor to my foodie cause.’

      ‘Seafood has less of an ecological impact, and pigs are smart,’ said Tory. ‘You shouldn’t eat anything that knows how to play fetch. It’s rude.’

      ‘I’ll keep that in mind,’ said Brian.

      The pizzeria was virtually empty. The neighborhood wasn’t the sort to attract tourists: most of them would be on Cannery Row, oohing and aahing over the Steinbeck attractions, stuffing their faces at overpriced chain restaurants disguised as local color. Locals knew to stay on the side streets and in the districts well away from the water, where a pizza wouldn’t necessarily lead to bankruptcy, and where they wouldn’t have to listen to overstimulated, sunburned children whine their way through dinner.

      The bell above the door rang. Tory glanced over automatically, and went still as she saw the man standing in the doorway.

      Luis Martines was the sort of tall that made basketball coaches sit up and take notice, and the sort of skinny that made those same coaches sit back down in despair. It didn’t help that his glasses were too large for his face, giving him the air of a myopic, perennially confused owl. His personal hygiene was impeccable, but his grooming went through a slow cycle over the course of every school year: At the moment, he was clean shaven. By the end of the semester, he would be boasting the sort of big, bushy beard that a mall Santa would envy. As usual, he was dressed in jeans, a T-shirt, and an unbuttoned plaid flannel two sizes too large for his frame. His arms were loaded with folders and loose papers, and he looked like he’d wandered into the pizzeria by mistake while looking for the nearest library.

      He spotted Tory and lit up, suddenly all smiles. He was surprisingly handsome when he smiled. ‘Victoria!’ he exclaimed, causing the heads in the pizzeria that hadn’t already turned to whip around, looking for the source of the disturbance. He ignored them, wading through the sea of tables until he reached the Stewart family.

      Dropping himself into the one empty chair, Luis thrust his armload of papers at Tory. ‘You need to see this,’ he said.

      Tory took the paperwork automatically. Several years of sharing lab space and research projects with Luis had taught her that if she didn’t accept what he tried to give her, he’d let go anyway, resulting in papers everywhere. One cleanup too many had given her a very firm grab reflex.

      ‘What is this?’ she asked.

      ‘I finally got those deepwater sonar scans broken down,’ he said. ‘You know, the ones centered on the Challenger Deep? I was able to get full analysis of audio signals going back five years – oh, uh, hello, Mr and Ms. Stewart.’

      ‘Hello, Luis,’ said Katherine, fighting to keep the laughter from her tone. ‘Would you like a piece of pizza? We have plenty, and seafood is so difficult to reheat.’

      ‘That’s because it has a very delicate index of “done,”’ said Luis. ‘Thermodynamically speaking —’

      ‘Thermodynamically speaking, my partner is an enormous nerd,’ said Tory, and flipped open the first folder. ‘Eat pizza, Luis. Enjoy not being in a lab. It’s nice to not be in a lab sometimes.’

      ‘I went to the wharf first,’ said Luis. ‘I thought you might still be on the boat. But your boss said you don’t work there anymore. What happened?’

      Tory grimaced. She’d known the news of her firing would get back to her lab mates sooner or later – Jason would tell everyone the second he found out, if nothing else, and he would find out; he was doing a sampling project that brought him through the harbor twice a week, and he’d eventually notice her absence on the whale-watching boats – but she’d been hoping it might take a little longer.

      ‘I sort of expressed my opinion on keeping orcas in captivity over the microphone to a boatful of tourists,’ she said. ‘Jay canned me as soon as we got back to shore.’

      ‘Oh.’ Luis took a piece of pizza. ‘I guess I can’t blame him. I mean, he’d warned you like six times.’

      ‘I thought you were supposed to be on my side.’

      ‘I am on your side,’ he said, looking stung. ‘I just brought you something that’s going to change everything, if you’d take a second and look at it. You needed to be out of that job, because you need to be free to chase this down.’

      Tory blinked, slowly processing the words he was actually saying, rather than the words her mind kept trying to supply. Finally she looked at the papers in her hands and began to read. The rest of the table went silent as her eyes got wider and wider.

      ‘Oh,’ she said.

      Deepwater sonar was an interesting mix of junk signals and useful readings. Filtering out the inevitable beeps and bloops from military testing, oil pipelines, and other man-made structures was the work of hundreds of hours and sensitively calibrated computer programs. What was left behind fell into two categories: known and unknown. The known noises included whale songs, dolphin chatter, and all the soft, organic sounds of the sea. Even water had a sound, to the people who knew how to listen. The unknown noises were a mess and a mystery, and all too often turned out to be nothing – a military test that hadn’t been declassified until after the readings were taken, a submerged glacier collapsing in a novel way.

      But there were always a few sounds remaining. Always a few novelties. Always a few mysteries.

      Always a few runs of blips that science just couldn’t explain.

      Tory stared at the peaks and ridges of the sonar readout, feeling her heart struggle to fall out of sync with itself, excitement hastening her breath and tightening her skin. ‘Where was this taken?’ she asked finally.

      ‘Twenty miles east of the Mariana Trench,’ said Luis. ‘The ship that snagged the recording wasn’t supposed to be there. They dropped a hydrophone for research purposes, since they were off course anyway, and then they answered our standing offer to pay for anything novel from those waters. I think they were sort of laughing at us. I mean, why would a ship’s engine that big be running a thousand feet down?’

      Brian put up his hand. ‘Can we get this with a little less intentional obfuscation, for the nonscientists in the audience?’

      Tory swallowed hard, trying to force her body to listen to her. Years of therapy and meditation courses had left her with a few tricks; she summoned the sound of the sea, packing it into her ears until she felt her heart rate begin to drop. Carefully, she placed the paper on the table where her parents would be able to see.

      ‘This,’ she said, touching the top line of waves and curves, ‘is the standard sonar reading for that area. We’ve had blips before – surprisingly little whale song, given how remote it is and how rich the water has historically been; we’d expect a place like that to be a popular feeding ground, and it isn’t – but most of the time, the water looks like this.’

      ‘And what is “this”?’ asked Katherine.

      ‘The song of the sea,’ said Luis.

      Brian raised an eyebrow. ‘That’s surprisingly poetic.’

      ‘Studying the ocean forces you to be poetic, because we haven’t worn all those ideas and concepts soft around the edges yet,’ said Luis. ‘The language is still mired in the maritime, and I don’t know that it’s going to catch up anytime soon.’

      ‘Water sings,’ said Tory. Luis could talk for hours about the words used to describe the ocean. If she let him get started, they were going to be here for a while, and she wanted to get to the lab as soon as possible. ‘It’s a function of the way it moves. Everything makes a sound, and vibrations hang in water for much longer than they can hang in air. They travel further, too. It’s why whales can communicate with each other even when they’re miles apart.’ Air was too thin, compared to water, to really carry sound. There was no such thing as silence in the sea.

      ‘Okay, cool,’ said Brian, nodding in the way Anne had always called ‘cool dad.’ He didn’t really understand, but he was pretending as hard as he could. Tory didn’t trigger ‘cool dad’ as often as Anne had. Tory had always been more easygoing and less likely to get embarrassed by her parents. But sometimes Brian still brought out the nod, like he was afraid he’d forget how to do it if he stopped for too long. Nothing that reminded them, as a family, of Anne was allowed to be forgotten; she was the ghost at every table, and they’d keep her with them forever if they could.

      ‘So the standard sonar represents the song the water in that area is usually singing. It can tell us things about the currents, the tides, the depth, and more, about the creatures that live there. Not as many marine mammals as we’d expect, for example, since there aren’t many of their songs embedded in the profile.’ Tory slid her finger down the paper, to a line marked with jagged peaks and deep valleys. ‘We got this recording about three years ago.’ Three years, two months, one week, four days. She would never forget the first time she’d listened to it, the breakthrough it had seemed to represent – or the crushing disappointment it had become when no one else could hear the things she did. ‘A family of sperm whales wandered into the zone we’ve been monitoring. It was normal song for a few days, and then they went into distress, all of them. At least six that we’ve been able to isolate by their voices, possibly more. They screamed for about fifteen minutes. Then they went silent. We’ve reached out to marine biologists who might have encountered that family either before or after the incident; the pod has never been heard again.’

      ‘You think something killed them?’ asked Katherine.

      ‘Unless aliens are stealing our whales,’ quipped Luis.

      Tory kicked him under the table. He yelped. ‘It’s the only thing that makes sense,’ she said, as if she hadn’t just assaulted her research partner. ‘Sperm whales dive deep. They run into things that whales that stick more to the photic zone might never see. There’s a chance they disturbed something, and it, well, ate them. But here’s the interesting part.’ She began tapping other rows of sonar readings, finger moving so fast that it was clear she wasn’t looking for the data she wanted: she already knew where it was, and was just revealing it to the people around her.

      ‘These recordings were made after the whales disappeared,’ she said. ‘There’s nothing higher than the mesopelagic zone, which is interesting, because whales have to surface to breathe. There’s nothing new, either. All these sounds match up to recordings made during the period when we know the whales were present. Note for note, they match. That sort of consistency isn’t natural. It’s not the way whales communicate.’

      ‘Dear, we can’t look at little squiggly lines and know what they mean,’ said Katherine patiently. ‘What are they?’

      ‘They’re blips of whale song, like someone – or something – had been sampling from the whales while they were in the area. And there’s nothing new. Whales sing the same songs when they’re talking to each other, just like people use the same words. But they inflect them differently. They have tones of voice, rising notes for excitement, falling notes for sorrow… Nothing in the sea is ever identical to what it was five minutes ago.’

      ‘Oh,’ said Katherine. She was starting to look baffled.

      Tory moved her finger down to the last line of sonar recording, barely touching the paper, like she was afraid the printout would smear and vanish if she allowed herself to get too close. ‘This was just taken. These peaks and valleys? This isn’t a natural sound. This isn’t whale song, or water moving, or anything we’ve recorded in this part of the ocean. And part of that may be that we don’t have consistent, linear audio files; the longest contiguous stretch we’ve managed to record was less than a week. So maybe this wasn’t the first time it happened. Regardless, we have it now. We can see it now.’

      ‘What is it?’ asked Brian.

      Tory looked at her father for a long moment. Then she leaned back, so she could see both of her parents at the same time, and said, ‘If you showed me this sonar pattern and said it was recorded at the surface, I’d tell you it was the engine of a ship the size of the Atargatis. But it wasn’t recorded at the surface. It was recorded in the abyssopelagic zone.’

      ‘How is that possible?’ asked Brian.

      ‘It isn’t,’ said Luis.

      Tory didn’t say anything. She just looked at the printout in her hands, and thought about her sister, and all the lost and lonely ghosts of the sea.
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Monterey, California: July 28, 2022

      Dinner was quick, pizza bolted down as fast as Tory and Luis could chew while Tory’s parents looked on in amazement. They knew not to interfere when something like this came up. Tory was dancing along the edge of scientific discovery, getting ready for the moment when she would have to trust her instincts and jump into the unknown.

      Shoving the last bite into her mouth, Tory stood, already pointed toward the door. A hand locked around her wrist. She stopped, turning to look quizzically at her mother.

      ‘Mom?’ she said.

      ‘I know you think this is an answer, and maybe it is; I don’t understand the kind of science you do, any more than you understand how the human body fits together,’ said Katherine. Her voice was grave; her eyes were even graver. ‘But baby, if it’s not an answer, if it’s not the piece you’ve been looking for, don’t let it break you.’

      ‘It’s okay, Mom,’ said Tory. She deftly extricated her wrist, bending to press a kiss against her mother’s temple before she said, ‘I’m already broken,’ and followed Luis to the door.

      Luis’s car was a first-generation Tesla, inefficient compared to more recent models, some of which could run on solar power for a week between charges. It still ran, and buying a new car was a hassle, and so he stuck with the familiar. It was parked at the end of the charging row, no parking permit on the dash. A ticket fluttered there, pinned under a windshield wiper like a butterfly under glass. Luis plucked it and shoved it into his pocket, where it would wind up too crumpled to read. His family came from old tech money, Silicon Valley startup royalty stemming from the age of Microsoft and IBM; he could afford to ignore his parking tickets, knowing the apps monitoring his police record would pay them dutifully and in a timely manner.

      Tory envied his casual relationship with money. As long as something didn’t crest the mid-five figures, he could pay for it on a whim – and often did, keeping their lab outfitted with all the latest toys, subscribing to all the relevant journals, and guaranteeing neither of them would starve while takeout was an option. The only things he didn’t pay for were the data bands, partially because he was less obsessive than she was – he already had years of data to collate and review – and partially because they’d agreed that once her penny-a-piece scans began bearing fruit, he’d throw their entire research budget behind whatever feeds would serve them best.

      He’d offered to take up the subscription fees for the feeds she had already deemed necessary. Several times. But for now, this was the way Tory could contribute and not feel entirely dependent on him. It was something. It was small, but most of the time, it was enough.

      ‘I’m okay with this as long as you’re taking blind stabs at the target,’ he’d said. ‘But as soon as you narrow it from “the ocean” to “this stream, right here,” I’m going to start paying for whatever we need.’

      Tory had been narrowing ever since. Years of narrowing, of eliminating other trenches, other dead spots, focusing more and more on the fifteen-hundred-mile-long geographic feature known as the Mariana Trench. It had been inevitable, in some ways. The Mariana Trench had been the last known location of the Atargatis before communication stopped. The ship had been found some distance from there, but that could have been a matter of drift; there were strong currents in that part of the ocean. Her answers were waiting in the Mariana Trench. She knew it.

      Luis looked at her worriedly as he unlocked the car. ‘You’re making the scary face again.’

      ‘Which one?’

      ‘The one that says you’re going to burn down the world if that’s what it takes to get what you want.’

      ‘It’s good to know I’m easy to read.’ She opened the door and slipped into the car, buckling her belt and waiting for Luis to join her before she continued, ‘I’m so close, Luis. I’m so close. Anne’s out there, and I’m going to find her.’

      ‘Tory… Anne’s dead. You know that, right?’ Luis put a hand on the wheel, making no effort to hide his concern. ‘She died before I met you. Figuring out what happened to her isn’t going to bring her back.’

      ‘I know.’ Anne’s bones were at the bottom of the Mariana Trench, if they hadn’t been devoured by some creature of the deep, recycled into the body of the living ocean. Tory would have been content for her own final resting place to be in the belly of a giant squid, but her sister? Her land-loving, bright-eyed sister who’d only ever wanted to make a name for herself? No. Anne deserved better. Anne deserved a pine box in an ecologically sound graveyard, lying under six feet of nutrient-rich soil, going back into the ground. Anne was never going to have that. The least Tory could do was solve the mystery of why not.

      Anne was supposed to have been famous, to have been bright and beautiful and worried about getting old. She wasn’t supposed to be dead, or intrinsically linked to what most people believed was a massive maritime hoax by a corporation with more money than morals. If Tory couldn’t make Imagine apologize for taking her sister away, she was damn well going to make sure the world knew the truth. Anne hadn’t died for nothing. She hadn’t died because the crew fucked up, or because she’d made a mistake.

      She’d died because Imagine had discovered mermaids, and, upon finding them, hadn’t been able to control them.

      ‘Do you really? Because sometimes it seems like you think there’s going to be a quick and easy answer to this question.’

      ‘I want there to be. But quick and easy both passed us by years ago.’ Tory shook her head. ‘I know we have a lot of work to do. I know we’re not even halfway there. Most of all, I know we can’t stop looking just because it seems like it’s too much.’

      ‘Hey, now.’ Luis smiled, allowing his worries to melt away in the face of the sheer joy of scientific progress. ‘I never said that.’

      He hit the accelerator. Tory watched long enough to be sure they weren’t about to back into one of the other cars in the parking lot before allowing her attention to turn to the printouts she was clutching in both hands.

      The data was open to interpretation. She knew that. All data was open to interpretation, and there would always be people ready to disagree with any theory that arose, ready to argue that the water on Mars didn’t count because it was the result of slow geologic processes and not weather patterns, ready to argue that the bacteria clustered around volcanic vents was not proof of extremophilic life. Scientists liked to argue about discoveries almost as much as they liked to make them, and arguing about someone else’s discoveries was the best game of all.

      And yet.

      And yet it was difficult to see what those peaks and valleys could be, if not the evidence that something deep below the pelagic zone was mimicking a sound heard on the surface: some sort of undersea echo repeating the roar of an engine that had died years before, going silent forever.

      And yet it was impossible to look at the lists of disappearances in the vicinity of the Mariana Trench – so many that they rivaled the fabled Bermuda Triangle – and not see the claw of some unknown predator at work. The number of people lost in that slice of the sea was startling, but the ocean had never been gentle where humanity was concerned; sailors were forever being washed overboard, passengers were forever being surrendered to the weather. Ships sank in storms. The seas of the world were a vast and interconnected graveyard, every inch riddled with bones and haunted by the ghosts of the lost. Every mile of every ocean could be marked as the site of some ‘surprising’ or ‘unexpected’ death; humanity sailed, and the sea punished it for its hubris.

      And yet. The number of whales, dolphins, and other marine mammals lost in and around the Trench was more than startling; it was unreal. Older pods tended to avoid the waters around the Mariana Trench, unless blown there by bad weather. Even some of the older sharks would go miles out of their way to avoid swimming through those waters. It was difficult to say what sort of memory a shark had, but they knew enough to stay away.

      Something was down there. Something that could slaughter sperm whales and leave research vessels floating abandoned and unmanned. Something that mimicked the sounds it heard, using them to lure its prey. Something that defied belief. And whatever it was, Tory was going to find it, and make it pay for what it had done to her sister.

      During the semester, Tory and Luis worked out of a lab at UC Santa Cruz. For the summer, Luis had taken a research position at the Monterey Bay Aquarium, not far from the wharf where the whale-watching tours docked. Both worked on their respective dissertations whenever possible, meeting to compare notes and verify that their research was still coming up with the same – or at least similar – results. Luis was seeking proof of hidden deepwater megafauna, for whales without eyes and dolphins adapted to dive so deep that the pressure should have burst their air-filled lungs inside their chests, for surviving megalodon and the source of the kraken myth. He pointed to diving bell spiders and geological off-gassing as proof that there could be air breathers in the deeps that never came to the surface. He used Tory’s sonar readings to argue that there were things down there, beyond the reach of even unmanned scientific vessels, with no need to seek the light.

      ‘Sure, it’s not likely, and sure, it would throw a lot of what we think we know into question, but we have strong enough evidence that it’s worth chasing,’ he said when pressed, expression calm and voice untroubled. This was a speech he’d been giving for most of his adult life. He had it down pat. ‘The ocean is the last great mystery in the world. We may as well pursue every clue it contains. We’ll have all the questions answered soon enough, and things are going to get very boring after that happens.’
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