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The Day the Sea Forgot**

October 28, 1943

Philadelphia Naval Shipyard

The sea was too calm for a war.

Lieutenant Elias Mercer noticed it the moment he stepped onto the damp steel of the pier. No wind. No chop. Just a flat, metallic stillness, as if the Atlantic itself were holding its breath. He paused, one gloved hand resting on the cold railing, and listened.




Nothing.

No gulls. No distant engines. Even the usual groan of docked ships settling against their moorings was absent. The silence felt engineered.

That’s never a good sign, he thought.

Ahead of him loomed the USS Eldridge, a Cannon-class destroyer escort, newly commissioned, freshly painted, and already burdened with secrets heavy enough to warp steel. Its hull swallowed light, a dark shape against a sky the




color of old bruises. Thick cables snaked from the pier into the ship’s interior—far too many for standard refit procedures.

Mercer adjusted his cap and continued walking.

Every step echoed louder than it should have. He was acutely aware of his heartbeat, steady but insistent, like a warning tap against his ribs. He told himself it was nothing—just nerves. Everyone assigned to this operation felt it. The whispers had started weeks ago, passed between engineers and sailors in




low voices, always stopping when an officer approached.

Invisibility.

Teleportation.

Einstein’s equations.

Nonsense, officially. Classified nonsense.

At the base of the gangway, a young sailor snapped to attention. “Lieutenant Mercer, sir. Clearance verified.”

Mercer returned the salute automatically. “At ease.”

The sailor hesitated, eyes flicking toward the Eldridge. “Sir… is it true they’re not using




radar today?”

Mercer studied the boy’s face. He couldn’t have been more than nineteen. Fresh from training. Too young to be standing this close to something that might break the world.

“Today,” Mercer said carefully, “we follow orders.”

The sailor swallowed and nodded.

As Mercer ascended the gangway, a familiar pressure settled behind his eyes—the sense that he was crossing a threshold he would never fully




return from. He had felt it once before, years earlier, when he signed papers he hadn’t been allowed to read.

Inside the ship, the air was thick with ozone and hot metal. The corridors hummed, not loudly, but persistently, as though the Eldridge had developed a pulse of its own. Electrical conduits lined the bulkheads in dense bundles, newly installed, humming with restrained violence.

This isn’t a ship anymore, Mercer thought. It’s a device.




He passed sailors clustered near junction points, their faces pale, eyes darting. Some murmured prayers. Others stared straight ahead, jaws clenched tight enough to crack teeth.

In the engineering bay, Dr. Samuel Richter stood hunched over a clipboard, muttering to himself in German-accented English. His lab coat was stained with grease and sweat, a poor disguise for a mind that operated several dimensions ahead of everyone else in the room.




“You’re late,” Richter said without looking up.

“I’m exactly on time,” Mercer replied. “The countdown hasn’t started.”

Richter finally raised his eyes. They were bloodshot, fever-bright. “Time,” he said softly, “is a flexible concept today.”

Mercer felt a chill crawl up his spine. “That’s not funny.”

“I am not joking.” Richter tapped the clipboard. “Field generators are stable. Phase coils synchronized. If the math is correct—”




“If the math is correct,” Mercer interrupted, “this ship becomes invisible to radar. That’s the mission.”

Richter smiled thinly. “That is the official mission.”

Mercer stared at him. “Doctor.”

Richter leaned closer, lowering his voice. “You’ve read Einstein’s unified field theory drafts, yes?”

“I’ve been briefed.”

“Then you know invisibility is a side effect. A shadow on the wall.” Richter’s fingers trembled slightly. “We are not bending light, Lieutenant. We are bending




position.”

Mercer’s mouth went dry. “Position… in space?”

“And possibly,” Richter said, “in time.”

Before Mercer could respond, a loudspeaker crackled overhead.

“All personnel to assigned stations. T-minus ten minutes.”

The words rolled through the ship like a death sentence.

Mercer moved toward the bridge, his boots heavy, his thoughts heavier. Time. The word echoed in his mind, unraveling memories he didn’t want to touch. The war.




The dead. The unspoken belief that science could end it all faster—if only pushed hard enough.

On the bridge, Captain Franklin Devereux stood rigid, hands clasped behind his back, eyes fixed on the horizon beyond the glass.

“Captain,” Mercer said.

“At ease, Lieutenant.” Devereux didn’t turn. “Do you feel it?”

“Feel what, sir?”

“Like the ship knows what’s coming.”

Mercer followed his gaze. The




sea remained unnaturally still.

“Yes,” Mercer said after a moment. “I do.”

The countdown continued.

“T-minus five minutes.”

Below deck, the generators began to whine, rising in pitch. The lights flickered once… twice… then steadied into a harsh, greenish glow.

Mercer felt it then—a pressure, not physical, but conceptual, as if the air around him were being folded, creased like paper.

This is wrong, his mind screamed. This is too much.




He thought of the men below deck. Of the equations Richter had dismissed as “side effects.” Of the ocean outside, waiting.

“T-minus thirty seconds.”

The hum became a roar.

Green light bled through the bulkheads, seeping like fog through steel. The ship shuddered—not violently, but with the disorienting sensation of losing reference, as if gravity itself had momentarily forgotten its job.

Mercer gripped the edge of the console.




If this works, he thought, history will never know.

If it fails… neither will we.

“Ten… nine… eight…”

The sea outside began to glow.

Not reflect light—emit it.

“Three… two… one…”

There was no explosion.

No flash.

No sound.

One moment, the USS Eldridge existed.

The next, it did not.

On the pier, sailors screamed as the ship vanished before their eyes—gone not with violence, but




with an impossible softness, like a thought being erased mid-sentence.

The water rushed inward, confused, collapsing where the hull had been.

And somewhere far beyond the reach of radar, reason, and recorded history—

Lieutenant Elias Mercer was still conscious.

Floating.

Aware.

And very much not where—or when—he was supposed to be.
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Out of Phase**

There was no darkness.

That was the first thing Elias Mercer noticed.

He had expected blackness—an absence, a void, the clean erasure of existence. Instead, there was too much of everything. Light without source. Space without distance. A vast, colorless pressure that pressed




in on his thoughts rather than his body.

I’m still thinking, he realized.

That means I still exist.

The concept brought no comfort.

He tried to breathe. The instinct remained, but the act felt symbolic, like miming a habit for an audience that no longer existed. His lungs did not burn. His chest did not rise. And yet, panic did not come either—only a dull, stretched awareness, as though his emotions were lagging behind his consciousness.




Am I dead?

The thought echoed outward, and something echoed back.

Not words.

Alignment instability detected.

The sensation hit him like a memory that wasn’t his own. The phrase carried structure, intention. It was not heard but understood, delivered directly into the space where language formed.

“No,” Mercer tried to say. His mouth did not move. “No, that’s not possible.”

There was no mouth. No hands.




No ship.

Only reference.

Then—weight.

Gravity reasserted itself violently. Mercer felt his body slam back into definition, nerves screaming as sensation rushed in all at once. Pain arrived late, then all at once, sharp and unforgiving.

He gasped.

Air tore into his lungs, cold and chemically sharp, and he collapsed forward onto steel plating. Real steel. Solid. Scraped and pitted, familiar under his palms.




The bridge.

The USS Eldridge.

Or something wearing its shape.

The lights were wrong.

They flickered between colors—white, green, and something Mercer had no word for, a shade that made his eyes ache and his thoughts slide sideways. Consoles sparked, displays showing symbols that had never been installed.

Around him, men lay scattered.

Some groaned. Some were silent.

Mercer forced himself to his knees, heart hammering. His




ears rang, a high-pitched whine that refused to fade. “Captain?” he croaked.

No answer.

He staggered to his feet, boots slipping on a thin film of condensation that coated the deck. The air smelled metallic, like burned copper and seawater left too long in the sun.

How long were we gone? he wondered. Seconds? Minutes?

A scream cut through the bridge.

Mercer spun.

A sailor—Petty Officer James Holloway—was pressed against




the far bulkhead, his hands clawing at the steel. His face was contorted in terror, eyes wide, unfocused.

“I can’t—” Holloway sobbed. “Sir, I can’t feel where I end.”

Mercer moved toward him slowly. “Holloway. Look at me. You’re here. You’re on the Eldridge.”

Holloway laughed, a broken, hysterical sound. “No, sir. I’m not.” He slammed his palm against the wall. “I’m still in it.”

Before Mercer could react, the steel beneath Holloway’s hand…




softened.

Not melted. Yielded.

Holloway’s fingers sank into the bulkhead as if it were thick mud.

Mercer froze, horror blooming cold in his chest. “Holloway—stop!”



OEBPS/e78ab8dc67146468c74d94b2a8ed2ce58baaa48e_smallRaw.jpg
GHOST sk |p®

THE PHILADELPHIA EXPERIMENT
A

A Science Fiction Thriller Based on the
Most Controversial True Incident in American History

.









OEBPS/images/e78ab8dc67146468c74d94b2a8ed2ce58baaa48e_smallRaw.jpg
GHOST sk |p®

THE PHILADELPHIA EXPERIMENT
A

A Science Fiction Thriller Based on the
Most Controversial True Incident in American History

.













