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Japan, 1946

“I know what happened to her—I know what happened to Amelia Earhart.”

Steven Hawklin stood motionless, as if time itself had paused to let the statement sink in. A sudden breeze ruffled his beard, and he took hold of the Man’s arm and pulled him aside. “What did you say?”

The man before him was weathered by war and secrets, his eyes clouded with a haunted certainty that made Steven’s pulse quicken. Could it be true? After all these years of speculation, rumors, and dead ends—could this stranger really hold the answer to one of the greatest mysteries of their time?

Steven had crossed half the globe under request from the British Admiralty—a rare exception he made not out of duty, but out of love. Desa, his wife had asked him to tour the area with the British ambassador, since she was too far along with her pregnancy to undertake such a rigorous journey. Under different circumstances Steven may have said no and dismissed it outright. He had his fill of governments, especially the United States government and, vowed never to serve any of them again, not after years of political games, betrayals, and battles fought in the shadows. But this wasn’t about governments. This was humanitarian aid to a rich culture, devastated by war. And while they had been bitter enemies on the battlefront that time had passed and now it was time to put away their differences and strive toward rebuilding a shattered friendship. 

What he found was a nation brought to its knees. The cities lay in ruin, the once-proud military dismantled, and the soul of its people fractured beneath the weight of surrender. Once enemies, now survivors—their shared humanity was undeniable. Steven hadn’t come to judge, but to understand.

He knew there were those who wouldn’t approve of his involvement—men who still saw the world in black and white, in winners and losers. But Steven Hawklin had never fit into neat boxes or easy definitions. His path was forged by his own determination, not politics.

And now, standing in the rubble of a defeated empire, he was being offered something more valuable than vindication—the truth.

When the old, bewildered Japanese man first approached him with the wild tale of his friend, Amelia Earhart, Steven Hawklin had dismissed it without hesitation. The streets of postwar Tokyo were full of ghosts and delusions. Grief had unmoored many minds, and war had shattered countless others. But there was something in the man’s eyes, a glimmer of sincerity beneath the tremble of age and trauma, that gave Steven pause.

The man’s name wasn’t important. Once an officer in the Imperial Army, now a relic of a broken nation. His hands shook as he spoke, his voice brittle yet determined. He claimed that in the summer of 1937, a strange aircraft had been forced down in the Marshall Islands, intercepted by Japanese patrol boats under strict radio silence. A woman and her navigator were taken into custody—one blonde, defiant even in captivity, the other injured and near death. The woman, he said, was Earhart.

Steven’s skepticism faded with each passing detail—the model of the plane, the exact coordinates of the crash, the description of the woman’s voice, her mannerisms. Details too precise to be guessed, too obscure to be common knowledge. He listened, heart pounding, as the man described how she was moved from island to island, hidden from the world, until finally brought to a remote outpost on Saipan where she vanished without a trace.

He spoke of secret bunkers, of coded orders signed by naval intelligence, of a haunting melody Amelia would hum at night—a tune she called “Beyond the Blue Horizon.”

Steven felt a chill coil in his chest.

The world believed Earhart had vanished over the Pacific, lost in a tragic accident during her attempt to circumnavigate the globe. But what if she hadn’t? What if the greatest female aviator of the age hadn’t perished in the ocean, but had been captured... imprisoned? But to what end? Steven wondered.

What the man offered wasn’t just a rumor. It was a thread—and Steven Hawklin had always followed threads, no matter how far they unraveled.

Maybe this wasn’t just about uncovering the fate of a lost pilot.

Maybe it was about righting a decades-old wrong, and Steven knew where to start. 

The American military presence in Tokyo was impossible to ignore. Though scaled down since the end of the war, with signs of US withdraw at hand, jeeps still rattled down broken roads, soldiers barked orders through the ruins, and American flags snapped in the wind like declarations of dominance. It was clear: while Japan had surrendered, the occupation was coming to an end. Reconstruction was underway, but the shadows of war still lingered in every shattered window and silent alley. “The Japanese people will have to rely on themselves,” the President said in a speech to Congress, ordering a withdrawal of ninety percent of American forces by Christmas. 

Steven Hawklin moved through it all with a intent. He knew that if there were any truth to the old man’s tale, any hint of Amelia Earhart surviving the crash and being held in Japanese custody, it would begin with the records. Somewhere amid the piles of hastily translated documents and prisoner manifests could lie the key to unraveling a mystery that had haunted the world for nearly a decade.

There had always been whispers, of course—conspiratorial murmurs that Amelia’s around-the-world flight had been more than a publicity stunt. That it was sanctioned by the U.S. government—a covert reconnaissance mission designed to spy on Japanese military build-ups in the Pacific. Steven had always chalked it up to myth. But after what the old man had told him, the pieces started to form a picture too vivid to ignore.

Thanks to a few lingering favors and the fact that the name Steven Hawklin still resonated through certain military circles, he had no trouble gaining entry to the American installation. He was issued a temporary pass, complete with the usual bureaucratic warnings. But before he could access the intelligence archives—what remained of Japan’s classified military records—he was informed that the base commander wanted a word.

Steven didn’t think much of it until he stepped through the door and froze mid-stride.

The breath left his lungs in a hiss, and for a moment, red clouded the edges of his vision.

Standing behind the desk, crisp in his starched uniform, was a man Steven hadn’t seen in years, and hoped he never would again. General Templeton Kord.

The bastard hadn’t aged a day, square-jawed, silver-haired, and smug as ever, with the icy eyes of a man used to ordering others to die for causes he never believed in, and for betraying his country not once, but twice, only to receive a simple slap on the wrist, keeping his rank and standing with his peers. Without a word, Kord straightened at Steven’s entrance, throwing out his chest in tempered bravado.

“I’ll be a son of a bitch,” Steven muttered, voice tight with fury. “Part of me hoped you were dead.”

Kord’s lips curled into a faint, insufferable smile. “I’m sorry to disappoint you,” he paused and added, “You’ve gone gray.”

Steven scratched his beard, hardened his eyes, and clenched his fists so tightly his knuckles cracked. The sight of Templeton Kord brought back a flood of memories he’d spent years trying to bury. Memories soaked in fire, betrayal, and blood. The name Osiris Project still sent a chill down his spine. It was meant to be a leap forward in aerial propulsion, a collaboration between science and military ingenuity. But Kord had corrupted it, tampered with Steven’s rocket schematics, ignored safety protocols, cut corners in the name of progress and glory.

The result had been catastrophic.

The test facility explosion killed thirty-seven personnel, men and women Steven had trained with, laughed with, trusted. And from the wreckage had emerged something worse—something twisted. A man once known as David Carter, consumed by pain and madness, re-emerged as the masked terror called Skyhook. Bent on revenge, he waged a private war against Crown City, nearly leveling it in a campaign of destruction, convinced Steven had betrayed him, not knowing the real culprit had been Kord all along.

Steven’s jaw tightened as rage boiled just beneath the surface. Every instinct screamed at him to leap over the desk and smash Kord’s smug expression into the plaster wall behind him. But he forced himself to breathe, to steady his thoughts. He reminded himself why he was here. This wasn’t about old battles. This was about Amelia Earhart... about uncovering a truth lost to time and war.

More importantly, Kord didn’t need to know that.

Steven turned without a word, walking away with deliberate calm. Each step toward the door felt like dragging a boulder uphill. He had nearly reached it when the General’s voice cut through the tension like a blade: “You’re chasing ghosts again, Hawklin.”

Steven froze mid-stride. His hand hovered near the doorframe, a flicker of muscle ticking at his jaw.

Kord continued, his voice low, condescending. “That’s why you’re here, isn’t it? You’re looking for something, or someone. You always did have a weakness for lost causes.”

Steven turned his head slightly, just enough for Kord to see the fire in his eyes.

“And you always had a talent for killing truth before it had the chance to breathe,” he said.

The room seemed to grow colder.

For a long second, neither man moved.

“Despite what you might think,” Steven said, “this doesn’t concern you, Kord. I’m doing a favor for an old friend.” Which was the truth, considering Amelia was an old friend that he owed. If she was alive, he would rescue her and if she wasn't, he would put her memory to rest.

“What remains of the Japanese files are in disarray,” Kord said. “It’s highly unlikely you’ll find what you’re looking for.” 

Steven locked his jaw. “But I am allowed to look?” he asked bluntly.

“Be my guest,” Kord said, with an open palm, showing him the door. 

A thin drizzle fell from the bruised sky as Steven stepped out into the open courtyard, the scent of wet stone and ash hanging thick in the air. Tokyo wore the aftermath of war like a shroud—buildings still skeletal, roads torn and uneven, the very soul of the city quieted beneath foreign boots. He pulled his collar up against the cold rain, nodding politely at the soldier who pointed him down a narrow path lined with sandbags and barbed wire.

The records building was a squat, concrete structure that might’ve once been a schoolhouse or government office. Now it had been repurposed—stripped of personality and painted in the dull olive drab of military order. Inside, the lighting was dim and the air damp, filled with the musty scent of aged paper and mildew.

At the counter stood a young Japanese man, no older than twenty, his uniform simple and unadorned. He looked up when Steven entered, and though he tried to appear composed, the nervous flicker in his eyes betrayed the weight he carried. Two armed U.S. soldiers stood at the exits, rifles slung casually but ready. Their presence was a silent message: trust is a luxury of peace.

The young man’s Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed hard. “Can I help you?” he asked in good English, his voice steady but strained, like someone clinging to a script in a play he hadn’t auditioned for.

Steven offered him a smile—warm, genuine, and likely unexpected. The young man blinked, startled.

Steven figured not many of the occupying personnel took the time to smile at the locals, much less treat them like people instead of obstacles. “I’m here to review the records room,” Steven said, his voice calm, respectful.

For a moment, the man seemed unsure how to respond. Then, as if realizing Steven wasn’t here to bark orders or throw his weight around, he gave a slight, relieved nod.

“Yes, of course. Please... follow me.”

As Steven stepped around the counter, he felt the eyes of the guards on his back. He was used to it, scrutiny was second nature in places like this, but it was different here. Here, the walls still echoed with surrender, and trust had to be earned drop by careful drop.

Still, if Amelia Earhart’s name was buried somewhere in this room—if there was even a sliver of truth to the old man’s story, Steven intended to find it. No matter how deep he had to dig.

The lock clicked with a reluctant groan as the young man twisted the heavy iron key in the warped wooden door. It creaked open on stiff hinges, revealing a room dense with shelves, stacked crates, and dusty cabinets—an archive barely clinging to order. The scent of aged paper and mold drifted into the corridor.

He reached in and flicked a switch. Overhead, a line of bare bulbs sputtered to life with a low hum, casting long shadows across the cluttered floor. “You’ll find a desk in the center of that mess,” the boy said, nodding toward a battered table surrounded by leaning towers of folders and forgotten history. Without waiting for a response, he turned to go.

“What’s your name?” Steven asked, his voice light, but firm enough to stop him.

The young man hesitated a moment, then glanced back. “Yuto,” he replied.

Steven stepped fully into the room and paused. The hallway behind them was empty, save for the echo of bootsteps and the low murmur of distant voices. He turned back to Yuto and lowered his voice. “If I could arrange it... Would you be willing to help me? I’ll need someone who can not only find specific documents but translate them as well.”

Yuto hesitated—his dark eyes flicked toward the corridor as though checking for eavesdroppers. His gaze returned to Steven as if wondering if he could be trusted. Trust didn’t come easily here. Finally, he gave a slow, uncertain nod.

“Hai.”

Steven looked at him for a long moment, then added, “I should be honest with you, Yuto. This might get dangerous. Very dangerous.”

For a second, Yuto didn’t answer. Then, a small, defiant smile tugged at the corner of his mouth—a ghost of youth hardened by too much loss. “I’ve been living in danger since 1941,” he said quietly. “I’m not afraid.”

Steven smiled, genuinely this time, the first real glint of camaraderie he’d felt since stepping foot in Japan. “That’s the spirit.”

Removing his jacket, Steven rolled up his sleeves and stepped deeper into the sea of secrets. “Let’s get to work.”

Digging through the gathered information was like excavating a lost tomb—each layer more cryptic and confounding than the last. There was no rhyme or reason to the archive’s arrangement. Crates of documents were stacked in careless towers, labels faded or missing entirely, their contents jumbled together in a maddening cacophony of paper and dust. The deeper Steven and Yuto delved into the room’s forgotten corners, the less coherence they found—just fragments, scraps, and silence.

Hours folded into hours until time itself became a blur. The sunlight that had once bathed the room in warm golden rays through a high window gradually vanished, replaced by the creeping shadows of evening. Dust hung in the stale air like a shroud, disturbed only by their slow, deliberate movements.

Conversation remained minimal, a sparse trickle between them. Yuto spoke little of himself, and Steven didn’t press. The young man’s silence seemed less about secrecy and more about reverence. The Japanese were a reserved people, and Steven understood enough to respect that. The war had left scars—deep ones—not all of them visible.

As the hours dragged on and the cluttered silence grew heavier, Steven's thoughts drifted far from the archive. Desa’s face came to him with vivid clarity—her eyes, her touch, the laughter of their son, the weight of new life stirring within her. Once, this kind of dusty pursuit had thrilled him—the scent of old parchment, the riddle of the unknown—but now? Now it felt like a life he’d outgrown. And strangely, he didn’t resent it. There was peace in that realization. He was ready to let go of the chase.

Still, a part of him hesitated. He had come this far. Amelia deserved the truth—if it could still be found in these forgotten halls. But what waited for him in the States was more than duty. It was love. It was life.

He opened his mouth to call it quits.

“Yuto...”

The young man stepped out of the shadows, cradling something in his hands. Not another crate or a dust-covered file. It was a box—sleek and silver, untouched by time, gleaming like it didn’t belong. Unlike the countless wooden containers around them, this was different. Purposeful. Deliberate.

Steven’s heart quickened. Whatever this was... it wasn’t part of the clutter. It was hidden.

And it had just been found.

Cracking the seal, inside the container they found stacks and stacks of papers. Yuto translated, the file on top, date: June 29, 1937.

Flight proceeds smoothly across South America, Africa, India, and Southeast Asia. Subjects reach Lae, New Guinea, having completed approximately 22,000 miles of the journey with only 7,000 miles to go... 

Watchtowers alerted...

Steven knew this was the route that Ameila had flown her Lockheed Electra 10E Special. As Yuto read on, it was clear the Japanese were keeping tabs on her route.

Aircraft carrier: Ryūjō to station one-hundred miles south of Howland Island. Imperative that subjects not to reach their objective... force to land. 

Yuto dug into another file, leaving Steven to his thoughts. Why would the Japanese want to force her down? He wondered. 

“Here is something else,” Yuto said, and continued reading.

Subjects intercepted by patrol planes from Ryūjō who had been tracking anomalous transmissions. When the Electra appeared over the Marshall Islands at 10,000 feet, two Mitsubishi A5M “Claude” fighters were scrambled.

Over the reef-ringed edge of Mili Atoll, the Japanese fighters flanked the Electra. Pilot tried evasive maneuvers, but the Electra was slow and unarmed. The pilots fired warning shots across her nose, then signaled for her to descend. 

“Seems two people were captured. A man and a woman,” Yuto said, his voice low as he scanned the yellowed document. He fell silent for a few seconds, eyes darting across the page with growing alarm, as if reading the climax of a thriller.

Steven leaned in. “What? What is it?”

Yuto looked up, visibly shaken. “The man... he died shortly after they were forced down. Wounds from the attacking planes.”

Steven felt a cold weight drop into his stomach. The air seemed to thin. He could barely speak around the sudden hope clawing at his chest. After all this time... could it be? Could Amelia still be alive?

Driven by a surge of urgency, Steven dug deeper into the crate. His fingers brushed something solid, tucked beneath old files. When he pulled it free, his breath caught. It was a sealed folder, bound in a weathered strap bearing the insignia of the United States government.

He stared at it, heart pounding. Questions hammered through his mind—how did this end up buried in a Japanese archive? Why had it been kept hidden for so long?

He looked to Yuto, locking eyes for a beat, about to voice his thoughts—when heavy footfalls echoed through the chamber, drawing closer. Boots. Several of them.

Steven didn’t wait. He shoved the sealed document into the fold of his trousers and said, “Move.” He grabbed Yuto’s arm and pulled him into motion.

Without hesitation, Yuto followed as they slipped between rows of musty shelves deeper into the labyrinthine archive.

“Spread out,” came a sharp voice behind them. “The General wants Hawklin alive. He doesn’t care about the Jap kid.”

Steven ducked low, leading them around a corner. “That tears it,” he muttered under his breath. “I’ve gone and stuck my nose where it doesn’t belong... again.”

They crept through the archives, shadows hugging them like a second skin as the hunt closed in. Silent as ghosts, they weaved between the towering stacks, until Yuto's shoulder clipped the edge of a low shelf. A brittle piece of pottery toppled, hit the floor, and shattered like a gunshot.

Both men froze. The sharp crack echoed through the still air like a death knell.

Steven’s eyes locked with Yuto’s, wide with shared panic.

“That way!” a voice barked from the darkness—closer than either of them liked.

There was no time for stealth now. Steven grabbed Yuto’s sleeve and bolted. They dashed deeper into the maze of shelves, boots whispering across the dusty floor.

Moments later, they came to a dead stop.

A wall.

Trapped.

Steven’s eyes swept the room, heart hammering. Nearly ten feet above them, a narrow window glimmered with moonlight.

“There,” he said sharply. “Climb. Now!”

He lunged for a nearby bookcase, fingers digging into the grooves as he began to scale it with frantic urgency. The old wood groaned beneath his weight, but he climbed faster. Yuto followed close behind, every movement fueled by pure adrenaline.

Below them, voices barked commands and boots thundered across the floor.

At the window, Steven stretched for the ledge, fingertips grazing the cold stone—almost there.

His boots found the top shelf just as something caught his eye: an iron rod nestled in a forgotten corner, caked with dust and cobwebs. Ornate and ceremonial, it looked like it once belonged in some long-forgotten ritual—its surface etched with strange symbols and curling filigree.

No time to question why it was there, only that it was. His fingers closed around the hefty artifact, and with a grunt he reared back, hurling it like a javelin into the window. The impact exploded the glass in a spray of jagged shards, just as gunfire cracked through the archive.

Bullets stitched the air behind them.

“Stand down!” a voice bellowed, authoritative, cold.

Steven didn’t hesitate.

“Not today,” he growled, grabbing Yuto by the collar and hauling him bodily through the shattered window.

He turned back for a split second, enough to see the dark shapes of soldiers closing in, weapons raised and gleaming in the dim light.

Steven braced himself, then slammed both heels into the top shelf beneath him. The towering bookcase rocked, groaned, and toppled like a felled tree, crashing into the next, and the next. A thunderous chain reaction of falling shelves roared through the chamber, books and debris raining down in a tidal wave of chaos—the soldiers scattered in all directions.

That should slow them down, Steven thought grimly and without another glance, he hauled himself up and out into the night.

The moment Steven’s boots hit the ground, alarms blared through the night like a thousand screaming banshees. Red warning lights strobed against the nearby walls, slicing through the dark like the heartbeat of danger itself.

Yuto crouched low beside him, his chest heaving. The whites of his eyes flashed with panic, searching Steven’s face for answers, some hint of what came next.

“Looks like I dragged you into the deep end,” Steven muttered, his voice low but steady. “I’m sorry for that, Yuto.”

The young man swallowed hard. “What do we do now?”

Steven’s eyes swept the compound, calculating, clockwork turning behind his stare. Then he saw it, a motorcycle propped against a rusting outbuilding, half-shadowed, waiting like a coiled beast.

“We get the hell out of here,” he said, already moving. He yanked Yuto to his feet. “Come on!”

They sprinted across the open yard, boots thundering against the hard-packed dirt as searchlights sliced through the night like giant white blades. The chaos played to their advantage as soldiers darted in every direction, orders were shouted, Steven and Yuto slipped through the fray like shadows.

With nerves of steel, Steven kept Yuto close, guiding him toward the parked motorcycle hidden in the shadows of the building.

He threw a leg over the saddle, twisted the key, and slammed his heel down on the kick-starter. The engine sputtered, a tense, heart-stopping moment, then erupted with a deep-throated growl that split the night.

“Climb on!” Steven shouted, just as a command to stand down echoed across the yard.

Whipping his head around, he spotted a cluster of soldiers closing in fast.

“Hang on!” he barked.

Yuto didn’t need to be told twice. He leapt onto the back, arms clamping around Steven’s waist as the bike tore forward, rear tire spitting gravel in a furious rooster tail.

“Keep your head low!” Steven warned, ducking as they surged between a maze of tents. He leaned hard into each turn, boots scraping the dirt to stabilize the bike, while sweeping beams of light washed over canvas and steel around them.

More soldiers appeared ahead—rifles raised, shouts rising. Muzzle flashes lit the dark as warning shots screamed overhead. Steven didn’t flinch. He’d been under fire before. This wasn’t war... Not yet. They weren’t aiming to kill—at least, he hoped they weren’t. But if Kord gave the word, that would change.

Every second they stayed on the base tightened the noose. Kord’s vendetta wasn’t going to end with a warning.

Steven made a snap decision. He turned the bike sharply toward the base’s main gate, hoping, praying, it would be lightly manned. But the moment their headlight swept across a barricade of guards, he knew better.

“Damn it,” he growled.

Yanking the handlebars left, he veered sharply off course and then he saw it. A flatbed truck, parked near the outer perimeter fence. Its rear bed slanted down like a launching ramp, practically inviting him to do something reckless.

Steven gunned the throttle.

The motorcycle screamed up the incline. Yuto’s cry was swallowed by the roar of the engine as the bike went airborne, lifted into the night sky. For a heartbeat, time froze—the world suspended in that breathless space between freedom and failure, even though Steven thought it would be the latter.

Then the bike hit the ground outside the fence with bone-rattling force.

Steven wrestled with the handlebars, barely keeping them upright. Tires caught purchase, and he poured every ounce of power into the engine, speeding them away from the spotlight-streaked bedlam behind.

The base shrank into the distance, its alarms blaring like the wails of a beast that had just lost its prey. But it wouldn’t be long before Kord had soldiers combing every inch of the city looking for them, and Steven knew there was only one place they could go.

Amid the shattered skeleton of Tokyo, where scorched steel beams jutted like broken bones and ash clung to every surface, the British consulate had managed to erect a makeshift embassy—more out of stubborn pride than practicality. A patchwork of sandbags, salvaged walls, and Union Jack banners marked the temporary outpost nestled among ruins.

When Steven and Yuto approached the guarded entryway, a stout, broad-shouldered soldier stepped in front of them, blocking their path with the subtlety of a brick wall. Despite Steven’s official clearance, the man raised an arm like a crossing gate.

“Oi, are you balmy?” the soldier barked. “You can’t come in here—with him.”

Steven shot a glance over his shoulder at Yuto, who stood silently, eyes flicking from the guard to the war-torn buildings beyond. Then Steven turned back to the man, his expression cool but firm.

“Do you know who I am, soldier?” he asked.

The guard’s eyes narrowed, not with defiance, but recognition. “Aye, I know who you are, Major Hawklin.”

The title still didn’t sit right. Even after his wartime promotion, “Captain” felt more natural to Steven—less rigid, more him.

“Then you’ll know I’m here on the ambassador’s direct request,” Steven added.

“I realize that, sir,” the guard replied with crisp formality, “but locals aren’t allowed entry unless mandated by the ambassador himself.”

Steven exhaled slowly. “Look, Corporal—”

“Sergeant,” the man corrected without missing a beat.

Steven gave a faint nod, adjusting his tone to something calmer, more deliberate. “Sergeant, if you know who I am, then you know my reputation.”

The sergeant’s mouth quirked slightly. “Aye, that I do.”

“Then it shouldn’t surprise you to hear this young man and I found ourselves in a bit of a scuffle over at the American base and—”

“Say no more.” The sergeant lifted a hand, a flicker of amusement breaking through his otherwise steely demeanor. “Anything that riles up a few Yank soldiers does my heart good, it does.”

Steven allowed himself a tight grin. “Careful, Sergeant—I happen to be a Yank.”

“Begging your pardon, Major,” the sergeant replied, his tone not exactly apologetic. “Oh sure, they’re good in a scrap, no argument there. But some of those boys walk around like they own the bleeding planet.”

Steven’s grin widened, showing teeth. “Well, Americans do tend to think that way.”

“Whatever the reason, sir,” the sergeant said with a shrug. “If you’ll vouch for the Jap, I’ll let you through with him.”

Steven’s smile faded. “His name is Yuto,” he said, more sharply than intended. “And yes—I vouch for him.”

That gave the sergeant pause. A beat passed before he gave a lopsided smirk and stepped aside, motioning them through with a tilt of his head. “Right then. On you go.”

Steven gave a nod of gratitude, guiding Yuto through the gate and into the heart of what passed for diplomacy amid the ruins of a war.

Once inside the confines of his private tent, and under the light from a lantern hanging overhead, Steven sat down to look over the sealed papers they found in the archives in the American sector.

“I still don’t understand how, or why, there are American papers integrated among official documents from my country,” Yuto said. 

“Nor do I,” Steven replied, though deep in his gut he had the feeling that whatever he discovered wouldn’t sit well with him. He sat on the edge of a cot and broke the seal and folded open the top cover. On the top page, it said in big bold letters: EYES ONLY... OPERATION SERAPHIM. 

Turning the page, Steven began to read. His stomach hardening with each scan of his eyes over the document. “My God,” he said barely believing what he was reading. “This is the details of an operation involving code name: Seraphim.” He read on some more before adding, “This is details of Ameila and her co-pilot Fred Noonan’s mission. They were recruited by the State Department to fly reconnaissance in a covert operation to spy on the Japanese before the beginning of the war.” 
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