
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Seattle's Lost Passage: Castaways of the Sound
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Chapter 1: The Three-Hour Prophecy
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The Emerald Cruiser, a vessel typically synonymous with cheerful days and leisurely urban tours, had been fighting for its life long before it met Blackwood Falls. The storm hadn't been a typical Puget Sound squall; it was a furious, unnatural tempest, its winds and churning waves supercharged by distant, unseen volcanic activity. Captain "Sunny" Jones, a California transplant in his early fifties, gripped the helm, his face grim, his usual laid-back demeanor replaced by terse, urgent commands into a dead radio. He was a professional, typically unflappable, but the sheer ferocity of this storm was beyond anything he'd ever encountered on the Sound. By some miracle, or perhaps a cruel twist of fate, the battered amphibious vehicle hadn't been dashed against jagged cliffs. Instead, it was violently beached upon a relatively safe, rocky stretch of shoreline that tapered into a small, pebbly cove on the mysterious, moss-draped island.

Initial relief, thin and fragile as a spider's silk, spread amongst the terrified passengers. Then came the arguments.

"We need to get a lay of the land, find higher ground, see what we're actually dealing with!" Molly, her tone tight with a serious, cynical pragmatism that belied her parents' party-hard past, gestured towards the dense, dripping rainforest that loomed beyond the narrow beach. As a Seattle local, she knew enough about the Pacific Northwest wilderness to be wary. She was organized, detail-oriented, and utterly devoid of patience for frivolousness or the emotional theatrics already beginning to bubble up.

"Higher ground? We need shelter! It's freezing! And dry! Before we freeze to death, or worse, get eaten by some Sasquatch," Earl Sherman Lee scoffed, his face contorted in a sneer that seemed perpetually fixed. Born in Texas, moved to Florida, he was only in Washington because his missing wife had won a contest. He was misogynistic, deeply prejudiced, especially against Paylae, and convinced of his own "salt of the earth" survival skills, despite possessing none. His oppositional disorder meant every suggestion, particularly from someone like Molly, was a personal affront. He began kicking at a splintered piece of wood from the Emerald Cruiser, his movements more furious than productive. "Typical city folk, thinking a walk in the woods is gonna fix anything. Real men would be building a fire, not traipsing about."

Paylae, a Nigerian immigrant and pizza shop owner , who'd opened his establishment primarily for the stage it provided his stand-up comedy, managed a shaky grin despite his own obvious fear. "Ah, the great survival debate! Reminds me of open mic night, everyone thinks they know best until the mic cuts out. Personally, I'm with Molly. Get away from the water. Before this whole thing turns into some... some '3-hour tour bullshit,' you know?" He chuckled nervously, a natural storyteller even in crisis, but the reference to a classic sitcom about castaways hung heavy in the damp air, drawing a few grimaces. He was optimistic, resilient, and resourceful, but his reliance on humor could be misconstrued as not taking things seriously enough.

Captain "Sunny" Jones, his uniform soaked and torn, stepped in, his voice strained but authoritative. His usual California cool was gone, replaced by a grim determination. "Molly's right. We need to assess our surroundings. The vessel is compromised. We need to move inland, find a more defensible position." His gaze swept over the terrified faces, trying to project a calm he didn't entirely feel.

Amidst the fractured arguments—some pushing for immediate shelter, others for salvaging what remained of the now-damaged Emerald Cruiser, and a vocal few, led by Molly and supported by Captain "Sunny" Jones, advocating for exploration to understand their new, hostile environment—Molly's cold logic, coupled with Paylae's surprisingly calming humor, swayed enough of the terrified passengers. A small, tentative group, including Molly, Paylae, and a few others, began to carefully pick their way inland, drawn by the prominent, roaring sound of the waterfall that gave Blackwood Falls its name, and the distant hope of better, drier shelter.

It was a decision born of desperate debate and primal instinct, and it would prove to be their unexpected salvation.

They were perhaps fifty yards inland, the dense, moss-draped canopy of ancient Sitka spruce and Western hemlock already muffling the sounds of the shoreline, when the roar began—a sound that wasn't thunder or waves, but a deep, resonant growl that vibrated through the very earth beneath their feet. Through gaps in the perpetually dripping trees, they caught terrifying glimpses of the ocean pulling back, receding to an impossible degree, exposing dark, slick rocks and churning debris far beyond the usual low tide mark.

Panic erupted anew, primal and guttural, as the survivors understood the horrifying truth: a tsunami was bearing down on them.

Within moments, a monstrous wall of water, silent in its initial approach but then roaring like a thousand freight trains, slammed into Blackwood Falls. It engulfed the "safe" cove, lifting the Emerald Cruiser effortlessly before smashing it back down against the rocks with unimaginable force, tearing apart what little structural integrity remained. The wave surged inland, swallowing the narrow beach, ripping through the initial band of trees, and then just as quickly, receeded, dragging debris, wreckage, and almost everything in its path back into the churning Sound.

When the churning waters finally receded, leaving behind a new, slick, and debris-strewn landscape, the survivors carefully, shakenly, made their way back to where their escape vessel had been. The "relatively safe" beach was gone, replaced by a jagged, scoured expanse of rock, mud, and new, unsettling detritus.

The Emerald Cruiser was nothing more than unrecognizable fragments, pulverized and scattered. And with it, much of their remaining hope, and crucially, most of the emergency supplies that had been salvaged or were still inside the vessel. Rations, blankets, first-aid kits—anything not secured or carried by the small exploring party was gone, swallowed by the vengeful Sound.
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