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The first reports to go viral on social media were grainy, and honestly looked pretty doctored: a giant unconscious man half in, half out of the Bering Sea. The half of him out of the water was washed up on Siberia.


By the time he turned up on higher-resolution satellite photos, still just lying there, his face buried in the crook of his right arm as if sleeping one off, a team of Navy SEALs was looping a thick cable around one of his submerged ankles. The other end of that cable was hooked into the American submarine breaking a stack of accords and agreements by being this far out of its own waters. It was a gamble. Soldiers’ lives hung in the balance, careers back in D.C. were in jeopardy, and scapegoats were already lined up to be fed headfirst to the media.


Still, once that submarine’s propeller fired up, after a tense moment where the water just churned and bubbled and frothed, the giant unconscious man broke free of the frozen gravel shore and scraped down the long incline into waters where salvage laws could be said to apply. Once out into those more neutral depths, he jerked awake all at once and flung his head up for air, and that was when the circling helicopters captured the first high-resolution video footage of his long black hair, flinging around to clear his face.


He bellowed, his massive hand coming up to protect his nose from all this burning seawater, and, in doing so, his right arm tangled in the tow cable. The submarine still attached to that cable sloshed back against his hip, knocking him sideways in the water, and he was still looking back at what could have hit him when he slipped under the surface, the ocean floor dropping sharply off right where he was trying to stand.


The submarine bobbed for a moment, then was yanked down by the cable still looped around the giant man’s ankle.


The surface of the Bering Sea smoothed back out as if no international incident had almost happened. In the minutes before the ripples from that dunking amplified into the waves that would wash up into five o’clock traffic in Nome, every phone in every government office in America lit up, each of them demanding explanation. Had this giant man been a normal-sized person who had somehow grown into this behemoth? Had he fallen from somewhere? Had he swum up from the depths? Weren’t leviathans supposed to have tentacles, though? Was he a decoy of some sort? If so, to what purpose? Could this be an art installation? A Trojan horse situation? But what technology could make him seem so alive?


Was he even human? How could he be?


And what was with all that hair?


The video footage was zapped back to the mainland, slowed down enough to capture the geometry of his face, the set of his eyes, those cheekbones, and—and the color of his skin. He wasn’t simply burned or tanned from lying in the winter sun without clothes, which had been the initial supposition at the Pentagon. That was his natural complexion.


Was he… Indian? If so, American or Asian? But why not Polynesian, or Saudi Arabian, or Mexican, or Mayan, or Hawaiian, or African? And, taking the region into account, shouldn’t he be Yu’pik or Inupiat, Aleut or Samoyed? But none of them are that tall, are they?


All this speculation in approximately twelve minutes and thirty-seven seconds.


It was stopped by the giant man surfacing again with a desperate gasp, the water surging around him. He was sitting astride the submarine, which was rocking back and forth, finding its level.


This was important because now his waist and pelvis and smooth upper thighs were heaving into view between the waves: he wasn’t wearing a thobe or board shorts or muslin pants or any kind of brightly colored wrap or grass skirt—he was in what looked to be a… a loincloth?


“So he is Indian,” a conn officer said, rocking with the submarine like he’d just inserted a quarter for this ride.


“Is that okay to say?” a petty officer listening in asked all around.


“Never mind that,” the three-star vice admiral behind her said, clicking the DEFCON dial over two whole notches at once. “What century is this so-called Indian supposed to be from?”


More important, his staff was already asking, what animal could that loincloth have been made from? There was no apparent stitching or seams—this was a small strip of an even larger piece of leather. But what animal even approached that size?


None. It would take multiple moose for a garment of that length and breadth, and you can’t really make leather from the skin of a blue whale.


The Indian didn’t care.


He was just sitting astride the submarine, hands wrapped around the conning tower like the saddle horn of a stolen horse. His long black hair was plastered to his chest, and those cheekbones, that nose, that grim slash of a mouth—he wasn’t just Indian, according to the experts the government was able to hustle in and swear to secrecy, he was probably, judging by dress pattern and hairstyle, Plains.


“Nineteenth century?” those experts were asked.


The experts said sure, nineteenth century. Or eighteenth. Seventeenth. On back for thousands of years, there was no way of knowing. Maybe just from now, too.


More important, tactically speaking: Was he the only one?


Satellites were retasked, soundings were taken, tabloids were scoured, urban legends and ancient religions were consulted.


Meanwhile, moving slowly so as not to spook him, the captain ordered his submarine east, to the safety of American shores. The Indian leaned back when the submarine pulled forward, but he held on, and sort of smiled.


The Navy of course tried to clear the waters ahead of this Indian, but that didn’t stop the sky from filling with gawkers.


This was the story of the century, of the millennium. This was a legend in the making.


“What will he eat?” the newspapers cried.


“Where will he sleep?” the anchorpeople read from cue cards.


“What will the toilet situation be?” the radio DJs whispered into their mics.


More like whose side will he be on, the government officials didn’t say in any press releases.


What they meant, of course, was: Did he remember?


If he was from anywhere after 1492, then his estimation of America probably wouldn’t be too rosy.


So, of course, they shot him. In the thigh. With a tranquilizer.


He was just coming in to Puget Sound. There was heavy fog that morning. The Indian reached down to the him-sized dart sticking up from his leg. He breathed in deep to extract it then held it before his face, studied this strange arrow.


He looked up to the Seattle skyline as if just seeing it, as if trying to take it with him, and then he slumped off the submarine into Elliott Bay, his hair instantly tangling in the propeller, the captain diving for the shutoff button.
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