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    To every soul who has ever looked at the night skyand felt that it was speaking to them.
To those who remember the light before the first dawn —may these pages remind you that you have never been aloneamong the stars.

      

    

Written © by Jiřina Ptáčníková , 2025 Illustrated by © Jiřina Ptáčníková , 2025 All rights reserved.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

LAND UNDER THE ICE

[image: ]


It was the place where the world stopped. Where the boundary between heaven and earth dissolved into white, where the wind had a voice of its own and man became only dust in its song. The expedition arrived after three weeks of sailing on a ship whose hull was covered in salt and ice. Everyone was exhausted, but no one wanted to admit that there was something else in their hearts other than fatigue – a strange, unnameable attraction. Eda sat down on the crate with the equipment, with his back to the wind. He closed his eyes for a moment and listened to the silence that Antarctica offered only to those who dared to listen. It wasn't an empty silence – it was full of something alive." This is not the end of the world," he remarked quietly. "That's the beginning of it." Their tent was simple but solid. On the walls hung maps, graphs, drawings of layers of ice that they wanted to explore. Above the table hung a photograph from home – a woman and a small child. Honza pinned it there on the first day. "So I don't forget why I want to come back," he said with a smile that had disappeared right after the first night. At night, when they first heard the sound. It wasn't the wind. It wasn't even ice breaking. It was a ton. Deep, slow, regular, as if a heart was beating somewhere underneath. Honza sat down and looked at Ed. "Do you hear that?" Ed nodded. "Yes. But this is not an echo. That's what's happening below us." The sky was clear, the stars so bright that one lost track of distances. When they looked to the horizon, they saw the snow waving. Not as if the wind was blowing, but as if it were breathing. "Look," Honza pointed out. In one place, the surface shone differently – lighter, softer. Eda bent down and put the glove to the ground. The ice was lukewarm. Froze. "That's not possible."

He took a measuring probe out of his pocket and placed it on the surface. The device flashed, made a short tick, and the needle vibrated." The pressure is constant, the temperature is three degrees above zero," he said incredulously. Below zero you wanted to say," Honza corrected him. Eda just shook his head. "Well, above zero. The ice is alive."

They started digging. Not much, just to see what causes the phenomenon. After a few minutes, the metal of the shovel dug into the smooth layer of clear ice. A light glistened beneath him. Not a reflection, but a real source." God," whispered Honza. "Do you see that?"

Ed nodded. In the depths, something that resembled a mirror was moving. He approached, rested his knee on the ice, and put his hand to him. Warmth. Gentle vibration.

And then – the image. For a split second, he saw the woman's face. Delicate features, eyes of turquoise light, hair flowing like a stream of water. She was looking directly at him.

He shuddered. "Did you see that?""What?""Someone is there."

At that moment, the ice shook. There was a deep rum... Dum... Dum... 
And then a crack.
Honza lost his balance, he fell. The rope tightened, Eda caught it, but a block of ice broke." John!" he shouted, but the answer was drowned out by rumbling.

The ground beneath them opened up. For a moment he saw light in the depths, then darkness. The ice closed again. Silence.

Eda remained kneeling, palms resting on the ground. He felt that the place was not a grave. It's a gateway. And that what is awakening under them is older than humanity itself.
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ECHOES OF THE PAST
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The wind stopped and a silence spread over the base, which seemed almost restless. The cold light of lamps reflected from the metal walls, the bulbs of which trembled like a restless heart. Eda was sitting at the table with his hands wrapped in bandages, his head bowed, his eyes empty. He had a device in front of him, which he rescued from the scene of the accident. The needle moved even when it was not connected to power. It was not a defect. The device was breathing.

Commander Andersson walked back and forth. "Tell me," he said finally, his voice trying to sound firm but sounding exhausted. "Did you say there was light down there?" Ed nodded. "Not a reflection. Source. Right below us." "And Honza?" "He disappeared." For a moment, there was a silence in the room that could be cut. "The ice swallowed him. It was as if he had closed himself. But before that, I saw a face." Andersson raised his eyebrows. "What face?" "A woman. She was shining."

Dr. Müller, who had been silent until now, moved the device to Ed. "Did you have this with you?" Ed nodded. Müller put the probe on and watched as the needle went crazy. "It exhibits constant electromagnetic activity even when it is disconnected. It transmits something." Andersson frowned. "Any source? Metal, mineral?" Müller shook his head. "Nothing like that. But the frequency is constant. Seven whole eighty-three hertz."

Eda looked at him slowly. "That's the frequency. The one I heard. Like a pulse. It's as if the Earth is breathing." The commander laughed, but there was nothing cheerful in the laughter. "Stop with those fairy tales, men are nervous. Tomorrow we will go back there, take the probes, record everything. No legends. Just the facts."

Eda was silent. He knew that Andersson would not understand. The tone was not a hallucination, it was not a physical phenomenon. It was a call. He felt it again now—in his chest, in his blood, in every cell.

When the others left, he sat down at the table and opened a small notebook. For the first time since his arrival, he wrote a few sentences. 
"If someone finds this, know that it is not empty under the ice. It is not a cavity. It's memory. And someone is waiting in it. He speaks to me. When I touch the ice, I hear her voice. It's not scary, it's... sad. It's like she's begging me to listen."
He closed the notebook, turned off the light, and laid down. But sleep did not come. He could still hear the rhythm in his ears. Dum... Dum... Dum... And just before he fell asleep, he dreamed that someone was standing by his bed. A female figure, translucent, radiant, with eyes full of light. He woke up suddenly, but no one was there. Only a faint reflection in the window. And in it, for a moment, that face again.
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MIRROR UNDER ICE
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January 15, 1938 – Return to the place where ice breathes

The next day was special. In the morning, the sun tried to break through the thick layer of clouds, but the light that fell on the ice was of a strange hue—not cold white, but warm, almost pearlescent. The air was calm, too calm, and even the dogs behaved differently. They didn't whine, they didn't bark. They just stood, their heads down, their ears tense, as if they heard something that people didn't hear.

Eda was sitting on the equipment box and preparing new probes. He still couldn't get rid of thoughts of last night. The face he saw and the warmth he felt when he touched the ice. It didn't make sense. Yet he knew it wasn't a deception. Something woke up in the depths. Something that had consciousness. Honza's face was still in front of his eyes. His last look, before the light swallowed him up. It wasn't afraid. There was knowledge in him.

"Let's go," Andersson said, his voice interrupting Ed's thoughts. "We will verify it today. We take measuring instruments, cameras, probes. I want evidence, not feelings." Eda nodded, but he knew inwardly that what he would see could not be measured. They set off shortly after nine. Four men, two sledges with equipment, and the air was so thick it was hard to breathe.

When they arrived at the place, the wind stopped, as if waiting. In front of them was an icy plain that looked quite ordinary, except that there was a crack in the middle. Not deep, but so clean that it resembled a cut of a mirror. Eda knelt down, put his hand to the ice, and felt that familiar pulse again. Dum... Dum... Dum...

"Here," he said quietly. "This is the place." Andersson bent down beside him and looked down. The ice was clear, and lights flickered beneath its surface. At first he thought it was an optical illusion, a refraction of light, but then he noticed that they were moving. The lights streamed in a circle, as if something was breathing underneath.

"Deploy the probe," Andersson ordered. Müller pulled out the device, a metal cylinder with thin wires, and slowly lowered it down. When he touched the surface, something happened that no one expected. A glow shot upwards, a brief flash that blinded everyone around him. Eda felt his chest tighten, and when he opened his eyes again, the world around him changed.

The ice was no longer white. It was the color of light. Inside, shapes, images, faces appeared. Dozens, maybe hundreds of faces that rippled beneath the surface, as if looking upwards. They weren't scary. They were peaceful, reconciled, but their gazes were alive.

"This... this can't be real," Müller whispered, but his voice was lost in the echo. Everything around me emitted a quiet, low tone that permeated the body. Eda felt his fingers tremble, but not out of fear. From inner knowledge. "See?" he said. "They are alive. There is life in that ice."

"Silence!" interrupted Andersson. "There must be a rational explanation for this. Optical hallucination, mirroring, maybe phosphorescent bacteria—" He didn't finish the sentence. A circle of light widened right beneath his feet. Eight rays ran out of a single center and formed a spiral that slowly rotated.

"Do you see that?" Müller shouted. "It's a symbol!" Ed didn't answer. He looked into the center of the spiral and felt that something was calling him. He took a step forward, knelt down, touched the center, and felt the warmth, stronger than ever. And then it happened.

The ice began to tremble. A pillar of light rose from the depths, rising directly to the sky. Everyone fell to their knees. The air vibrated, the instruments whistled, the metal cracked. But Ed remained standing. Light surrounded him and he saw a figure in its center. The same woman. This time not in the picture, but in the real world. She was beautiful, calm, and her gaze pierced through time.

"Remember," she said. It wasn't a sound, it was a tone in his mind. "Remember who you are."

The glow intensified. Müller shouted, Andersson backed away, but Eda didn't move. He felt his heart beating to the rhythm of the tone, his body changing. Everything around him dissolved. Just light and silence.

When he woke up, he was lying in the snow. The others dragged him back to the base. He had a sign burned on his skin – eight spirals twisted into a circle.

No one said a word. But everyone knew that something had changed.

An aurora borealis appeared above the horizon, not green or blue, but golden. A spark appeared in its center, which spread in all directions. It was the same symbol that Eda carried on his skin.

The country responded.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

SIGNAL EPSILON 
[image: ]


January 16, 1938 - When the Earth First Spoke
Dusk was descending over the base, but it was not darkness – rather a golden twilight that changed according to the breath of the earth. Everyone was exhausted. Andersson was silent, Müller hunched over the records, and Eda sat with his gaze lost at one point. On the table in front of him lay a metal device—the one that lit up at the crack. It looked ordinary, but inside there was a vibrating light that no one understood.

After returning from the place where the ice parted, something happened that brought science to a dead end. The generators stopped working. The radio stations, the antennas, even the compass behaved as if it had lost its orientation. Everything stopped. And yet life was felt in the space – not physical, but deeper, quiet, present.

"The device," Müller said, "responds even when it's not powered. It is not possible for it to generate energy on its own. But when I get close to it, the frequency changes." He stepped closer and put his hand on the metal. It immediately lit up with a faint blue light. "Do you see that? Heart rate 7.83 hertz. The same as the Schumann resonance."

Andersson walked across the room. "What does that mean?" "That the device communicates with the planet," Eda replied quietly. Do you communicate? That's nonsense." "And yet it is happening," Müller added.

There was a strange roar from outside. This time it wasn't the wind. It was a ton. Deep, precise, as if it came from the interior of the earth. Everyone freezes. The instruments vibrated, the hands vibrated. Andersson grabbed his headphones and put them to his ears. he asked. Müller nodded. "That's not noise. That's a signal."

The tone changed. It was regular, rhythmic, and there were gaps between the pulses, as if someone was pronouncing words in a language that was not human." That's the code," Müller said. "Do you see the pattern? Three strokes, a short pause, eight short impulses. It repeats itself." "What does it mean?" Eda raised his head. "It's a greeting. Or the answer."

At that moment, the lights went out. The entire base was plunged into silence. Only the tone remained. Deep, calm, persistent. Müller tried to turn the generator back on, but nothing worked. The air was suddenly heavy, full of subtle vibrations.

Eda stood up, walked over to the machine, and placed his palm on it." Well," shouted Andersson, "don't touch it!" But Eda didn't notice him. He felt that the light was responding to his presence. The glow intensified, the room was filled with a soft, warm light that rippled like water." Do you hear that?" he asked. "That voice."

No one said anything, but everyone heard. The tone became a melody. In the middle of it appeared the echo of a woman's voice, at first faint, then more distinct." Do you remember me?"

Ed frozen. His heart was pounding, his hands were trembling. "Yes," he replied in a whisper. "I saw you." The voice continued, this time slower, clearer, and yet it was not heard with ears. It sounded inside their heads." The earth is calling you. Memory is awakening."

Müller backed away, Andersson grabbed the table, but Eda remained standing. Light surrounded his body. For a moment, a weight that the human body should not bear – the pressure of energy that vibrated through the space – settled in the room. Then a sudden release. The devices went out and everything was immersed in calm.

Eda fell to his knees, breathing deeply, eyes widened." What was that?" "Contact," he said. "What we woke up under the ice is trying to speak. But not in words. Memory."

Müller wrote down the data in his diary, his hands were shaking. "This is no longer science," he muttered. 
Andersson looked at him, pale as chalk. "No one is allowed to know this. Not even the command." "Do you mean to keep it a secret?"" I mean protect. We don't know what it is."
Ed stood up. "It's life. It's not a threat, it's just something that we couldn't hear has woken up." And what if you're wrong?"" I ain't mistaken. I can feel it."

Outside, over the base, the wind picked up. The Northern Lights appeared in the sky – this time bright gold, with delicate circles of spirals. Eight light arms rotated slowly around an invisible center. Müller ran out, his eyes wide open. "That's it. Epsilon signal. Manifestation in the atmosphere."

The earth took a deep breath. A distant rumble came from the ice. And somewhere deep underneath, something moved. It wasn't an earthquake. It was a heartbeat.

Eda stopped, turned to the horizon, and closed his eyes. The voice returned, this time clear, as if it were standing beside him." Come back," he whispered. "Memory is opening. The gate is waiting."

In the distance, below the surface, a light came on.
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January 17, 1938 - Where Man Stops Being Alone

The night after the first broadcast was restless. Instead of immersing itself in silence, Antarctica breathed. Each breath of wind had a rhythm that corresponded to the pulsation of the device stored in the tent. Eda was awake. He sat on the bed, listened and perceived that the rhythm was not accidental – that it changed according to his breathing. He had the feeling that the whole place was communicating with him.

In the morning, when the others were still asleep, he went outside. The sky was metallic gray, the horizon lost in the fog. The air smelled of ozone and salt, even though there was no sea. When he reached the edge of the camp, he felt something calling to him—like a faint tug from inside his chest. He went after that feeling. He knew where to go without having to think about it. When he stood at the crack that had opened a few days ago, everything fell silent. The wind disappeared, the world stopped.

He knelt down, put his hand on the surface. Warmth. The same as then. Dum... Dum... Dum... that familiar heartbeat. He closed his eyes and let himself be guided by it. Inside he heard a voice - not from outside, but from the depths, from within. It wasn't a sound, it was an image. A quiet tone that turned into words.

"Do you remember?"

He jerked. He opened his eyes, but there was nothing around. Only ice that slowly glistened below the horizon. "Who are you?" he whispered.

"I was here when the world was being created. When the water first touched the stone and the stone sounded like music. I am the memory of the Earth. And you were part of that sound."

Ed's throat was dry. "Why me?" 
"Because you heard. Everyone else was looking at the world, but you were listening. We were waiting for someone to recognize the tone by which life is born again."
The ice lit up. Inside, an outline has formed. The figure of a woman, translucent, made of light and steam. It was slowly rising from the depths and was now standing right in front of him, separated only by a thin layer of clear ice. Her eyes weren't eyes—they were two stars.

"I remember you," Eda said quietly. "I saw you when the ice opened." She smiled. "You saw because you touched memory. What seems like the past is still present. Everything that has ever been has never been lost. You just stopped listening."

Ed put his palm on the ice. The figure opposite did the same. The surface rippled and a circle of light formed where they touched. The warmth rose upwards, passed through his arm, his shoulder to his heart. He held his breath.

The glow around turned into images. A city of crystals, shining under a sea of ice. Tall towers, between them streams of energy that pulsated like the pulse of veins. He saw beings of translucent light walking between structures, and there was no separation in their movement, everything was interconnected—matter and consciousness.

"It's... Your world," he breathed. 
"It was yours too," she answered. "You were born from our breath, but you have forgotten where you came from. Now you are back, because the Earth can no longer be silent."
The light grew stronger, the images mixed. He saw mountains, oceans, ancient animals that died out long ago. He saw the light turning into matter and back again. And then darkness – a time when everything fell into ice, when the planet's memory closed in order to survive.

"Why did you call me?" 
"To wake you up. To tell others that what you call the earth is alive. That everything you explore is yourself."
The ice moved. There was a rumbling sound from the depths, so deep that the air trembled. Eda felt like he was standing in the middle of a huge heart that started beating again. The figure opposite him stretched out his hand. The surface has melted away. Her fingers touched his skin.

At that moment, the world disappeared. There was no darkness or light, just a feeling. Consciousness expanded. He felt everything – the flow of tectonic plates, the singing of crystals, the sound of the oceans. He felt the planets orbiting the star, and each of their orbits was a tone in an endless composition.

And then silence.

When he opened his eyes, he was lying on the bank of the crevasse. He was not cold. His hands shone, his veins glowed with a golden light. His clothes were damp, but not from the water—from the light that settled on him. He raised his head and in the distance, above the horizon, he saw the Northern Lights, which were now not in the sky, but under the ice.

"She's back," he whispered. "Memory has returned."

When he got back to base a few hours later, Andersson and Müller were waiting for him. "Where have you been?" shouted the commander. "Downstairs," Eda replied. I thought you were dead!" Eda smiled. "I was."

He sat down, took the diary and began to write. 
"Today I touched the memory of the Earth. Her voice is female, but she is not a woman. It is the consciousness that remembers us. Every breath, every step. When a person listens, he hears his own past. And only then will they understand that the future has begun a long time ago."
When he finished, he felt his hand vibrate. A faint light appeared in his palm – the same symbol as the one he had once seen under the ice. Eight spirals connected in a circle.

The wind picked up over the base. This time not icy, but warm, smelling of the sea and rain. Müller went outside and stood still, stunned. he asked. Ed nodded. A golden light opened above the horizon.

"That's not the end," said Eda. "That's the beginning of a connection."
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January 18, 1938 – "His blood sings."
From the moment Eda came back from the crack, he was no longer the same. Müller was the first to notice this. When he measured his pulse, the machine failed. His heart didn't beat as regularly as the others—the pulse changed into gentle vibrations that repeated in the same rhythm as the signal they picked up. Andersson looked at him with uneasiness. "What happened to him?" he asked. "This is not normal." Müller just shook his head. "I don't know. His body temperature is three degrees higher, but he doesn't feel tired. And the rhythm... The machines cannot record it properly."

Eda sat quietly, watching his hands. A faint golden light shone through from under the skin, fading and reappearing, as if breathing with it. He didn't feel pain. Just a strange calm, as if his body was part of a larger whole. "Benchmarks fail because they measure something they don't know," he said. "I'm not a source. I'm just a channel."

Andersson frowned. "What is this supposed to mean?"" The creature I saw," Eda replied slowly, "was not from the outside. She was part of the planet. It communicates through the frequency we have awakened. And now, through me, he can come to you."

There was silence in the room. Müller exchanged a glance with the commander. "Are you talking about some kind of transmission?" "About the connection," Eda corrected him. "Not about the transmission. Everything that is alive is connected. You just forgot to hear it."

Müller approached the devices that had previously picked up the signal. A wave appeared on the screen – gentle, regular, but this time it changed according to Ed's breath. "God," Müller breathed. "He carries it. Eda, you... You resonate with that signal." "Not only that," added Eda. "The country writes down what is happening through me. We are part of her memory."

Andersson turned sharply. "Don't talk about it like that! Command needs facts, not mystical theories. Everything that is happening here is the result of an anomaly, perhaps a radioactive zone under the ice. Nothing more!""And how do you explain that your watch stopped working?" asked Ed calmly. "That the compass doesn't show north and that the air vibrates here even when the wind isn't blowing? This is no coincidence. This is the consciousness of the planet that is waking up."

Andersson wanted to say something, but then something happened that silenced him. The devices turned on by themselves. The fluorescent lamps flickered, the antennas moved as if they were guided by an invisible force. An image trail appeared on the main monitor – a series of waves that slowly merged into shape. Eight spirals. Müller sank into his chair, his eyes wide open. "That's the symbol. Exactly the match with what you had burned on your hand."

Eda stood up, walked over to the screen, and held out his palm. The moment he touched it, the machines recorded a sharp increase in energy. Everyone felt the warmth that spread through the room. The image on the monitor has changed – the waves have become images. Short stretches that alternated like fragments of a dream: seas, mountains, cities made of stone and light, beings that walked between them.

Müller captured the data and began to write it down. "These are not electromagnetic waves," he said, "these are data patterns. Information encoded in frequency. But... no one can read them." Eda quietly replied, "She doesn't read them. She feels them."

Andersson was grabbing his head. "We have to stop it. That's madness. We cut off the power." "You can't," said Eda. "It's not powered by our sources."

Müller watched the machine. "Resonance is spreading. The electromagnetic field around the base changes. If this continues, we can affect the magnetosphere." Influence?" "Or merge with it," said Eda.

All three remained standing in the silence that had matter. A faint rumble was heard outside. The earth moved again. Not abruptly, but calmly, like when someone wakes up from sleep after centuries.

Eda looked towards the window. The icy plain shone from within. Something was moving beneath the surface – streams of light that merged into a circle. He felt that something bigger was about to happen. "This is not the end of the broadcast," he said. "This is a record. The memory of the planet is awakening and we are part of it."

Andersson stood still, his eyes fixed on the light outside the window. Müller, although he was shaking, kept writing down numbers that no longer made sense. Eda closed his eyes and let the frequency pass through him. He felt images, words, tones being inscribed in his mind, his body becoming an instrument that played a song older than humanity.

At that moment, he understood that what they had awakened was not just an entity under the ice. It is the consciousness of the Earth itself – the intelligence that carries within itself everything that has ever been. And through him, man, he learns to speak again.
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At night, Eda woke up again. There was a muffled roar outside, similar to distant rain, but there was no rain here. He opened his eyes and saw that the diary that lay on the table was lit. The paper emitted a soft blue light. He picked it up, and his heart pounded – his notes were changing. The letters he had written himself were splitting, their shape changing, as if the text were being rearranged into another language. Each line rippled until it became symbols – eight spirals twisted into a circle, but this time something alive pulsated inside.

Eda rubbed his eyes, convinced that he was dreaming. But when he touched them, he felt a slight tremble. They were engraved in paper, real, tangible. "The earth writes," he whispered. "He writes through me."

Müller entered the tent. "What's going on?" He stopped at the door when he saw the pages lit up. "For God's sake..."Don't touch it," Eda warned him. "That's not my diary. That's her record." "Hers?"" Guardian. Memory of the planet."

Müller stepped closer. His eyes glistened as he watched the symbols change. It was a smooth sequence, a kind of geometry that created an image, a rhythm, a meaning. "This is not writing," he muttered. "It's an algorithm. Organic structure of information."

Ed looked up. "Can you feel it?""What?""How space is changing. How everything around is slowing down."

And indeed – at that moment the world seemed to slow down. The sound of the wind died down, drops of condensate hung in the air, their movement almost stopped. Time has disappeared. Müller held his breath. "This... That is not possible."

Ed put his hand on the page. The symbols lit up more strongly. A voice resounded in his head, soft and calm, but absolutely clear. 
"The memory of the Earth opens through the consciousness of those who have not forgotten to hear. Every step, every word, every breath left a mark in the ice crystals. This is where the truth about the origin is kept."
"Can you hear her?" Ed asked quietly. Müller nodded, his eyes widened. "Yes. But it's not a hearing. It's inside." *"Yes," the voice continued. "Here you don't write with language, but with light. You're the channel now. Through you, the Earth transmits a message."

In Ed's hands, the diary changed. The pages became translucent, the light passing through them like liquid gold. Each letter lit up and turned into an image – faces, cities, mountains, waters, trees. A tone was heard from each painting. He couldn't hear it, but he could feel it in his chest.

"These are the memories of the planet," Eda said. "Every stone, every drop, every seed carries the sound of its birth." Müller wrote down the data, even though he knew it was useless. No instrument can measure the dreams of the Earth. But still, he couldn't stop.

Suddenly, the light changed. It went from blue to gold. The symbols were rearranged in the shape of a circle and in the middle appeared a sentence, written by a perfect human hand: "The first memory was yours."

Müller turned to Ed. "What does that mean?" Eda was silent. But an image emerged in his mind—himself, long before he was born. He stood in a place that was neither earth nor heaven, holding light in his hands. He felt that it was not a dream.

"I've been there," he said quietly. "When the first ice was forming. When the water touched the dust and a sound was born. The sound we hear now." Müller remained standing, unable to speak." That's not possible," he whispered. "But it is," Eda replied. "The Earth's memory is not stored in time, but in vibration. And we are an echo of it."

Outside, the sky lit up. The Northern Lights turned into a circle that rotated slowly over the base. Eight rings of light, just like in the symbols. Everyone who was awake came out and watched without saying a word.

"That's a record," Müller said. "The whole planet remembers." Well," Eda corrected him. "The whole planet is singing."

The earth emitted a deep tone. A tone that was heard by the machines, and the bones, and the water in their bodies. A tone that was not a warning, but a memory. And they understood that what they had awakened was not power – it was a song. A song of memory that was waiting to be heard again.
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THE GATE OF DREAMING
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Eda no longer recognized where waking ends and where dreams begin. He heard a beating that swept through the space like a sea surf, and with each beat he remembered images that were not from that time. He was lying on the bed in his tent, but his mind wandered. He could smell the smell of ozone, warm steam, and then the cold—not icy, but alive, pulsating, like only water deep underground.

"Remember," said a voice. Gentle, calm, and yet he carried a strength that forced him to open his eyes. He opened it — and he was elsewhere. It wasn't a base, it wasn't night. He stood in a wide cave, the walls of which sparkled like huge crystals. A light emanated from their surface, which changed according to his breath. Each breath lit up another stripe, each exhale muffled it.

"Where am I?" he whispered. In memory," the voice answered. This time it did not sound from the outside, but from the space that was all around. From tiny particles of light, a figure began to form. It was her. Guardian. Hair from a flowing glow, calm face, eyes full of water and time.

"This is the Gate of Dreaming," she said. "The place where consciousness comes in when it remembers that it has never slept." Eda watched her, unable to speak. "What are you?" "What you used to be," she answered. "When there was another world."

He looked around. Around him stretched a city — not the one he knew from human imagination. No buildings, no walls. Just structures of pure energy that moved in rhythm, as if they were breathing. The stream of light created coral-like shapes, and beings moved between them. They were not material, but their presence was clear. They perceived him, and he felt that he knew them.

"Who are they?" "Those who chose to stay," the Guardian replied. "When the balance broke, their world fell into ice. But they did not die. They connected with the planet. Their bodies became crystals, their consciousness became a stream. You are giving them a vote now."

Eda felt the heat spill in his chest. It was like remembering something he had never experienced, and yet it was his own. He perceived the images: huge chambers in which figures lay in translucent sarcophagi made of ice. Above them, a light pulsed that resembled the heartbeat. Each blow sent a vibration to the entire planet.

"That's them," said the Guardian. "The creators of the song. Each of them holds one octave of Earth consciousness. When you arrived, you woke up the first note. Now the others are waking up too."

Eda took a step closer. "Why us? Why now?"" Because oblivion has reached the limit from which there is no return. And the Earth needs memory to breathe again. Every civilization has its Guardians. You were once one of them."

She raised her hand. A wave of light gushed out of one of the crystals and touched Ed's chest. At that moment he saw everything — life under the ice, a city made of ether, beings who created by sound, not matter. He saw how energy flowed into the seas, how light reacted with the consciousness of how color was born. And then — the fall. Imbalance. Noise, decay, ice.

"The song has fallen apart," said the Guardian. "But every note remained stored in the ice. Now that you listen, he can reunite."

Ed stood breathless. Everything around him was music — every drop, every flash, every word he said became part of the rhythm. He realized that his heart was beating in the same beat as the pulse of the planet.

"I'm ready," he whispered. You're not here to fight," she replied. "You're here to remember. The gate of dreaming opens only to those who understand that the world is created from memory."

The floor beneath him lit up. The crystals began to emit a deep tone. The light rose high, and everything he knew vanished. When he opened his eyes again, he was lying in his tent, but his body was surrounded by a golden glow. The air smelled of sea and ozone, even though there was only endless wasteland around.

Müller stood over him, his eyes full of shock. "Eda, you were the light. The whole tent was shining." Ed sat down. "They woke up." "Those who never fell asleep."

The earth trembled. This time gently, as if she were breathing. And from the depths of the ice came a low, drawn-out hum — singing. Not human, but so close that it sent shivers down his spine.

"That's her," said Eda. "Memory sings."
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CITY UNDER THE ICE
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When they woke up in the morning, the base looked different. The metal walls were covered with a fine layer of hoarfrost, which glistened like a mirror. It was no ordinary frost – the crystals were shaped like tiny spirals, each with exactly eight arms, and they all pointed in the same direction, to the south. Müller was the first to notice them. "Look," he pointed to the wall. "They are the same as the symbol on your hand."

Eda stepped closer, touched the crystals and felt the warmth. "They are alive," he said. "They respond to touch." And sure enough, where he had placed his palm, the ice glowed with a soft light that ran across the surface of the walls and merged into one point. "They show the way," he added quietly.

Müller looked at him uncertainly. "The way to where?" "Home," Eda replied simply.

They didn't put it off. They took basic equipment, cameras, instruments and descended to the crack. The wind had disappeared, the world around was motionless. When they arrived at the place, Eda recognized that the ice was no longer the same as before. The surface was smooth, clear, and a faint, golden light flashed through it. "This wasn't yesterday," Müller said. The city is waking up," Eda replied.

They slowly lowered themselves down. The rope was stretching, the ice around them sparkling, as if energy was flowing in it. When they reached the bottom, they found themselves in a huge cavern. The walls rose to a height, the end of them was not visible. In the middle, in the depths of the ice, stretched the city. Not of snow, not of stone, but of crystals. The tower-like structures that radiated the inner light towered high like a forest of translucent glass.

"God," Müller breathed. "This can't be a natural formation." Ed smiled. "It's not."

They took a few steps. Each of their movements left a soft glow in the air, which slowly dissolved. From under their shoes came tones, quiet, melodious, as if the earth were singing with every step.

"Do you hear that?" asked Ed. Müller nodded. "It sounds like... music." "It's a language," Eda corrected him. "Each crystal emits a different tone. Together, they form the melody of the city. That's how they pass on information."

They came to the first building. It was several meters high, its surface smooth, covered with geometric patterns. Müller put his hand to her. "It's warm," he said incredulously. "Something is moving inside." Eda closed his eyes. An image appeared in his mind: beings who walked through these streets, their bodies of translucent light, movement silent and peaceful. He felt their presence. They were not dead. Go blind.

"This place is not a ruin," he said. "It's a living organism." What do you mean?"" The buildings are not built. They are growing. They respond to the consciousness of those who enter here."

Müller tried to capture everything with the camera, but the device turned off. "Nothing works." "Because it doesn't belong to our world," Eda replied.

They went on. In the heart of the city, they found a circular hall. In the middle stood a tall pillar of pure ice, in the center of which a golden symbol slowly rotated. Eight spirals. The air around was thick, saturated with energy that vibrated to the bone. Müller knelt down, fascinated. "This is the source. It has to be the energy core." Eda stepped closer. "It's the heart of the city," he said.

The moment he touched it, everything lit up. Light flooded the entire space, the walls came to life, the crystals shone in different colors, and the air trembled with singing. All around appeared silhouettes of beings from the distant past – not bodies, but projections. They were calm, kind, and when they passed by, they left streaks of light behind them.

"They welcome us," said Eda. Müller stood, unable to speak.

The beings stopped at them. One of them, taller than the others, reached out and touched Ed's chest. At that moment, images flashed before his eyes – the life of the city, their technology, their connection to the planet. He saw how they were able to communicate with the very structure of the Earth, how they turned light into energy, and how they used consciousness instead of machines.

And then he saw the fall. Huge storms that engulfed the sky, a break of light, ice that engulfed the city. The beings decided not to leave. They transferred their consciousness to crystals to preserve memory.

"You are the Guardians," Eda said quietly. One of the beings nodded. "And you're the voice that should have woken us up."

The light intensified. Müller felt his heart tremble. Everything was undulating. When it was over, the city was quiet. The crystals were slowly fading, but their light did not disappear – it just retreated deeper into the ice.

Eda stood in the middle of the hall, his eyes full of tears." The memory has opened," he said. "But this is just the beginning."
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THE AWAKENING OF THE GUARDIANS
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When they returned to base, the snowfall stopped. The sky was strangely clear, the air sparkling with tiny particles of light. Andersson was standing by the antenna array, holding headphones in his hand. "We have a transmission," he announced without turning around. "A signal that does not come from any known source. It comes from inside the continent."

Eda and Müller looked at each other. They knew what it meant. Signal from the depths. Signal from the city.

There was tension inside the base. The devices captured data that didn't make sense—frequencies that changed with each pulse, a rhythm similar to a heartbeat but stronger, more regular, almost perfect. When Eda put his hand on the device, the hands stabilized. "They do," he said quietly.

"To whom?" Andersson asked. To the guards."

Müller moved the microphone and tried to capture the formula. A curve appeared on the screen that resembled a spiral. Eight arms, rotating around the center. Frequency 7.83 hertz, the same as the Schumann resonance – the natural rhythm of the Earth. But this time it was not constant. Rose.

"This cannot be a coincidence," Müller said. "It's like the whole planet is singing."

Outside, the sky has changed. The Northern Lights became a vortex of light that rotated slowly above the horizon. The colors changed – blue, gold, turquoise, silver. It was a spectacle that none of them had ever seen. Andersson ran out and stood with his mouth open. "This is not an atmospheric phenomenon," he said. "That's something else."

Eda came out to see him. On the ground, he felt a vibration that was transmitted through the soles of his feet. It was not earthquake activity. It was a rhythm. Slowly, regularly. Dum... Dum... Dum... He felt his heart begin to beat in the same beat. He knew that this was happening to everyone.

"They're waking up," he said.

Meanwhile, Müller was watching the recordings in the laboratory. Patterns appeared on the monitors – not language, but geometry. Symbols that rearrange themselves. "That's not a code," he said in amazement. "This is a communication pattern. Every change means tone. They... They speak through music."

Eda walked over to the machine and closed his eyes. "Listen," he said. Müller took off his headphones. The sound that came out of the instruments turned into a melody. Gentle, calm, but carrying a power that touched the soul. It wasn't sad, it wasn't joyful – it was complete.

"This is not just a report," Eda said. "This is a return. They remembered."

At that moment, everything vibrated. The walls of the base trembled, the metal emitted a deep tone, and a wave of heat rose from the ground. Andersson fell to his knees, holding his head. "What is it?" he shouted. Gate," Eda replied. "It's opening."

On the horizon, the earth lit up. In the distance, where the city was, a light gushed. It was so strong that it tore the clouds apart and illuminated the night sky like dawn. Müller ran to the window, but had to cover his eyes. "It's too strong," he shouted. Ed stood motionless. "It has to pass."

The light spilled over the horizon, slowly pouring over like the sea. The base shook, but did not fall. The vibration subsided and calm came in its place. Then silence. A complete, deep, silence that had its own weight.

A single word came from the machines. A woman's voice, calm, clear, clear. 
"Memory is restored."
Eda closed his eyes. Tears ran down his face. "They did it." Müller was silent. Andersson sat on the ground, completely exhausted.

"What happens now?" he asked. Eda looked at the horizon, where the light hovered for a while before slowly retreating back under the ice. "Now they will wait. But not in silence anymore. Now he knows we're here."

Above them, the last wave of the Northern Lights appeared. Eight rings of light merged into one point and momentarily formed a spiral shape. Then everything disappeared.

Eda sat down on the ground, tired but calm. He knew that the story was not over. He had just started. And that the signal that is now running all over the planet will change the world forever.
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"When the silence began to speak, they decided to silence him again."

EPSILON PROJECT

The year is 1952. The world took a breath after the war, but peace was just a mask. Behind the scenes, beneath the surface of political games, something else was being born — an invisible competition for secrets that were never to be found. Antarctica was a white canvas on which history was to be rewritten.

The Americans, the British and the Soviets had long known that there was a magnetic anomaly deep under the ice that did not make sense. The devices registered heat where there should have been only an eternal frozen nothing. Reports of an "unknown light" caught in the atmosphere over the South Pole had been circulating among military circles since 1938. But now, years later, someone has decided to move on.

Under the code name Project Epsilon, an expedition was created that officially fell under geological research. In reality, however, it was a joint operation of several secret services – the army, intelligence agencies and scientific institutions, which had only one task: to find out what was hidden under the ice.

On board the icebreaker Antares was a crew of forty men. Captain Rawley was a former officer, a stony-faced man who believed only in numbers and orders. Among the members of the scientific team was Dr. Elena Carter, a young geologist with an extraordinary sense of what cannot be measured. She was quiet, perceptive, she did not fit into the gray structures of the military world. But it was chosen deliberately.

The journey took weeks. When the ship finally broke through the last barrier of ice, a world opened up before them that did not look terrestrial. An endless white landscape with a gold-colored aurora hovering over it. The compass stopped pointing north, the instruments were losing signal. Nevertheless, the captain ordered the anchor.

"Here," said Rawley. "Coordinates confirmed. We will start research."

The base was built in two days. It was a mixture of metal and insulation, surviving in the middle of nowhere. At night, the temperature dropped to minus fifty, the wind howled like a living being. Still, Carter couldn't sleep. She stood outside and watched the sky. She had the feeling that someone was watching her too.

On the third day, the antenna picked up the first pulse. Weak, regular, like an echo of the heart. "It has a period of exactly eight seconds," announced technician Lopez. "But it comes from inside the continent, not from the sky."

Rawley nodded. "Record. Continue measuring."

The pulse repeated. Stronger every day. At night, a glow of light appeared above the horizon – a golden vortex that rotated slowly like a living entity. Carter had a strange feeling that this was not a warning, but an invitation.

"Captain," she said one night when she found him in the command tent, "the light is not an atmospheric phenomenon. It's the answer." "For what?" "To the present. On us."

Rawley ignored her. "Tomorrow we will send a reconnaissance team. You take a geophysical probe and go with them." I understand," she replied, even though she felt that what they were about to open should remain asleep.

The next day, they went to the anomaly. The temperature was higher than the surroundings, the snow was soft, the air was heavy. Lopez checked the machines. "There's a cavity below us," he said. "Extensive. Maybe a few kilometers wide."

"We'll go down," the captain decided.

They launched the probe into the depths. The first signals appeared on the monitor – irregular pulses that created a pattern. Spiral. Eight arms, rotating around the center. Carter froze. She recognized him. She saw him in Eda's diaries.

"It can't be a coincidence," she said. Stick to the procedure," Rawley interrupted.

Then it happened. The earth trembled. The instruments exploded, the antennas burned out, and a beam of light shot out of the crack, blinding everyone around him. For a few seconds, the entire landscape was golden. When the light disappeared, only silence remained.

Carter was kneeling on the ground, her palm pressed against her chest. She felt warmth. And a voice sounded in her head. 
"Do you remember?"
She opened her eyes. A glow slowly rose above the horizon. Not cold like the Northern Lights, but warm, alive." It started again," she whispered.

And at that moment, high above them, the antennas picked up the first full-fledged transmission. A code that defies all known languages.

The Epsilon project has just been officially launched.
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SIGNAL IN SILENCE
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The first broadcast came in the middle of the night. There was a tense silence at the base, like the one that arises just before a storm. The antennas squealed under the gusts of wind, and a single lamp flickered in the control room. Carter sat over the recording from the previous day, trying to understand the pattern they had captured. Eight arms, always at the same spacing, and intervals between them — mathematically perfect, but with something that could not be described numerically. She felt life in the rhythm of those lines.

"The signal is reappearing," announced Lopez, who was standing at the main counter. His voice trembled. "The source is the same point as yesterday. But now he's stronger. And it changes the frequency."

Rawley walked into the room, turned on another panel. "Stabilize your income. Write down any deviations." Carter put on headphones. The sound she heard was unlike anything she'd ever heard. It wasn't noise, it wasn't a tone. It was a pulse that had a breath. Slow, rhythmic, with subtle changes, as if someone on the other side was waiting for an answer.

"That's no coincidence," she said. "This is a structured report." Slow down the transmission," Rawley ordered. "We have to break it down."

A wave appeared on the monitor. The rhythm was repeated, eight segments, and a pause, eight again. The pattern resembled a heart curve. Lopez converted the data into a graph and started the conversion to the audio spectrum. There was a soft, deep hum in the speaker. It was not loud, but permeated the whole body.

Carter put her hands to the machine. She felt her fingers vibrate. A quiet murmur sounded in her head ... Dum... Dum... exactly in the rhythm of the transmission. She closed her eyes. The voice she heard was not external. He emerged from the depths, from the layer of consciousness where words no longer exist.

"Elena..."

She opened her eyes. "Did you hear that?" 
Lopez and Rawley looked at each other in confusion. "What?" "My name said it." "That's not possible," Rawley said. "The signal does not have sound modulation."
But she knew what she heard. And it wasn't just the sound. It was the present.

Suddenly, all the lights went out. The entire base was plunged into darkness. The instruments turned off, the generator fell silent, the silence was absolute. Only a faint light emanated from the antenna panel — blue, pulsating, in the rhythm of the signal.

"Backup power supply!" shouted Rawley, but no one moved. Something in the silence kept everyone chained. Carter felt her heart beat as well as the light. The air in the room trembled. And then, without warning, singing rang out.

It was a woman's voice, clear and deep, but not from the speaker. It sounded from space. 
"Don't cut the connection."
Rawley backed away, Lopez froze. Carter looked at the panel. Patterns appeared on its surface — thin lines forming a spiral. The same symbol she saw in the photos from Ed's diary.

"That's it," she whispered. "That's the same frequency." Turn it off!" shouted Rawley, reaching for the switch. But at that moment, something struck him. A spark of light that flew out of the panel threw him back. The machines started up again, this time on their own. Data appeared on the monitors, flowing too fast for anyone to read it.

"This is what is being written," Lopez said. "But not into the system. To the metal."" What?"" The surface of the panel... changes the structure."

Carter stepped closer. She touched the metal with her finger. It was hot, but it didn't burn her. He reacted to the touch with light. The glow spread down her forearm, up to her neck. Everywhere it hit her, a thin golden line remained, like an imprint of energy.

"Elena!" shouted Rawley, but she didn't hear him. A voice sounded in her ears. 
"Don't worry. Memory has recognized you."
Everything around dissolved. She saw water, crystals, and a city waking up under the ice. She saw a man with eyes full of light who was strangely familiar to her. She felt that it was not a dream, it was a memory that did not belong to her life.

When the world returned, she was sitting on the ground. Lopez and Rawley ran up to the game. "Are you okay?" "Yes," she replied slowly. "But something has changed."

She looked at her hand. She had a symbol of eight spirals burned on her palm. And from the speaker came the last, soft tone, which gradually died down.

"The connection has been established," she said.
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OPERATION SILENCE
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The morning after the incident, the base was stuffy. No one was sleeping, everyone was moving slowly, agitated, as if time had become harder. The generator started up again, the instruments worked, but there was something hanging in the room that no fan could dissipate — a voltage that tasted like metal.

Rawley was sitting at the table, his hands clenched into fists. Opposite him stood Carter, still with her hand bandaged. Her skin glowed softly under the bandage. Müller went back and forth trying to explain what could not be explained. "The instruments failed because an impulse entered the system that exceeded all ranges. What happened was not a malfunction. This was an interaction with an unknown source of energy. But from where, I don't know."

"I do," Carter said calmly. "It was from the inside." 
Rawley raised his head. "From inside what?" "Planets."
He laughed, but the laughter sounded empty. "You're talking nonsense, doctor. Your transmission was also picked up by satellites. The Pentagon already has it on the table. And their verdict is clear: everything stops. The Epsilon project is coming to an end. As of today, we are in Operation Silence mode."

Müller was taken back. "That means...?""Complete secrecy," Rawley replied. "No reports, no records, no more attempts. The area is sealed, the material is taken away. Everything you have seen will become non-existent."

Carter watched him motionless. "And what if he doesn't let it be silenced?"" What do you mean?"" The light. That
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