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The rain had been falling all afternoon.

Thin streams of water slid down the towering windows of the university archive, distorting the gray skyline beyond the glass, into blurred fragments of steel and shadow. 

The city outside looked cold and distant, swallowed beneath layers of storm clouds, 

that pressed low over the skyline like a ceiling threatening to collapse. 

Thunder rolled far away, muted by stone walls thick enough to silence most of the world.

Inside the archive, time moved differently.

The steady tapping of rain against ancient masonry, blended with the low electrical hum of fluorescent lights overhead, 

filling the reading hall with a quiet, almost suffocating stillness. 

Dust lingered in the stale air. 

The smell of old parchment, ink, and leather-bound texts settled heavily across the room, 

clinging to every shelf and corner like the breath of history itself.

Few people ever stayed this late.

Most scholars had already left hours ago, retreating from the worsening storm. 

Their chairs sat empty now beneath hanging lamps, abandoned books still open on long wooden tables, 

as if their readers intended to return but never did.

Only one figure remained.

Dr. Elias Carter barely noticed the storm anymore.

Stacks of ancient texts surrounded him, forming a fortress of paper, notes, and forgotten civilizations. 

Maps lay scattered across the enormous oak table before him—some carefully preserved beneath protective coverings, others cracked and curling with age. 

Symbols, annotations, and handwritten translations, filled entire notebooks around him in overlapping layers of ink.

Most of the materials would have been dismissed by modern academia as mythological nonsense.

Elias had spent most of his life proving why they were wrong.

At fifty-three years old, Elias carried the weariness of a man, who had spent decades digging through the bones of dead civilizations, 

while arguing against scholars who had never left their offices. 

His dark hair had begun graying at the temples years ago, though he had stopped noticing when. 

Long nights, failed expeditions, and endless debates had carved faint lines into his face, but his eyes still carried the same sharp focus, that had once made him one of the most respected archaeological minds in the field.

He had built his career on separating truth from legend.

Every excavation had reinforced the same belief:
history was never truly lost.
It was buried.
Distorted.
Hidden beneath centuries of exaggeration, fear, religion, and political control.
Myths, in Elias’s view, were rarely inventions. 

They were fragments—misunderstood pieces of real events shaped over generations, until they no longer resembled their origins.

Atlantis.
Shambhala.
El Dorado.
Hyperborea.
All stories came from somewhere.

But Agartha...
Agartha was different.
The name had appeared too many times across unrelated cultures for Elias to ignore. 

Ancient Tibetan writings referenced a hidden kingdom beneath the Earth. 

Sanskrit manuscripts spoke of enlightened cities below the mountains. 

Occult circles in nineteenth-century Europe, obsessed over subterranean civilizations possessing forbidden knowledge.

Most historians dismissed the connections as coincidence.

Elias once had too.

Until now.

His fingers rested against the brittle edges of the manuscript spread open before him.

The parchment looked fragile enough to collapse under its own weight. 

Cracks spread across its surface, like dried riverbeds, and entire sections had faded beyond recognition. 

Yet despite its condition, the symbols written across it remained strangely precise, 

drawn with deliberate care by someone who clearly understood their importance.

Candles flickered beside him despite the archive’s electric lighting, 

their flames bending slightly whenever cold drafts slipped through unseen cracks in the old stone walls.

Elias leaned back slowly in his chair, exhaustion pulling at his shoulders.

He had been studying the document for nearly twelve hours.

And it still disturbed him.

Not because of what it claimed—
but because of how believable it felt.
Most fabricated manuscripts relied on dramatic language and impossible promises. 

They tried too hard to sound mystical. This one didn’t.

Its tone was measured.
Careful.
Almost instructional.
Like it had never been intended as mythology at all.

His eyes moved once more across the translated passage resting in his notebook:

Agartha remains hidden beneath the roots of the world, untouched by the corruption above. Those who seek its gates must follow the hollow paths where the mountains breathe and the Earth remembers.

Elias frowned slightly.

The wording unsettled him every time he read it.

Not poetic.
Not symbolic.
Specific.
The manuscript also contained coordinates—
partial ones.
Incomplete sequences hidden between lines of text, disguised within linguistic structures that only became visible after hours of comparison work. 

At first Elias believed they were scribal markings or numerical references tied to ancient astronomy.

But they formed geographic patterns.

Patterns too deliberate to ignore.

He rubbed tiredly at his eyes before standing from the table.

The reading room creaked softly around him, as he walked toward the tall shelves lining the archive walls. 

Thousands of books towered overhead in endless rows, preserved histories stretching back centuries. 

Most people found comfort in places like this.

Tonight, Elias felt only pressure.

His instincts warned him something about this discovery was wrong.

Not false.
Dangerous.
That distinction mattered.

He paused beside a shelf containing restricted historical records, and stared absently at his own reflection in the darkened window nearby. 

Rainwater streamed down the glass, distorting his features beneath flashes of distant lightning.

For the first time in years, uncertainty crept into his thoughts.

What if this wasn’t mythology?

The idea should have sounded ridiculous.

Instead, it felt increasingly unavoidable.

A low rumble of thunder shook the windows.

Elias returned slowly to the desk and carefully unfolded another map beside the manuscript. 

Several locations had already been circled in red ink—remote mountain ranges, unexplored cave systems, abandoned expedition routes lost decades earlier.

Most converged near the Himalayas.

He stared at the markings for a long moment.

Then his eyes drifted toward a smaller detail written near the manuscript’s edge.

A symbol.

Simple at first glance.
Circular.
Layered.
But the deeper he studied it, the stranger it became.

The outer ring resembled ancient Sanskrit derivatives. 

Inside it were smaller geometric shapes arranged with unnatural precision, 

almost resembling circuitry more than language.

Elias reached for his pencil and copied the symbol again onto fresh paper.

Even after reproducing it multiple times, he still couldn’t shake the feeling that it looked familiar in ways he couldn’t explain.

Like something remembered rather than discovered.

The storm outside intensified suddenly.

Rain hammered harder against the archive windows, and somewhere deep within the building, 

old pipes groaned loudly enough to echo through the halls.

Elias barely noticed.

His attention remained fixed on the manuscript.

“Agartha...” he whispered quietly.

The word lingered in the dim room longer than it should have.

Hidden.
But not forgotten.
A sharp knock against the archive door shattered the silence.

Elias immediately stiffened.

The sound echoed heavily through the empty reading hall.

Nobody visited the archives this late.

His eyes shifted instinctively toward the manuscript.

Carefully, he closed part of the parchment beneath a stack of notes before rising from his chair. 

His movements were calm, but years spent protecting sensitive discoveries had taught him caution long ago.

Another knock came.

Three short taps.

Measured.

Elias crossed the room slowly and unlocked the heavy wooden door.

Mira stepped inside before he could speak.

“You’re still here,” she said, brushing rainwater from the sleeves of her coat.

Dr. Mira Vasquez carried the same restless energy she always seemed to bring into a room. 

Her dark hair was tied loosely back, though several damp strands had already escaped, and framed her face from the storm outside. 

Sharp-eyed and endlessly observant, Mira possessed the kind of mind that noticed patterns other people overlooked entirely.

It was why Elias trusted her.

Most of the time.

She held a weathered notebook tightly beneath one arm, pages stuffed with handwritten notes and loose paper markers sticking out in every direction.

“You disappeared after lunch,” she continued, glancing around at the sea of books surrounding him. 

“Which usually means you found something dangerous or historically irresponsible.”

Elias allowed the faintest hint of a tired smile.

“Good evening to you too.”

Mira shut the door behind her and immediately noticed the manuscript on the table.

Her expression changed.

“What is that?”

Elias hesitated.

That alone told her enough.

Without waiting for permission, she crossed the room and carefully examined the parchment. 

Her eyes scanned the symbols rapidly, her expression sharpening more with each passing second.

“...where did you get this?”

“Private acquisition,” Elias answered carefully.

“That’s not an answer.”

“It’s the only one you’re getting tonight.”

Mira ignored him, already flipping open her notebook beside the manuscript. 

Pages filled with comparative language studies covered nearly every inch of paper.

Then she froze.

“...wait.”

Elias watched her closely.

“You recognize something?”

She leaned lower over the text.

“I’ve seen variations of these symbols before,” she murmured. 

“Not exact matches—but close.”

Elias felt tension tighten slightly in his chest.

“Where?”

“Tibetan monastic archives. Northern India. A restricted collection in Kathmandu.” 

Her eyes narrowed thoughtfully. 

“At the time, nobody could translate them properly.”

She pointed toward several markings near the manuscript’s edge.

“These aren’t standard Sanskrit derivatives.”

“I noticed that.”

“They’re layered,” she said quietly. 

“Like someone hid an older language underneath the visible structure.”

Elias stared at the parchment again.

“That’s exactly what I thought.”

Mira looked up at him slowly.

“What is this really about?”

The storm cracked loudly outside, thunder shaking the archive windows hard enough to rattle nearby shelves.

For a moment, neither spoke.

Then Elias finally answered.

“It mentions Agartha.”

Silence.

Mira blinked once.

Then laughed softly in disbelief.

“You’re serious.”

“I am.”

The amusement faded from her face almost immediately when she realized he wasn’t joking.

“...Elias.”

“I know how it sounds.”

“No,” she said carefully, “you clearly don’t.”

She turned back toward the manuscript, studying it with renewed focus now.

“Agartha isn’t just another lost-city myth. Half the references connected to it border on cult material.”

“And the other half?” Elias asked.

Mira hesitated.

“The other half are old enough to be uncomfortable.”

Another silence settled between them.

Heavy.
Thoughtful.
Elias watched rain crawl down the windows behind her like black veins beneath flashes of lightning.

“I found coordinates embedded in the text,” he said quietly.

Mira looked at him immediately.

“Coordinates?”

“Incomplete ones.”

“That’s impossible.”

“Probably,” Elias admitted. 

“But they align with undocumented Himalayan regions.”
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