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Chapter 1

 


 


Thirty years
earlier…

 


“Now that we’re experimenting with creating
wormholes, do you think they’ll ever become the most common mode of
space travel, Professor, Garland?” asked, Zachery, Thomas, one of
Professor, Chester, Garland’s most brilliant, theoretical, physics,
students. The men sit in a lecture hall in the University of
Michigan. Garland, fifty years old, and tenured, is the head of the
astronomy program while, also, teaching theoretical physics.
Although, he is teaching theoretical physics at the moment, his
true love is astrophysics. Somehow, the conversation landed on
wormholes.

“That’s a good question. What’s your
opinion?” Chester steps from the white board to sit on the corner
of his desk. Although he wouldn’t admit it, he had an affinity for
Zac, who had a brilliant mind, and seemed to be interested in
astronomy.

“Well, I think so. Because if we can create
one, it won’t be long before we learn how to control where it will
open and end.”

“That sounds reasonable. Tell me, what do you
know about wormhole?” Chester moves to the steps of the stage, and
sits with his hands linked over his knees.

“Well… Let’s see… Ah, I know the original hypothesis
was presented by Mr. Einstein. They are supposed to be solutions to
his field equations for gravity that act as tunnels. It is
understood that wormholes connect points in space-time in such a
way that the trip between the points through the wormhole could
take much less time than a trip to the same points through normal
space, but it is, also, known that wormhole geometries are
inherently unstable.”

“Yes, that’s the text book description, but
what do you really know about wormholes?”

“Not a lot, Sir, except we haven’t quite
discovered how to create them, and can’t control where they go, or
exit.”

“Exactly, and there in lies the rub. This is
the year of 2179, and in all that time since Einstein came up with
the theory of general relativity way back in 1935, to elaborate on
the idea, proposing the existence of bridges through space-time we
are, just now, able to examine a small, directionless, wormhole
that we didn’t manufacture, and happen to discover. Can anyone here
explain why we haven’t advanced any further with wormhole
production and usage? Yes, Gordon, can you answer that question?”
He calls on another brilliant, slightly, portly, student, who’s
interest is physics and not astronomy.

“I think so, Professor.” Gordon, the number
two student, said, as he dropped his raised hand, “Because no one
has been brave enough to enter the wormhole to see where the one we
know of, ends.”

There is a light giggle in the lecture
hall.

“Correct, but why can’t we use probes to see
where it ends?” The end of the lecture nearly over, Chester gets up
and begins packing his briefcase.

“Well, Sir, we have, but every time we send a
probe into the wormhole, we never hear from it again,” answered,
Zac.

“Correct, Mr. Thomas, but can you propose a
possible explanation as to why we never hear from our probes once
launched into the hole?”

“No, Sir, I can’t.”

“Is there anyone here who can?”

Silence, as the end of class bell sounds, and
the students begin rising from their seats. With this being their
last lecture of the day, they were ready to get to other, none
academic, activities.

“Okay, my future theorist, that is tonight's
home work. I want each and every one of you to bring in Monday, a
500 word essay explaining, or offering a hypothesis as to the
possible reasons why our probes seem to vanish when injected into
the small wormhole. If you can’t hypothesize, just take a wild
guess, but turn in something. Class dismissed.”

Zac, a tall, athletic type, who wears
glasses, finishes packing his book bag and approaches Professor
Garland. “Ah, Professor, can I ask if there are more than one
correct answer?” he, asked.

“Yes, you can, and yes there are. I could
tell you, but where’s the fun in that. You’ll appreciate whatever
you learn if you do a little research. Now, get out of here. I have
time on the Hubble space telescope booked, and I don’t want to miss
one allotted minute.” Chester heads for the exit.

Zac follows, “What will you be looking for,
with the Hubble, Professor?” he, asked, as he walks alongside
Chester.

“I’ll be studying a black hole only 30,000
light-years from here. It’s literally in our back yard.”

“I know this might be an imposition, but can
I come with you? I promise to stay out of your way.”

“Sure, Zac, my boy. I might let you take a
peek through the telescope. We need more bright astronomers, and
you might become hooked and want to change you major to
astronomy.”

“I doubt that Professor. I like physics too
much.”

“Okay, but think about combining the two
studies. Why not become an astrophysicist?”

“Yeah, I hadn’t thought about that. You know
what, if I enjoy my time with you while looking through the Hubble
with your link. I just might do that.”

The men walk across the parking lot.

“Son, with all this new interest in
wormholes, you’d be entering a career that will be in constant
need. You should seriously thing about changing your major.”

“Yes, Sir. When will you be leaving for the
astronomy department’s, laboratory?”

“As soon as I can get to my car.” Chester
unlocks his car and stands next to the driver’s side door.

“Can I ride with you?”

“Of course, my brilliant, young,
scientist.”

“Thanks, Professor.” Zac gets in the
passenger side of the vehicle.

 


“During the ride to the
astronomy observatory’s lab, on the other side of the campus, Zac,
ask a question, “Ah Professor, I’ve been thinking. Is one of the
answers to the question you want a paper written on
— the reason we haven’t
heard from our probes that were sent into the wormhole, because we
don’t know where the wormhole ends, and assuming the probe makes it
all the way through the wormhole, and is not destroyed by high
radiation, it could be so far away when it exits, any radio signal
it sends back to us, hasn’t had time to travel all the way back to
Earth and it could be years before we receive that
signal?”

“Garland laughed. “Son, you’re, already,
thinking like an astrophysicist.”

“Oh, yeah. I guess I am, aren’t I?”

Garland drives in silence
and thinks, yeah, my future,
astrophysicist, I’ve got you nibbling at the bait. By the time you
leave the astronomy building, and after having looked through the
Hubble at the magnificent universe, I’ll have set the
hook.

 


 



Chapter 2

 


 


“Control room, to Captain,
Miller… Come in
Captain”

Noah, Miller, the Captain of the space
station, Centauri, rolls over in his bunk, dead tired. “Yeah, what
is it now?”

 


He just tried to get some
rest after going two days without sleep while supervising the
repairs of a docking bay, airlock, hatch. It had been damaged when
a careless pilot managed to bump it while attempting to enter the
docking bay. The much needed supplies transport had to turn around
and return to Earth until the repairs were completed. The Centauri
Space Station, in low Earth orbit, was designed to launch probes
into the mouth of a wormhole discovered ten years ago. Built on a
budget with one specific purpose in mind, the small, doughnut
shaped, station, wasn’t designed to accommodate other passengers
other than the maintenance crew and the rail gun
operators.

 


“Can you report to the control room,
Captain?” asked, Caspar, the second in command.

“What the hell is it, Caspar?”

“We’ve developed a problem with the rail gun,
wormhole, probe, launcher, Sir.” Caspar sounded tired, and
exasperated.

Christ, not again?
“Yeah, I’m on my way up.”

“Roger, Captain.”

Noah, sits up on the side of
his bunk. What the hell, I told those bean
counters the damn prob launcher rail gun is way overdue for
replacement a year ago. It’s shooting ten probes into that wormhole
out there, every day. How long do they think something that
powerful, and complicated, will last? Hell, rail guns pack a lot of
power and something is bound to wear out sooner or
later.

He gets up and throws some water on his face
and draws a cup of black coffee before heading for the zero gravity
elevator located in the center hub of the station. The elevator’s
tube, made of thick, clear, plastic, revealed a remarkable view of
the Earth as the lift ascended to the top level of the two level,
station. Having rode the thing so many times, Noah, no longer
bothered to look at Earth, anymore. He leaned against the side of
the lift, his eyes half closed, while waiting for the elevator to
reach the top, command level, of the station.

 


Stepping off the z-g-lift into the control
room, Zac finds Caspar, his executive officer, sitting in a chair,
while leaning back with his hands linked behind his head. “What’s
wrong with it this time?” he, asked, Caspar.

“It’s the automatic targeting system,
Captain,” Caspar, says, as he stands and goes to the rail gun’s
control panel. “It keeps missing the mouth of the wormhole.”

“How many probes missed before you shut the
damn thing down?” Zac walks over to look at the targeting monitor,
and sees the cross-hairs of the targeting system, focused, dead
center on the angry, looking, storm, in space that is the mouth of
the only stable wormhole known to man.

“Only, three, Cap.”

“Three? That’s three million wasted, and
those bean counters will be all over my ass. Who do you have on
it?” Zac drops into his Captain’s couch and takes a sip of his cold
coffee.

“Garcia, Cap. He’s down in the gun’s service
cab doing a manual calibration.”

“You seem to have everything under control.
What do you need me for?”

“To be honest with you, I don’t think it’s
the rail gun’s targeting system.”

“Oh, and how did you come by that conclusion?
You’re no tech.”

“Well, Sir. The gun has a self correcting
system, right? And the cross-hairs are dead on target.”

“Yeah, and so...?”

“Well, I sat here and watched the rail gun
make an adjustment after the first miss, and the second probe
should have hit the wormhole dead in the mouth, but that ain’t what
happened. After the first miss and adjustment, the gun fired again,
and tracking showed the probe turning off course, somehow.”

“That can’t happen. We’ve never missed
hitting the wormhole with the second shot after the first miss,
before.”

“I know, Cap. But it did, and then it missed,
again, before I shut it down. I think something’s out there pulling
the probes off course during the trip to the wormhole.”

“Come on, Cass. Once those probes are
launched, they use dark energy drive, engines, to reach the
wormhole. Hell, they get there in less than an hour. There is
nothing out there, except, maybe, hitting an asteroid
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