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ROUGHLY FOUR AND A half billion years ago, an otherwise quiet part of nowhere experienced an event badly described as symmetry breaking. Like sugar or salt crystals sedimenting out of an oversaturated solution, the symmetry breaking spread like a bad rash across the face of the nowhere for an extremely short amount of time. Then it exploded. 

The universe cooled and clumped. Anti-matter paired up with matter. Some returned to their original symmetric relationship annihilating each other in the occasion. But a tiny amount of matter remained. 

The wave of matter expanded and cooled. In a few hundred thousand years, the universe cooled sufficiently that electrons - leptons - could catch up with the now slowing-down protons and other heavy matter hadrons. Atoms formed as the pairing between the elemental forms of matter created stable, or mostly stable, arrangements. 

The universe became transparent as the new order snapped into place almost as quickly as the big bang itself. Novel, more complicated structures became possible. Entropy was encoding itself in increasing variations.

Clumps of matter coalesced into stars. These first lights in the universe were some of the brightest stars ever known. The unimaginable furnaces pushed the new atoms into heavier and more complicated elements. These stars burned bright and quickly, flashing out of existence in only a few thousand years. And the universe continued to cool.

A second generation of stars fed on the remains of the first. These burned less brightly, but longer. Like their predecessors, these left in their wake heavier concentrations of more unique and complicated matter.

And in the cool places between the stars, atoms began settling with another into  increasingly complex chemistry, which settled into baths around the most massive bodies of heavy matter orbiting the third generation of stars, now themselves ordered in galaxies.

A particular bright star, no more than a few million years old, breathed its last. It was too small to burn any more, but too big to go away quietly. Heavy matter imploded, becoming something very like that primitive non-transparent universe for a moment as an enormous iron core became too heavy, and too cool, to exist as normal atoms.

The implosion rocketed away debris that spread away into the dust. The leftover pieces were more than massive enough to draw the surrounding debris around itself. The largest of this interstellar flotsam became the seeds of a new generation of stars that would burn at least a hundred times longer than their parents. Around those new stars floated - relative to the size of the stars themselves - almost undetectably small debris. It also was made of the same heavy-matter stuff at the core of the parent star. It cooled, and then... Well, you actually know what happens next on the surface. What you don’t know is what happens below it. 

Fred Tighe[1] enjoyed the party. His brother, Wayne, had worked hard to organize the event. Wayne knew Fred enjoyed popular science. Wayne had selected for the evening entertainment a popular entertainer whose weekly column Wayne knew his brother avidly followed. 

Fred enjoyed canapes and spent time catching up with his business partners. Although most of them lived almost next door to one another, they never seemed to have the time to visit properly. It was always hard to get away from the demands of each of their lives.

Today was Fred’s birthday. Wayne had been able to rent out a lecture hall to celebrate. Wayne also arranged to have the university give away tickets for the evening entertainment, free of charge, to students and faculty. Wayne knew Fred would appreciate the generosity shown on his behalf.

The party guests left the reception area with their drinks, snacks, and entertainment. With the help of ushers, they found seats. Further up, another set of ushers were conducting ticketed guests to their seats in the balcony. 

Newton Gisborne would be the evening entertainment. He billed himself as a futurist. He toured the continent, impressing crowds with feats of cutting edge technology. The showmanship so impressed some that he had been accused more than once of practicing the occult.

Fred admired that Wayne had paid a little bit extra to hire a band. Music played softly as they all entered the lecture hall. However, the orchestra pit was empty. Fred amused himself puzzling  where the musicians had been so cleverly hidden.

On the stage was a small table. A cloth was draped over it. A pair of wires ran discreetly from under the cloth, down to the floor, and to the back of the stage. 

Newton Gisborne appeared from the rightmost curtain. The audience clapped politely as the entertainer took center stage. Newton stood beside the cloth covered table while the applause subsided.

Nonchalantly, Mr. Gisborne removed the cloth. Revealed beneath it was a strange looking squarish device about the size and depth of a breadbox. Mr. Gisborne gently pushed aside a lever on the top of the box. The music instantly ceased. 

Newton gauged the reaction of the crowd to the casual technological miracle. Seemingly satisfied, the man of science stepped in front of something else positioned on the stage. By its size and shape, Frank would guess it to be a stage spotlight. The spotlight was connected also to wires. But these ran off the front of the stage, and down along the floor disappearing from sight. 

Gisborne adjusted the stage light. Giant panels on each side of the hall hummed to life. Increasing gently in frequency, in a moment the panels projected a slightly out-of-focus live image of the showman, staring into the equipment. Mr. Gisborne made another adjustment on the camera, improving the focus. Then he took a step back into the center of the stage. Gisborne then gently signed to the audience, with his hands and body language thanking them all for coming, and then thanking the Tighes, specifically, for the invitation. He could be seen clearly from every part of the room.

“Tonight,” Gisborne signed to his audience, “I am going to show you some of the most amazing new trends in galvanics and voltaics. I promise you nothing you are about to see is witchcraft, or any other form of magical trickery. If the university will provide us with some writing material,” a stage hand rolled out a chalkboard on cue, “I would be excited this evening to explain - in any level of detail you will be willing to abide - the principles and mathematics behind each of these modern miracles. Now,” Gisborne clapped his hands together excitedly. “Could I get a volunteer?” he asked. After a moment of rustling, one of the ladies in the audience stood. Gisborne guided her onto the stage.

As Wayne had hoped for his brother's birthday, Fred was captivated. "Some of these inventions had been at the recent World’s Fair, I'm pretty sure," Fred signed to his elder sibling. "Like that one, the breadbox, is a phonograph. I'm pretty sure about that. I think the big stage lamp on the floor is a televideo recorder. And those," Fred pointed at the walls, "must be harmonic telegraphics. I've never seen the devices connected together in such a way. It's incredibly clever." Fred’s business was paper products. Not that Fred thought the paper business unimportant. It was, he would tell you, a foundation of modern civil society. But paper was not fascinating in the way Mr. Gisborne’s innovations were.

Now standing together, showman and hapless volunteer on center stage, Gisborne encouraged audience member to the front of the camera. He slid the device a little to capture her on the screens. “There, please,” Gisborne instructed, “stand right there." The lecturer turned back to the audience. "Look," the entertainer said to the volunteer, "everyone can see you. Is there anything you'd like to tell the audience?”

“Oh please don’t let this thing kill me,” the volunteer signed, almost hiding her hands. She was keeping the camera at a distance. The words had been intended for herself. Nevertheless, the camera faithfully recorded, amplified, and replayed her concerns for the whole crowd to see.

The audience erupted in laughter. The volunteer, suddenly deeply embarrassed, retreated quickly from the stage.

“We are entering a brave new world of nearly limitless possibilities,” Gisborne continued. “We have discovered techniques to record our thoughts perfectly into wax for permanent preservation,” he pointed at the phonograph, “and we have uncovered materials that convert the very pressure quakes of sound into galvanic signals, allowing us to communicate with each other from far away.”

“Moreover,” Gisborne pulled at the bottom of the stick, and the wire connecting the camera to the screens fell to the ground with a clap. Gisborne still appeared, magnified, on the screens. “We have discovered couplings between galvanism and voltaics that make it possible to pass signals without wires at all.” He smiled. 

Some of the crowd applauded. Gisborne held up his hand politely for permission to continue. “Like an iceberg in the ocean,” Gisborne signed to his audience, “what I have shown you so far is only a tiny fraction of what lies beneath.” Almost unnoticed, a pair of stage hands had rolled out a large cylinder with a tiny ball held above it. A third stage hand held a long pole that Mr. Gisborne relieved him of. “Coupling of sounds and wires may seem to plain for mighty folk such as yourselves. How would you like a display of power like the ancient gods?”

The crowd applauded. Fred had seen this one before. He tried not to spoil the experience for his neighbors. With some fanfare, Gisborne brought the pole down near the cylinder. The lecture hall was rocked by a mighty thunderclap and electric flash. Most of the audience, once they recovered from the shock, were on their feet applauding. Fred slowly rose as well.  

Gisborne certainly appeared to be having fun with it. Gisborne parried the stick with a flourish, although Fred thought he detected an element of caution in the handling. For the sake of the crowd, Mr. Gisborne pretended to approach the jar of lightning again. The crowd cringed, and Gisborne relented. 

A third device, the size of a tall armoire, was being wheeled onto the other side of the stage as Gisborne handed the long pole to the stage hand that had given it to him. Others surrounded the lightning jar and wheeled it out of site. Gisborne approached the table and touched a metal sheet several times before again stepping in front of the camera. Fred knew that the showman risked electrocuting himself with the performance, and that the sheet was to remove any lingering charge.

“It’s said that neither words, nor strength, are true power,” Gisborne continued. “Instead," he signed, tapping his head, "it's said that true power is found in the mind. In knowing. And this,” Gisborne introduced the armoire with a wave, “is how we are expanding what it is possible to calculate and understand. Please,” he asked the audience, “give me three numbers.”

“Ten,” exclaimed out someone near Fred, standing to be seen. 

“Fifteen!” another stood to be noticed.

“Three,” signed yet another, barely visibly.

Gisborne slouched over the machine, arranging controls. He read something, and then took up again the center stage. “Would you say the product of these three numbers is four hundred and fifty?” he asked. “Please? Anyone?”

Fred did the math in his head. That sounded right. A member of the audience held up a hand confirming the result.

Gisborne grinned. “But maybe I cheated,” he signed slyly. “Maybe I planted three members of the audience with a number I already knew. That is what a magician might do. Let’s try people from the balcony! Something harder!” There was a stirring in the balcony. “Stand up!” Gisborne signed over the large screens.

“Six thousand!” one of the students signed back, dangling dangerously far over the rails from the balcony.

“Eighty-one!” offered another clearly enough to be seen.

“Three hundred and two!” sent another.

Gisborne grinned. “Now," he signed to his audience slyly. "I can barely remember those three numbers. That’s a challenge!” He dialed the three numbers in. “Now do you even know,” he called up to the balcony, “what the product of those three amounts is?” There was some rustling above. Fred would have to guess. Wayne, seeing his sibling struggling, handed Fred a pad and pen.

“What would you tell me if I were to say the product was,” Gisborne leaned in towards the armoire to read. “One hundred forty six million seven hundred and seventy-two thousand?”

Fred finished the math. That was correct. The machine had, without human assistance, solved a complex problem. The possibilities were difficult to imagine.

Gisborne resumed center stage. Stage hands were rolling back out the other displays. Gisborne pointed behind him at the blackboard. “That isn’t just for show,” Gisborne indicated about the board, while stepping away from the wireless camera. Rolling up his sleeves, he began. "Let's talk about science," he signed. He stepped back in front of the camera again. “Ask me anything,” Gisborne challenged the audience.

The reception after the lecture was for birthday guests only. Fred found Wayne and thanked him warmly. “You did well,” Fred told his brother, "that was excellent." Wayne smiled. 

Newton Gisborne was the center of attention at the birthday party. Fred hung politely back on the periphery of the crowd to watch. Gisborne had brought to this post-lecture reception a small case of curiosities. He happily showed seemingly random items to illustrate a point on some topic of conversation. He had a smaller camera, which he allowed guests to record messages with and play them back for their amusement.

The crowd eventually grew bored and dispersed to mingle with their own kind. Fred took the lull as an opportunity to speak with Newton Gisborne, who now stood unaccompanied near the window.

“I’ve seen many of these devices at the World’s Fair,” Fred began, “but never connected together in such a novel way.”

“Thank you,” Newton replied. Gisborne thought for a second. Gisborne opened the back of the case. “This is called an aetherphone,” Gisborne explained as he assembled the instrument. 

Gisborne offered the machine to Fred. “Go ahead,” he encouraged. Fred put his hand next to what appeared to be a metal loop and a single vertical pole.  The device began to make a strange noise. Fred quickly figured out the pitch and volume were adjusted by where Fred placed his hands next to the device.

Newton indicated some nearby chairs. “May we?” 

“Of course,” Fred agreed. Newton brought his small case over. Fred carried the aetherphone carefully. Gisborne collected a drink before relaxing into the chair. He seemed relieved to finally be off his feet and not speaking while Fred examined the aetherphone.

“Is it responding to the resistance in my hands?” Fred asked. Gisborne reached into the back side of the case, the same side he had produced the aetherphone from, and recovered a thin collection of papers and a small phonograph recording cylinder. Gisborne placed the cylinder on the table while he perused the papers, enjoying the occasional sip of his drink. 

“No,” Newton answered. “Muscles have a certain galvanic characteristic that seems to correlate to the vital force. It’s this galvanic property that the aetherphone responds to. It’s funny, actually.” Gisborne leaned in. “There’s a pair of researchers in your country attempting to disprove the existence of aether entirely.”

“I think I had read about that,” Fred recollected. “Not necessarily disproving it. Just measuring it.” Gisborne agreed. Fred continued his examination of the aetherphone, but could not help his curiosity. “If you’ll pardon my asking,” Fred excused himself, “what kind of material occupies the attention of such a learned person?” Fred asked about Newton’s papers.

“Oh, this?” Gisborne clarified. “A friend sent this to me. It’s why I purchased the aetherphone on my way here.” He flipped through a few of the pages. “Someone from my home country has been thinking about Universal Music. It’s actually a bit convoluted, and very poorly written,” Gisborne said, sharing the first few pages with Fred. Gisborne continued, “he’s surmised that there seems to be a certain vital energy in all things living and not living. And that this energy ebbs and flows with certain frequency. The author is conjecturing that there might be some kind of music that is characteristic of the universe. He even goes on to calculate the frequency of this universal music and endeavours to record it.”

“It doesn’t sound unreasonable,” Fred thought.

“Not unreasonable at all,” Newton agreed. “And not terribly interesting either,” he concluded. “What is interesting is what he heard when he attempted to filter out the noise, to listen to the amplified signal.” Newton pointed to the small cylinder he had lain on the table. “Would you like to hear it with me?” Gisborne asked Fred.

“Please,” Fred answered excitedly.

Gisborne retrieved the phonograph and replaced the cylinder already installed with the small one. He lowered the needle and wound the mechanism to play it. Fred and Gisborne heard nothing, then a two pops in close succession. After a long pause, they heard three more pops in close succession. Then a long pause, followed by five beats. 

“What is it?” Fred asked.

Gisborne pointed to the part of the papers he had kept. “He thinks they are prime numbers,” Newton said, indicating the author of the papers. “Numbers that are only divisible by themselves or one. They’re a mathematical curiosity. Not something with any practical purpose. However, you don’t see mathematical curiosities often expressed in nature.” Newton handed to Fred a tintype photograph. On it, Fred saw what he imagined was experimental equipment. “The author has taken impressive measures to eliminate any kind of outside noise. He even went so far as to contact friends in other parts of the world to replicate his findings, and eliminate the possibility of some sort of strange noise where he lived.” Gisborne flipped a few pages deeper and tapped at a page. “They were not only able to hear the same signal. Between them, they attempted to triangulate the origin of the signal: three thousand kilometers straight down.”

“Straight down?” Fred asked, pointing at the floor.

“Not exactly,” Newton amended. Newton looked at the paper, attempted to do some math in his head, and pointed in a direction. “Over there.”

“That’s very strange,” Fred concluded. “I still don’t understand what it all means,” Fred admitted.

“My part is simple,” Newton answered. “My friend has asked me to use my difference engine to verify that some of the larger numbers in the complete recording are also prime, which will just become another data point in whatever argument they are constructing. But, this is amusing.” Newton turned to the last page in the bundle. “The author believes it might be a communication from a Lost Civilization.”
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MARKS COMMONWEALTH, Gutenberg Discontinuity. Approximately 3,000 Kilometers Above the Center of the Earth

Carrie Malz sat at the university cafe and looked out the window. In the early morning, the commons was desolate. The dreary outside felt like a reflection of her own feelings. She had brought with her a copy of "Rubbings from Sandunne," a photo-journal that had been put together by a classmate. What Carrie had heard about the book left her excited for the chance to  read it. But, honestly, she just didn’t have the heart for it now. 

Professor Harry Abbad’s funeral had been only two days ago. Professor Abbad had been the only encouraging force in Carrie's life. Her parents would prefer her to have pursued a respectable education - like law, or medicine. Carrie had helped out the department by taking over Professor Abbad’s lectures. However, it was more like someone else had been going through the motions in Carrie’s body, while she observed silently.

A shadow fell across the table. Carrie looked up. “Ms. Malz?” a man in a suit asked. 

Carrie nodded shallowly, answering the stranger’s question. “My name is Wayne Tighe,” the stranger signed, introducing himself. “I am very sorry for your loss.” 

Carrie gave a weak smile. She offered the chair opposite her. Wayne Tighe thanked her and sat.

“Tighe..” Carrie dimly recalled. “Why does that name sound familiar?” she asked.

“My brother is Fred Tighe,” Wayne offered.

“Oh!” Carrie remembered. “The tunnel to nowhere! I read about that in the paper. Didn't the tunnel collapse? Isn’t he being investigated for securities fraud?”

“That’s the one. And, yes, all those things are true,” Wayne agreed. “That is why I am here, instead of my brother. I was hoping to offer you a job Ms. Malz.”

“Doing what?” Carrie asked.

“Using your linguistic skills to help us solve a mystery.” Wayne answered. “I had a working relationship with Professor Abbad. Dr. Abbad consulted with us from time-to-time. Dr. Abbad had mentioned you, more than once, as his best student. What are your plans now that he’s gone?” Wayne asked.

“I’m hoping the university might hire me on as a teacher,” Carrie said. Carrie had conveyed that sentiment in person to the dean. But, no one had approached her.

“That sounds like a fine plan,” Wayne said. “But, if you ask me, it would be a terrible misuse of your skill.”

“How is that?” Carrie prickled.

“How much are you going to learn behind a lecturn, begging for grant money?” Wayne said. “And how much of your life is going to be spent filling out applications, making appeals to committees, working the university staff for space, time, and resources? Life is short. We are offering you something that has never been seen before. Something lesser students will write books about. And I’m offering to give you a front row seat to it” 

“What is this mystery?” Carrie asked.

“An ancient language,” Wayne answered, "or, maybe a modern one. We're not sure."

Carrie thought the strange offer over. It was true, the university could have extended a permanent teaching offer by now, if they had any intention of doing it. “Alright then,” Carrie gave her answer. “What do I need to bring?”

“We will have everything you need,” Wayne told her. “And if I miss something, tell me and I will get it for you.”

“When do I start?” Carrie wondered.

“How does tomorrow morning sound?” Wayne checked.

“That would be fine,” she replied. 

Wayne got up from the table. “A car will be waiting for you outside your home then. Thank you, Ms. Malz. I’m looking forward to working with you.”

Carrie sat at the table in the quiet. By lunchtime, she wondered if the strange encounter had really happened at all. She packed some things, just in case. She hadn’t asked how long she would be gone? Where they would be going?

In the morning, Carrie looked out the window. There really was a car outside. A man waited beside the door. Waiting for her. Still only half believing, she opened the door slowly and stepped outside.

“Ms. Malz?” the driver asked.

“Yes. Yes!” Carrie answered. Realizing she had almost forgotten her bag, she turned back, then returned to the car. The door was open. Climbing into the car, Carrie saw that Wayne Tighe was inside. Wayne placed several papers into a leather satchel. “Good morning Ms. Malz. I hope you don’t mind me working while we waited.”

“Honestly, I was starting to think I might have imagined our meeting yesterday,” Carrie admitted. “This is real?” Carrie asked.

“I can assure you it is,” Wayne confirmed, inviting the new hire inside. The driver closed the door behind Carrie after she was seated. A moment later, the vehicle began to move.

Wayne Tighe removed some papers from his satchel and handed them over to Carrie. “We didn’t discuss many of the details,” Wayne admitted. “My apologies for that." Wayne indicated to Carrie the top paper. "I’d like you to sign the privacy covenant before we get to the worksite.”

Carrie skimmed over the document. “Wow,” she said. “That’s a generous annual budget.”

Wayne frowned. “That should be your salary. The annual budget is on the last page.” 

“That’s a lot of zeroes,” Carrie gaped.

“We want you to know we’re serious,” Wayne said. Seeing that Carrie did not have a pen, Wayne offered his own. Carrie signed the last page and provided it to her new employer. Wayne removed a device from the satchel. “Do you mind listening to something for me?” Wayne asked.

“Sure,” Carrie agreed. 

Wayne pressed a button. They both heard a pair of taps, then, after a pause, three more beats in quick succession. Wayne placed the device on the seat beside him. Carrie listened carefully. Wayne watched the new employee’s face.

“It’s the Pembrooke Message,” Carrie said, recognizing it finally. “It’s supposed to be from a Lost Civilization deep underground. I did an analysis on it for Harry once.”

“What did you find?” Wayne asked.

“Well, a lot of people think it was a hoax. The idea of a Lost Civilization three thousand kilometers below the surface is pretty incredible. It didn’t help that the message was only received for forty days before it was cut off. That was just about the time that other researchers were starting to pay serious attention to it. A little too convenient for the skeptics. But there are some elements of the Pembrooke Message that make it plausibly authentic.”

“Such as?”

“The numbers. They don’t have to be mathematical curiosities like prime numbers. It could have been just plain integers: one, two, three, four, five... the point is to get someone’s attention with something that is both simple and very clearly artificial. More than half of the prime numbers in the Pembrooke Message header hadn’t even been discovered yet. Which meant it would have taken either a real savant or a genuine lost civilization to fake it. And then, there's the logic table. It took the mathematician Newton Gisborne to recognize that the middle part of the message were basic logic : true, false, not, and, or. It was actually an extremely compact way of laying a foundation for communicating ideas. A faker probably would not have bothered, because the mid-message is only really important if you are actually trying to deliver something that works for communicating to an unknown receiver. That’s not all,” Carrie continued. “After the numbers is long span of noise.”

“I’ve been told by many that it is just receiver noise,” Wayne explained.

“Maybe. But the rest of the Message is so remarkably clear. Some people say it’s a flaw made by whoever forged the message, but I listened to it. I wondered if it could be a spoken language. People can't speak. We never evolved vocal chords[2]. However, we’re talking hypothetical Lost Civilizations, so I felt anything was possible. There are some animals that do communicate by sound," she said, justifying her hypothesis. "Anyway," she continued, "there seemed to me like an order to the noise. I made a chart of phonemes, and some of the words. Put the table in my paper.” Carrie saw that Wayne looked very pleased. “Was that a test?” she asked.

“It was,” Wayne admitted, shutting off the playback. “You pass.”

They slowed down outside of a guarded gate. A guard looked into the car before they were allowed to pass through. Inside the fence looked like a shipping facility. Freight containers were stacked everywhere. They approached a large platform that must have been at least twice as tall as the car. The driver stopped the vehicle and came around to let Wayne and Carrie out. The parking lot was packed. However, Carrie did not see a single person outside, except for the guards at the gates. Stepping out, Carrie saw a second platform a few hundred meters away. It was nearly as big as the first.

Wayne signed to the driver after he got out. He pointed inside the vehicle to the leather satchel containing his papers. "Gabe," he asked the driver, "could you see that those get to the office and into Andy's hands?" The driver agreed to the extra task.

“My brother and his investors drilled four tunnels, in case you didn’t know the whole history,” Wayne explained, turning his attention back to Carrie. “Fred and I started out in the paper business. My brother has a passion for learning. When he decided to start this enterprise, he soaked up everything he could about it. We hired consultants from the energy industry to teach us about exploratory drilling. What do you know about geochemistry Ms. Malz?”

“Not much,” she admitted. “I just pay the power bill.”

“Fair enough,” Wayne acknowledge with amusement. “Below the ground is mostly a frosty slushy muck, and it continues that way for thousands of kilometers. Mixed in are clumps of solid material. A good way to think of the subsurface beneath our feet is as dirty permafrost, if that helps. It’s not a challenge to dig through with modern equipment. Our first drilling attempt set a record for depth, achieving just over three hundred kilometers, hitting a large hydrosilicate deposit[3] our consultants predicted we would find at that depth in this region.”

“Well #2, like you have clearly heard about in the news, failed,” Wayne retold as they continued navigating through the halls and stairs of the platform. “The challenge is well management,” he explained. “The muck tends to shift and move. Our tunnel collapsed a little over halfway to our target depth, at a pretty significant expense to our investors, and the government, which has lended us both equipment and expertise to make this endeavour a reality.” Wayne winced at the recollection of the recent pain, and turned a corner. “We learned our lesson, though,” he added. “Now we drop better flexible reinforcement as we dig. In some places, the combination of temperature and pressure causes the ground to slush like water. Thankfully, the pressure deep underground is much lower, which seems in violation of common sense - but there you have it. We take advantage of the lower pressure downwell to blast the well clean of liquid, using high-pressure air from the surface.”

“And what is your target depth?” Carrie asked.

“Three thousand kilometers,” Wayne answered.

“That’s further down than the sun is up,” Carrie commented.

“It is,” Wayne agreed. He opened the door, and the two of them stepped in.

“What’s down there?” Carrie asked.

Wayne stopped, a look of wonderment crossing his face. “It’s like nothing you can imagine.” He continued. “It’s a little like we drilled a hole into a different universe. We have an entire team of world-class physicists, mathematicians, and chemists who’ve spent the last year trying to make sense of it all. But, you’ll see it yourself soon enough.”

“Are the Pembrooke People there?” Carrie asked mockingly. 

“Well #3, made it to the depth we had hoped for, but we missed our target,” Wayne explained. “After some analysis, we realized that the tunnel had curved on the way down. The bottom of the well had drifted away from our target location by something like five hundred kilometers.” Wayne opened a door.  “By the time we figured it out, the residential and logistical centers were already built, near the #3 well bottom, which is why,” Wayne tapped on a sign that read merely “3”. “I hope you don’t mind the stairs,” Wayne apologized as they climbed. 

They arrived in a white room. In the center was a white cylinder ten meters across. There was a wide door along the side of the cylinder. It was currently closed. Over a dozen people were in the room in different stages of suiting putting on bulky suits. The suits hung on racks off the wall. Carrie smiled at the others.

“Fred!” Wayne greeted his brother. Fred Tighe waddled over, his bottom already in the suit. Fred clapped Wayne on the back. Fred was clearly the younger of the two.

Wayne introduced Carrie to Fred Tighe. “It will be a pleasure to work with you Ms. Malz,” Fred informed her. “Harry said great things about you.”

“What are they doing?” Carrie asked.

“It’s just a safety precaution
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