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  Pod Science


“Cindy Taylor of Orpington wants to know why the Moon is round and not shaped like a potato, like one of the moons of Mars,” asked the young host of ‘Pod Science’. 
Nigel Grant-Taylor adjusted his seating position on the interview couch and gave the following explanation:
“Ah, brilliant question! Why is our Moon nice and round, while little moons like Mars’ Phobos look like lumpy potatoes?
Well, it all comes down to gravity, and size.
You see, when a celestial object gets big enough, say, a few hundred kilometers across, its gravity becomes strong enough to pull it into a nice, round shape. It’s like the object is trying to squash itself into a ball, because that’s the most efficient shape under its own weight.
But smaller moons, like Phobos and Deimos around Mars? They’re tiny! Not enough gravity to smooth out their lumps. So they stay kind of… craggy and awkward looking, like cosmic potatoes.
So, in short: the Moon is round because it's big and has enough gravity to pull itself into a sphere.
Also, a fun fact: some of those moons are captured asteroids that got caught in a planet’s gravity.
Great question!”
The young host seeing the studio timer shoehorned in one last question.
“Finally, Dafydd Vaughan of Barmouth emailed us:
While out on his fishing boat, my dad witnessed what he described as ‘square lightning.’ What do you think he actually saw?”
Nigel Grant-Taylor tugged at the knot on his tie, as if to reset some internal pointer, and smiled diplomatically, his tone still warm but edging toward the careful caution of a scientist avoiding tabloid headlines.
“Square lightning, you say?
Well, that’s certainly a dramatic description! But in truth, nature doesn’t do right angles very often, especially not in the sky.
There are rare phenomena that can appear unusual at sea. For instance, ball lightning, that's a real, if poorly understood, occurrence can float, glow, even move erratically. Atmospheric plasma, electrical discharges near the ocean surface, reflections from offshore rigs or passing satellites all of these can create striking illusions.
Now, the human brain, especially at sea, in darkness, is remarkably good at filling in shapes, even ones that aren’t there.
It’s quite possible your dad also experienced a moment of retinal imprint, where a bright flash can briefly distort what we perceive.
Still, I’d say: fascinating report, Dafydd.”
A producer of the podcast motioned to wrap it up. The presenter gave a cheerful nod and concluded: “That’s all we have for this episode of Pod Science. Check with your streaming provider for the next episode. "The webcam eased out, catching the host and Nigel Grant-Taylor in the midst of the usual post-show pleasantries.







  
  The Square Lightning


A week after the podcast aired, social media began to churn with eyewitness reports. Posts and comment threads spoke of bizarre flashes in the sky, brief, blinding bursts that left behind no thunder just a strange emptiness in the air. 
The name “square lightning” stuck almost instantly.
Grainy smartphone footage soon followed: ghostly white squares blinking into existence above open fields, over highways, even once allegedly just offshore from a crowded beach. 
Some videos were obvious hoaxes. Others... were harder to explain.
The squares were always the same size. Always perfectly geometric 4 by 4 patterns. And they always vanished in less than a second.
At first, the comments were jokes. Glitches in the Matrix. Government weather experiments. Alien PowerPoint presentations.
But beneath the irony, unease began to creep in.






  
  Science In the Spotlight


The viral videos had racked up millions of views, and cable news was already running specials with names like “Sky Glitch: What is Square Lightning?” and “The New Aurora?” 
Long-running series like Paranormal Caught on Camera began to include the strange 4 by 4 by 4 light phenomenon alongside their usual assortment of ghosts, demons, and bigfoot.
American scientist Brian Bell-Thompson, ebullient astrophysicist and professional guest, appeared via satellite on the popular science talk show Science in the Spotlight.
He wore his trademark blazer decorated with an apparently random mixture of mathematical symbols and strange angular glyphs. 
The pattern was immediately recognizable to anyone educated in the history of science. The symbols were derived from the surviving notebooks of Sir Edward Kelly, 
court mathematician and advisor to King Edward VI. Though dismissed by modern historians as an eccentric, Kelly had claimed the glyphs represented a universal language underlying mathematics itself. 
“First off,” he began, flashing a grin, “let’s just say: nature doesn’t do right angles in the sky. Not without a little help.”
The host chuckled. “So, you're saying this isn’t lightning?”
Brian raised an eyebrow. “Lightning is messy. It branches; it forks as it snakes its way down to earth. These squares? They’re deliberate. Something this clean, this precise?  That’s either a computer... or a very confused god.”
Laughter from the studio. Brian leaned in.
“But seriously, some of these clips are intriguing. Not conclusive, not yet, but intriguing. If it’s a hoax, it’s a coordinated one. If it’s a phenomenon, then science needs a front-row seat.” He grinned again. “And unlike Sol Visions ... we actually have excellent quality camera footage.”







  
  The Revelation


In a borrowed office at the Rutherford Appleton Laboratory at the Harwell Campus, Oxfordshire, Nigel Grant-Taylor paced in front of a whiteboard cluttered with half-erased equations and hastily pinned spectrograph printouts. His brow furrowed, the dry-erase marker in his hand paused mid-formula. 
Behind him, a faded academic poster filled the upper half of the wall, a striking swirl of blue and orange plasma, and beneath it, the universal truth: E = mc^2.002
He didn’t notice it anymore. No one did. It was just... the way things were. On a nearby silent news-feed monitor, a chyron scrolled: [SUBTITLE] “Representatives of the religious Sol Invictus Council have gathered in Alexandria to discuss their annual winter solstice observances and address global concerns about the Empty Light phenomena.”The room smelled faintly of whiteboard marker. It wasn’t his space, but for now it was a war room, and the unfolding phenomenon had to be explained to an increasingly anxious international public, before panic set in.
He stopped and stared at a looping video on the wall-mounted screen: one of the "Empty Light" flashes, captured by a trawler in the Norwegian Sea. 
A 4× 4 x 4 grid of pure white brilliance expanded from nothing and imploded into itself within milliseconds. Fishermen’s voices shouted in the background. Then silence.
"Again," he murmured. The screen obeyed.
Each square of the grid lit up in a specific sequence. Not random. Never random.
"Four by four by four," he muttered. "Sixteen. Four qubits cubed."
On the desk behind him, a borrowed laptop hummed as it parsed thousands of similar videos from across the globe, processed through an entanglement signature filter developed in collaboration with the National Quantum Computing Centre.
Earlier that morning, a junior researcher had burst in holding a piece of debris, a melted piece of titanium alloy recovered from a Scottish flash site. But what had stunned Nigel wasn’t the metal. It was the data signature embedded in the residue: a high-order interference pattern inconsistent with any classical phenomenon. And terrifyingly similar to something else.
Quantum tunneling. Quantum decoherence. And now... something worse. Quantum subtraction.
He scribbled on the board:|Ψ⟩ = α|0⟩ + β|1⟩then crossed it out and replaced it with:|Ψ⟩ = ⊘(m, e, i)  🡪 0
Mass. Energy. Information. All gone. Reduced to null.
Nigel sat down, slowly, rubbing his temples. “They’re not trying to observe us,” he whispered. “They’re running something. A computation. One that happens to destroy whatever it overlaps.”
He pulled up a secondary window, a satellite heatmap overlay of every known Empty Light event. The clusters weren’t chaotic. They were steppingstones. A path. A pattern.
Across the room, his cellphone buzzed rumbling on the desk, a secure line from the Cabinet Office (COBRA). He ignored it.
Instead, he tapped a button and opened his own recent findings. The collapse sequence of the Norwegian flash, frame by frame. Each square collapsed in a binary countdown. A qubit register completing a cycle.
“Oh god,” he said, mostly to himself. “It's a quantum computer. And we’re the substrate.”
Picking up the now silent cell phone, Grant-Taylor touched the recall option on the phone screen. On the other end, a voice came through, flat and authoritative.“COBRA secure line. Identify.”
“Nigel Grant-Taylor. Location: Rutherford Appleton Laboratory,” he replied crisply. “Put the Chief Scientific Adviser on.”.
Grant-Taylor could hear the faint click of another party joining the line.
“This is Dame Helen Baxter.”
“Dame Helen, Nigel Grant-Taylor here. I’m at Rutherford, working out of a temporary war room. I’m formulating a hypothesis.”
“Go on.” Instructed Dame Helen.
“There’s sufficient evidence, theoretical, observational, and anecdotal, to indicate we’re witnessing the manifestation of a quantum system. Specifically, a defined set of qubits. They’re punching through from somewhere else… and they’re using our universe as the substrate for computation.”
There was a pause on the line. Not silence, Dame Helen Baxter never allowed silence to be misinterpreted as uncertainty.
“Extraordinary claims,” she said at last. “You’ll understand I need independent verification.”
“Of course.”
“I want a cross-reference through the MIT Quantum Systems Group. Quietly. No headlines. 
They’ve got an archived model Bell-Thompson built on computational entanglement logic, let’s see if it lights up in the same pattern.”
Nigel nodded to no one.
The windows of the MIT lab were dark, save for a blue glow from the bank of quantum simulation rigs humming in the corner.
In the center of the room, sprawled in a battered leather chair like, Dr. Brian Bell-Thompson twirled a pencil between his fingers and stared at the projection hovering above his desk.
A 4 by 4 by 4 interference matrix floated in midair, thirty-two flickering nodes of light. He tapped the corner square, watching it collapse, then the next. then the next. His grin widened.
“Ah ha!” he said aloud, eyes gleaming. “You're not random at all. You're a recursive pattern!”
A notification chimed, not from the public network, but from a sealed line marked:
UK GOV SIGINT PRIORITY — DAM-HELEN-COBRA
He sat up straight. That wasn’t routine.
Clicking on the notification icon a video chat initiated.
Dame Helen’s avatar a COSINE wave and Nigel Grant-Taylor appeared in a conference. 
Dame Helen’s voice, cold and clinical, opened the discussion. “Dr. Thompson, I need a peer review of a hypothesis requiring   computational cross-reference using your archived entanglement register.”
Bell raised an eyebrow. “That model was theoretical, unstable. We never proved any. --”
“You’re not proving,” she cut in. “You’re comparing.”
She paused, her tone sharpening.
“Rutherford reports quantum structures breaching spacetime, sixteen-node qubit configurations. We need confirmation.”
Bell-Thompson blinked. “Hold up. Are you saying someone’s running a quantum computation through our universe?”
Grant-Taylor chimed in, cautious but firm. “We believe so. A comparison with your own theoretical model might confirm or refute the phenomena.”
He shifted uncomfortably, trying not to let his newly realized fears overtake the tone of the call.
“Brian… I’m not certain we’re seeing actual computations. Not yet. But if the
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