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Chapter 1

Another Jupiter Experiment?
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After Ikara's crew returned home from their incredible experience, nothing remarkable seemed to happen. Both the Army and the IOSE were cautious with their statements, and nobody knew for sure whether Ikara reached the speed of light. "We will need to conduct more experiments, and we appreciate your patience during this time," the officials declared to the public. 

Regarding any other spiritual experiments for the masses, the subject was closed before it even started. Even on the Moon base, no discussion was held about it, and the captain and crew understood what that meant.

Since the people demanded answers, Albert decided to hold a full press conference. Ted would watch everything his older brother did, ensuring nothing he said exceeded the limits of what he was allowed to say.

Albert, who had been chasing fame, discovered that when he finally attained it, being a celebrity was more difficult than he expected. It was far more complicated than he thought he could handle alone. He couldn't face it without help. So, he was grateful that one of his twin brothers, Ted, managed the entire event, stood by him, and helped him handle the flood of media attention. When Albert felt confused, overwhelmed, or at a loss for words, Ted knew precisely how to step in and speak for him. Besides Ted, the entire PR team, including human resources, prepared presentations and responded to questions quickly. All Albert had to do was listen carefully through the earpiece in his ear. 

One issue that journalists continuously insisted on finding out was: Why did the general sympathy of the public, Mrs. Wilma, no longer work at the speed of light? 

Ted responded with the same scripted message as in his other statements. "Under normal conditions inside the lady robot, the information behaves like particle flows, such as positrons or electrons. When subjected to immense acceleration and approaching the speed of light, these streams cease to flow. As a result, Mrs. Wilma ceased to function. However, she remains an excellent companion at any speed below the speed of light, and our company aims to improve her even at those speeds," Ted said.

"Also, the antigravity armchairs produced by our company are based on physical fields. As you know, these physical fields comprise oscillations like waves. There are no particles involved. For this reason, and fortunately, the anti-gravity system of the armchairs worked at the speed of light and saved the lives of the crew members." Ted closed, fulfilling his role as a company promoter.

"The AI froze. But humans?... Why couldn't you maneuver your ship, Captain Albert?" The journalist insisted. Albert cut in before his brother could speak for him again.

"Practically, due to the colossal forces of gravity, no one could get up from the armchair. But my brave pilots remembered a long-abandoned military program: maneuvering the ship by force of thought. I think it's a method that needs to be studied again, especially for piloting spaceships that fly at the speed of light."

Albert insisted on this original explanation; it was his version, incorporating what he considered necessary, and he presented it whenever the opportunity arose. Ted passively assisted. He could not contradict the one who had directly taken part in the experiment. The crew has been instructed not to react to the captain's comments on the matter. The journalist continued to inquire.

"Mr. Albert, what about the deep sleep that all of humanity saw in the video clips sent by Mrs. Wilma from the ship's command? You know, when you and the crew were sleeping on the floor—can you tell us more? Was it a reaction of weakness after your efforts to maneuver the Ikara with your thoughts?"

"You got it!" Albert replied excitedly. "I will invite you to come with me next time I try to reach the speed of light. At that incredible speed, every movement of our bodies will require significant effort. You'll notice how exhausted you feel afterward. Even after gravity returned to normal, our bodies didn't respond as we wanted, not even to walk a few more steps to the cabin. A strange feeling of tiredness took over us. My body told me, 'I want to lie down on the floor and sleep.' I couldn't resist the urge. I also received treatment for space sickness, which made me feel drowsy as well. So, for me, the effect was twofold. That was it!" he exclaimed, finishing his speech.

The overall conclusion was obvious. The trampoline and the revolutionary propulsion system developed by their company sped up the experimental Ikara spacecraft to speeds that seemed impossible for any other spacecraft. That speed was very close to the speed of light. Unfortunately, some components and devices on board Ikara (including artificial intelligence) are not yet capable of handling such speeds. 

For Albert's company, the good news was that the propulsion system and the anti-gravity armchairs were the first to win the tenders organized by IOSE for outfitting the spaceships bound for the constellation Centauri. When will the expedition start? It's still not known precisely.

And the bad news was that a thorn remained. Nobody had won the auction for the high-speed communication problem. Therefore, it stayed in Albert's company's hands, as no one wanted to take it over.

"If communication with Earth does not work, the solution is simple. They're going to slow down the spaceships," Albert suggested to his brothers. 

"It doesn't work like that!" berated Ed. "We need to find a solution. Otherwise, the spaceships will travel irregularly, and the entire journey will be too slow. That means their trip will take too long, and they will return from the expedition after decades. Until then, the public here on Earth will turn against us, which could cause immense damage to the company," he explained.

"We have to find a solution; otherwise, we might as well close the company and go home!" Ed repeated this whenever he had the chance, in front of Albert and the staff who were working to solve the complex problem of time distortions. 

Researchers, laboratories, and a sister spaceship, like Ikara, all worked towards the same challenge: figuring out how to make communications operate at speeds close to the speed of light. Unfortunately, the problem remained stubbornly unresolved, with zero progress being made, regardless of which side or approach the company's employees took.

Albert wasn't concerned about Ed's problems because he had his own troubles to contend with. So, he faced another challenge that led him to seek a different solution—the problem of the three spirits he encountered in the family's bunker. He felt a responsibility toward them because he genuinely believed those spirits had helped Ikara's crew as much as they could during the difficult moments when the spaceship was traveling at the speed of light. 

"Why don't they want to get in touch with me anymore? Has something happened to them?" They were the questions that took over his mind wherever he went. In the end, the vacation was over, and his path returned to the company. However, the same questions persisted in his head.

At the start of a new work week, when he opened his office door, Albert saw a large, new picture on the wall to the right of his chair. It showed him and Mrs. Wilma at the center of the crew, with their spaceship, the Ikara, in the background. The writing above the picture said, "The Heroes of the Jupiter Experiment." In the bottom corner, a handwritten dedication read: "To Albert and his crew," followed by the signatures of his twin brothers and his father.

"Well, the twins finally wrote something nice about me," Albert thought, staring at the picture with pride. He remembered taking such a picture right before departure for both voyages. "I think I deserve two pictures for Mars and for Jupiter," he felt an impulse to claim after a few moments of reminiscing. He changed his mind and focused on an unfamiliar task.

"A new picture deserves a new desk. No, wait, that's too much! It deserves a new and better arrangement on my old desk. It is time to clean this up, finally!" he decided in his mind after a long period of not touching anything in front of him. 

Albert started rearranging the items on his table. He changed the photo of his wife to a slightly smaller image positioned further from his eyes. He still had memories of Emma's involvement in the Jupiter One experiment. Her father and the military forces propelled the Ikara on a supercharged trampoline, launching the spacecraft at dangerous speeds. Contradictory feelings still haunted him.

He was proud of his achievements, but he was also upset because Emma had hidden her implication. 

"If I had known, I wouldn't have given the order to launch the Ikara to Earth. Surely the trampoline operators laughed. But the impulse was tremendous. Without it, I wouldn't have lived such a strange adventure," he thought to himself. 

On a well-furnished desk, apart from the wife's picture that changed the color of her hair daily, nothing else disturbed him. The other stuff was digital and appeared on demand.  

But something caught his attention. He noticed a tiny thumb drive on the shiny table, with a note attached to it. On the note, he read, "The Jupiter Experiment." 

"Finally, Ted gave me a brief resume about this experiment and its wide coverage in the mass media." He thought proudly to himself.

Curious about what might be on it, Albert ordered a coffee and dimmed the lights for better viewing. With pride, he inserted the thumb drive into a small video projector. He thought he was already becoming a living legend and expected to see his saga unfold.

But what Albert saw was different. His smile quickly faded, and he found himself in a very different position, just as a spectator rather than an actor in his first role.

The space in front of his desk suddenly transformed into a display of animated 3D images. He was expecting messages with mass-media reactions to his voyage and return to Earth, so that weird movie confused him quite a bit. 

"What is this?" he roared, raised an eyebrow, and had an impulse to yank out the thumb drive, but he couldn't bring himself to do it, curiosity getting the best of him. 

"Esteemed gentlemen, I present to you the Jupiter Experiment, designed by me, which will represent a giant leap for humankind," said a completely unknown figure to him. 
It was Reed, the red-headed, curly-haired Irish scientist, who came seeking an audience with the twins and got dumped in Albert's office.
That 'mad scientist' claimed to know how to open gates to other universes. 

Albert still stayed glued in front of the screen, but his mind was far away, ignoring what the mad scientist was saying.

However, in one moment, the mad scientist caught his attention.

According to him, the lack of communication between these universes was primarily because time flows differently in each universe. 

"In my Jupiter Experiment, this is the first step in communicating with those other worlds through an open gate. Because if there is no open gate, there is no way of communicating." The scientist clarified..

"But the main issue will still exist. Even if people from other universes send a message to ours, we wouldn't understand it because of the time difference. We wouldn't even recognize them as messages. Nevertheless, they would appear as chaotic noises from our universe or have uncertain origins," the scientist named Reed explained, showing footage of various mysterious people standing in front of machines that were also unfamiliar to Albert. 

Here, the scientist emphasized: 

"Without my device for temporal reconfiguration, humankind will regard the messages from other worlds as just some kind of strange noise." The scientist then stood before a large box emitting strange sounds. 

"Hmm, I can't get rid of this thing," Albert groaned. "It's always about some kind of weird messages."

"Through the Jupiter Experiment, we can decode any message, regardless of the distortion caused by the temporal issue. We can open communication channels to another universe, irrespective of how time flows over there compared to ours. My Jupiter Experiment..." Reed said again, this time loudly and proudly, lighting a bulb in front of the vice president. 

"What? Your Jupiter Experiment?! No! It's mine!" Albert burst out angrily, now entirely out of his daydream. 

"This Jupiter Experiment will open the gate between universes," the mad scientist said again imperturbably in front of him.

"Yeah, between universes," Albert grimaced, closing the presentation before the mad scientist started the story that he was expecting. Two things bothered him at the moment.

"I'd be content if his device worked between the Ikara and the orbiting stations," he thought. (Albert recalled the challenges between Ikara and space stations in sending messages across the same world during the Jupiter One Experiment.) But after he saw the Jupiter name again, the other problem bothered him much more.

"And this mad scientist has to know that the name Jupiter Experiment is mine, not his." 

Albert jumped out of his seat and stormed around his office desk to get out his frustration.

After a while, Albert calmed down, stopped, and looked outside. The Carpathian Mountains always put his mind at ease.

"Hmm, something interesting might happen here..." he mused. 

Still, the possibility that scientists might have a solution to the problem of high-speed transmissions was all the motivation he needed to set up a meeting with that mad scientist. But it wouldn't be enough.

After all, he could also send a message to Ed along with the presentation and close the subject.  

What pushed him over the edge was that the mad scientist plagiarized the name of his experiment. He had to speak to this man about this matter. It was he, Albert, who had already lived through the "Jupiter Experiment," not the scientist. So, he had to meet with this person face-to-face and tell him personally that he had to change the experiment's name. 

"Please find the person who left the thumb drive in my office. I can see a calling card here as well. Please ask him to come to a meeting tomorrow morning," he said briefly to his secretary, then to himself, "I think I've done enough work for today. I want to go for a little walk." 

Albert quickly left the office and flew his flying car to the Fagaras Mountains, near his family's house in Romania. 

During the walk in the mountain range, his secretary discreetly messaged him that he had a meeting at ten o'clock in the morning with the man who had left the thumb drive, the particular scientist named Reed. 

After learning about the upcoming confrontation with the man who had stolen his experiment's name and who had a device to fix the communication problem, Albert decided to arrive early at the office to address both issues once and for all. Unfortunately, when the next day came, he didn't leave the house until ten o'clock. Not because it was convenient, but because he still didn't have a gardener to help him, so he had to work as a helper for the two women in his life. There wasn't much to do, and since he was working slowly, he arrived late at the meeting. 

(It wasn't a big deal for him to find an outsourced company to manage the garden, but he enjoyed the work, which reminded him of his childhood. And both women appreciated the idea of having someone nearby to help them a little.)

"I'm so sorry I'm late, but I won't keep you for long," Albert hurried to invite the scientist into his office. 

"No problem. Last time, I waited and waited, and for nothing. I hope now I can get a more tangible result," the scientist said gladly. 

The Irishman hoped he wouldn't go there for nothing, like he did last time.

Yes, certainly. Despite the unexpected problems that came up this morning, an inner voice told me, "Meet with the scientist!" Albert gave him a sincere explanation.

"Is that so?! I could say the same thing. After half an hour, I wanted to leave, but a voice in my head told me Stay, stay," the scientist replied sincerely, too. 

Albert gazed at his guest for a moment, uncertain of what to believe.

After a pause, he finally asked him, "Let's have coffee at our restaurant on the top floor. Have you eaten anything yet?" 

Seeing his reddish, sparkly Irish face, Albert wondered if he should offer him a beer or two, unfiltered, well-brewed ones, the kind he liked as well. Reed shook his head no and stuck out his hand to Albert as if to beckon him to lead the way.

"I don't like to stay in the office for long," Albert said in the elevator while they were on the way to the last floor of the building. 

"Me as well." Reed agreed. The man seemed very uncomfortable until the door opened. Albert didn't know what to say, so he kept silent.

"Have you seen the contents of the thumb drive?" the scientist asked him as soon as they sat down at a table. "Please tell me what you think," he went on eagerly.

"Yes, I saw it, but this isn't about that," Albert tempered his expectations. 

Reed gave a disappointed look. He muttered to himself:

"What does he want from me?" 

Albert heard, but he didn't react. He just asked a question, ignoring the tension in the air.

"So, do you want a beer or something else?" 

"No, just a coffee," Reed said, upset. Albert sighed and decided to get straight to it.

"OK, let's get to the point. Have you presented this experiment to anyone else?"

"Yes, to some important people, and I'm waiting for an answer. In this company, I've only spoken with your brothers; however, I do have some meetings set up in my calendar for the following days," the Irish man mumbled, even though one could read his expression and see that the calendar wasn't as filled with as many meetings as he would have liked.

"Then I have to ask you something. Now, if you do this for me, you will have my full support for your experiment."

"Full support?" the scientist repeated bewilderedly. 

Albert looked deeply into his eyes. "Please change the name of this child experiment." He pleaded metaphorically. 

"What? Whose name? I have five kids. Which one do you mean? I couldn't possibly change any of the names my wife chose; she would wrestle me for it," Reed joked and laughed loudly.

"I'm talking about the name of the experiment. You can't call it the Jupiter Experiment because there has already been an experiment with that name. Mine."

"Oh, I'm sorry about that. I prepared the video before your experiment, but that's not a problem! We'll change the name of the experiment and however many names of kids you want," he joked again, earning his reputation as a quirky scientist. 

"What do you think about the 'Gate Experiment' or the 'Bridge Experiment'? After all, that's what it's about  — a gate or bridge between two universes." Reed continued.

"Then why did you call it Jupiter?"

"Because it can only be done with the help of the planet Jupiter," the scientist explained. "I mean, you've seen the presentation."

"Yes, yes. I followed it intently. Still, can you please tell me again, briefly, what the 'Gate' experiment is about?" Albert asked.

"It is about a gate in outer space that my team can open up, and it'll lead to places outside our universe. Beyond our world. To other worlds. Just like it said at the end of the presentation."

"Yes, I know that. But tell me more about your device that corrects the time distortions," Albert interrogated.

"My studies show that time flows differently in our universe than in others. This is a key principle that sets them apart. Between universes." Reed insisted. 

"My team has designed a device that can fix the communication between worlds and universes where time flows differently." The red-haired scientist returned to his primary concern and then continued with explanations about the three-mirror devices. 

Albert understood little, so he nodded from time to time. "So that I don't look like an idiot," he thought to himself. Meanwhile, their snacks and coffee had been served.

"And are you working for our company, or would you like to be?" he inquired, watching the ever-changing expressions on the scientist's face. 

Reed was one of those people who receded deep in thought while their bodies continued to move. Even if he didn't move, the muscles in his face would take over, creating all kinds of strange expressions, based on what he was thinking. They weren't exaggerated by any means, but were more gentle and subtle. These little grimaces on his face would baffle those around him, as they couldn't tell whether he was upset, excited, angry, or happy. Albert did not know how to respond diplomatically to any of Reed's looks.  

"Neither. I am part of a large group of scientists; it's a wonderful community that continues to grow every day. It opposes classical approaches that regular scientists employ when dealing with physical, chemical, or even biological phenomena."

Albert couldn't make much of a scowl at his response, so he nodded instead. Slowly, approvingly, and not something he did too often. 

"The people of that community are still called Ostracized Scientists. There is a new school of thought being developed there, new visions that will be significant in the future and that will change our way of thinking."

"Yes, yes. I have heard of this community. I know that, among many other things, they organize some summer courses."

"Our courses are being offered worldwide in different locations. For a while, I was actually a teacher at one of them. I've quit since then." Reed said, a little upset.

"Oh, really? How come?"

"It's not that I don't want to. I have little time for it anymore, now that I'm involved in some personal research projects. The Gate or Bridge Experiment is the most important one. The one you've told me you would support. It is the synthesis. This ultimate experiment will surely be a success."

"Yes, yes, of course. Since you've agreed to change the name on your own will, I feel I have a debt to pay, and I want to help you," Albert emphasized, uncertain because of one of Reed's grimaces. 

"Maybe he's sick, or maybe my words upset him? After all, I am sponsoring his project, so I may tell him whatever I want," he thought to himself. "And how much money would you need for this experiment?" Albert asked casually, lying back in his armchair and sipping his coffee.

"I haven't made the calculations," the scientist answered with another grimace that nobody knew the source of, be it happiness, anxiety, or something else. "It is not about money. It is about the resources..."

"Still, give me a ballpark," Albert insisted.

"Just as I mentioned in the presentation on the thumb drive (in the part that Albert didn't watch), we need all the resources near Jupiter and a little more, but not much more," the Irishman said, attempting to make another joke. "And that's not all. We need three antennas. And each of them is half the size of the Moon. "

Albert, quite fazed at Reed's demand, tried to set his coffee cup down gently on the table without shaking it. Surprise had taken him, but it wasn't the first time, and he had a solution handy for such situations. 

Albert met Reed's eyes again, staring into them directly, and said:

"Alright, you have my full support, but we also have to get the approval of my brothers."

"I've already been to them," the scientist argued, making another grimace. "I don't think we have any chance there, but let's try again! " Reed exclaimed as he stood up from the chair.

"This time, we'll go together, and I think we need to fix something," Albert assured him. "Not right now, though, Reed. Let's finish our coffee first," he said, guiding the eager scientist to sit back down. 

"Gate or Bridge Experiment or whatever you want, but please change its name! It's all I ask of you." Albert demanded while he picked up his cup and put it back down mechanically. 

"You have my word," Reed said with a new indecipherable grimace.

"Alright, come with me. We are in luck. My brothers are only a few tables away," he said, getting up from the table. "

Albert still remembered the experience of distorted communication due to different time speeds. If the mad scientist solved the high-speed messaging problem, then his gate or bridge experiment would be worth every penny. 

The twins were used to Albert's reckless yet generous behavior, and they never refused it outright. They knew how to manipulate him and dodge his requests indirectly; all it took was a bit of patience. When Albert reached his brother's table with Reed, he was cut off before he could get a word in.

"We know the scientist. He's visited us, but it was when you disappeared," Ed interrupted, leaving Albert sour since he wanted to introduce Mr. Reed. 

"At that time, we were only concerned about your safety, so we apologize for abandoning his ideas. However, we are happy to pick up the conversation. You said that your device could detect Albert's spaceship?" questioned Ted, who was only remembering things vaguely.

"Not quite. It's about a bigger project that Mr. Albert has promised me full support with," Reed replied. 

"If Albert promised, then he has to resolve this matter," the twins thought simultaneously.

"My device will facilitate the exchange of information between two universes." The scientist stood tall, gathering his thoughts, and tried to be as concise as possible, further emphasizing the communication issue.

"Surely, one factor differentiates different worlds, like our universe and another nearby one. Time doesn't flow the same way. Many temporal distortions need to be corrected, just as with Ikara and space station communications." Reed spoke about the idea that twins are interested in, trying to rope them in.

On the other hand, the twins didn't want to get too involved, so Albert took charge of the conversation, interjecting the scientist:

"Yes, we have a communication issue. We're talking about equipment that will outfit the spaceships and stations across the solar system, facilitating communication among them. Do you think your experiment has anything in common with this matter?" He chimed in.

"Yes, and I want to test my device around the planet Jupiter. My calculations show I can experiment only there. The alternative is near the Sun, but I don't believe we're interested in working at those temperatures."

"Wouldn't you like to run a test of your device first on our spaceship Ikara during a trip at top speed, and maybe after that, around Jupiter?" Ted probed.

"I shall speak with my team, and we will think about it. But I suggest the first run to be near Jupiter," Reed stated.

"Interesting," Ted said while Ed merely shrugged. "Why near Jupiter, if I may ask?"

"We need as big a space-time curve as possible. If you want to break out of a deformed sphere, you do so where the deformity is greatest because you will need the least amount of force there," the scientist explained. "Jupiter helps us open a gate to what is outside this universe because its gravity creates a deeper deformity in the solar system's spacetime."

"So, you don't know if you'll end up in another world. You're just opening a gate to the outside of our universe," Ed pressed. 

"Yes. But we will surely end up in another world. However, the world that we're accessing doesn't matter. What I aim to investigate is the exchange of information between two distinct environments: our universe and an external one. And I am certain time flows differently from one environment to another." Reed repeated.

"He needs resources near Jupiter," Albert showed calmly and with gravity, as if he were the scientist's lawyer. 

"But couldn't he perform a smaller experiment?" Ted suggested. "Somewhere on Mars, for example."

"No. I'm afraid that will not work. We need to open a gate to the outside of the universe. Mars is too small. We would need even more resources if we experimented over there." Reed shook his head. 

"More resources?" the twins asked again, realizing the magnitude of the experiment.

"And what resources are we talking about? Wouldn't a couple of spaceships and a few antennas be enough?" Ed asked. 

"No," the scientist answered firmly. "We need all the energy being produced by our power plants on Jupiter. We will redirect it into a giant mechanism deployed on the planet's satellites. And yes, there would be a spaceship involved, too. But we don't need a big one. It will position itself in a certain place near Jupiter," Reed went on, passing from one grimace to the next.  

"Only around Jupiter can we perform, since we would need to use the planet's gravity. And to keep the mechanisms simple and few, we can reuse the ones from the trampoline, only temporarily and with small modifications," he concluded. 

"But not even the army's experiments have these kinds of resources!" Ted cried out. "Do you have any idea what you're saying? Do you realize what you're asking for?"

"Yes. But it is a significant discovery. A giant leap." Albert was still posing as Reed's lawyer.

"We imagine it's going to cost a lot. We're talking about resources that nobody has for an experiment, and nobody even knows if it will succeed," Ed scoffed.. 

"I can assure you it will succeed. I have all the calculations right here," the scientist intervened, showing another tiny memory stick.

"And even if it succeeds, it could turn into a dangerous experiment," Ed remarked. 

"Dangerous?" Ted and Albert asked at the same time.

"No. I can prove it," the scientist kept arguing. "There is no danger."

"We could create a black hole with dire consequences for human civilization," Ed countered, swirling his coffee. "Look, you see my coffee? We could create a swirl, similar to the one in my coffee, but in space, and matter could leak out of that swirl. We could lose an enormous quantity of matter from our universe. I'm talking about something that will harm the entire solar system," he retorted, in disbelief that the test was still being entertained.

"No! No! That won't be possible!" Reed assured everyone they could close a controlled black hole immediately if they accidentally created one. 

"That passage, tunnel for us, is just a hole. And if that hole transforms into a whirlpool that has uncontrolled movement in space-time, you have no idea what you're up to do..." Ed continued his speech, firmly opposed to the experiment. 

Reed shook his head silently. If he were debating with a colleague, he would know what to say, but Ed was a potential financier, and this held him back in scientific discussions. He kept his cool and tried his best to explain it to the twins.

"Not quite. There is an equilibrium state. And then there's the matter of the different times. Instead, we should imagine two different oceanic water currents, just like you would find in any ocean, each with its own flowing speed. The currents can pass near each other. They even have overlapping areas. That doesn't mean that one oceanic current spills into the other. No way!" the scientist clarified, sounding as convincing as possible.

"I believe you, but let's first try the experiment on a smaller scale," Albert pleaded. He remembered the ocean metaphor from somewhere else, and this prompted him to continue playing the pretend role of Reed's lawyer.

"How small?" the Irishman asked, looking from one of the three men to the next. 

"From Ikara to some space station," Ed suggested.

"Are you kidding me? There is no way to open a gate to another world during travel on Ikara," Reed said exasperatedly.

"Yes, we know, but you will open a new world of communications," Ted asserted.

"How about this? If your device works, we will ensure you and all of your family members a substantial rent for the rest of your lives. Think about that! And also, please inform your team about all of this and get back to us," Ed reasoned.

"OK, I will speak with my team," Reed reluctantly accepted the terms. The curly-haired scientist got up from the table. 

"Wait, I'll walk with you," Albert said, stopping him for a moment so that he could also get away from his brothers.

The scientist waited patiently for him. It wasn't like he had anything better to do that afternoon. Only a couple of grimaces betrayed his disappointment. 

"If you want, we could hire you at our company," Albert said. "We need to look for a smaller experiment and a less complex application for your device. We have scientists and collectives that could help you do that." He was desperately trying to make amends because he felt he owed the scientist after having promised him his full support.

However, that wasn't his only reasoning. This time, Albert was one step ahead of his brothers, having experienced the communication issue firsthand. He felt that the scientist could have a solution, and it was worth pursuing the problem with him. Still, he didn't know how to delay the other situation of the gates between universes. 

"So, what do you say? Come with your team to our labs!" Albert encouraged him to decide. Reed still seemed apprehensive. 

"I don't know. My device can only regulate the information flow between two environments at different times."

"I'm sure you could also facilitate communication between a rocket flying at almost the speed of light and ground stations," Abert said optimistically.

"Yes?! I believe it could," the scientist answered with glee after thinking for a moment.

Hmmm, interesting. Then... Albert paused for a moment. "I don't think our conversation is over yet. You can wait for me at my office for a little while. I'll be right back," he said.

"Why not? I've gotten used to the place, anyway. Plus, I think I'm getting along quite well with the secretary. I'm allowed to talk to her, right?" the scientist asked, a little worried.

"You can ask her for anything you want," Albert told him quickly, rushing to get back to his brothers.

The two were still at the table when Albert barged in on them again and sat in his old spot. 

"Ted, please tell me what the situation is with IOSE?" Albert insisted.

"It's pretty bad. The IOSE realizes our engines are the most advanced and fastest, but there is a minor issue. It's because we don't have communication systems that can talk to each other at such high speeds." Ted stated..

For a few seconds, their table was silent, and they could only hear the hum of the restaurant as it slowly emptied.

Albert looked around awkwardly, then said:

"I think this scientist has the solution to our communication problem between Ikara and space stations."

"And how do you know this?" Ted, the older twin, pressed him.

"He claims his device facilitates the exchange of information between two environments where time flows differently."

"Meaning our universe and whatever is outside it," Ed added, but didn't quite get it right. 

"No. It's about what happened to me in Ikara. At cruising speed, the flow of time on the spaceship had become dramatically different from that on the space stations. At the space stations, time seemed to flow much faster than it did on my spaceship. This difference in time flow distorted all our communications. He might have a solution to that," Albert reminded them of the main issue.

"I don't believe it!" Ed yelled.

"It is not the same thing! Reed knows how to correct static distortions in the temporal flow between two worlds or universes. We need somebody to correct dynamic distortions between our fast spaceships and space stations."

"But let's give him a chance!" Albert insisted.

"No way!" the twins exclaimed at once.

"You're crazy, Albert! You saw what he asked for; no less than all the resources in our solar system," Ed shouted back. 

"But if you want, you may give him a chance. It is your problem. You are the one who promised full support," Ted said ironically.

"OK, I will bet on him then," Albert continued to believe in Reed's chances.

"What if he changes his mind? You saw how quickly his facial expression changed. Do you think we'll be able to fool him and use his device for transmissions between ships without his permission?" Ted added.

"How do you know it'll work?" Ed tempered him.

"I don't know, but it's worth a shot," Albert insisted. 

"Then go for him!" Ted encouraged his older brother. 

Both twins were very skeptical. 'But if Albert wanted to support that mad scientist, it is his problem. A big problem that might cost him his position in front of their father. They agreed in their thoughts.

——-//——-

Back in his office, Albert stayed with the scientist for a while, primarily to persuade him to accept a job at the company. The vice-president argued that the
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