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A mountain-sized black hole would give off X-rays and gamma rays, at a rate of about 10 million megawatts, enough to power the world's electricity supply.
It wouldn't be easy however, to harness a mini black hole. You couldn't keep it in a power station, because it would drop through the floor and end up at the centre of the Earth.
If we had such a black hole, about the only way to keep hold of it would be to have it in orbit around the Earth.
People have searched for mini black holes of this mass, but have so far not found any. 
Another possibility, however, is that we might be able to create micro black holes in the extra dimensions of space time.
∞∞∞

Professor Stephen Hawking
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Introduction




How old were you the first time you felt strongly that you have been here before? How many times have you felt it? As I mentioned in the epilogue of the second book in this trilogy, I was ten years old the first time I experienced deja vu. I did not know the feeling had a name until years later when my brother played a song by that name, from his newly purchased Crosby Stills Nash & Young album by he same name. I wasn't alone. Other people have felt this? But it's impossible! Right? Maybe nothing is. 




The Big Bang Theory—yes, talking about the extremely popular TV show that resonates with millions of people all around the world—in part, because we have all felt curiosities such as deja vu. We marvel at these weird moments. They excite us and stir the imagination.

Take a minute, close your eyes, recall how strong and mysterious that feeling was. Hopefully that will help you get into the headspace for this polydimensional plot.
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Chapter One

The ATLAS Experiment  


An old woman meanders barefoot along a dirt footpath through a wildlife sanctuary.  She pauses, inhales deeply, savors the scent of earthy air, nibbles on a tuna sandwich, and continues her walk.  Far behind, a collegiate young man jogs toward her.  He looks about 30 years of age and has a profuse birthmark that makes one imagine being blasted in the face with mulberries.

The old woman sees a hummingbird and follows it left off the beaten path, into a thicket of trees consumed by blooming vines.  The young man, whose name is Yancy Adams, hollers, “Gramma Carmels!  Don't!” 

She disappears from view, for it is her daily amusement to defy her grandson’s over-protective rules.  “Nobody knows when the Mondo Nuovo era began,” she says to herself, thinking of her favorite muse, as she follows the hummingbird through a forest. 

Yancy runs to find her.  He darts off the trail where he saw her turn.  His eyes adjust to the shadows as he searches the thicket.  “Gramma?  Not again,” he complains.  She is nowhere in sight.  “Boogers!” he grunts, exasperated by her flippant behavior on his last day on Earth. He studies the soggy grass and finds a depression and broken weeds.  He follows her footprints.

A low growl rises on the breeze.  Yancy's mild irritation switches to paralytic anxiety.  He holds his breath and listens. 

“Yancy dear, hurry, you must–”

The growl rumbles again, louder.  He estimates the feral monster is between him and his grandmother.

“–see this!”  He wishes she would shut up.  He holds his head still and stands stiff in one spot, searching the trees, branch to branch, slowly, only with his eyes.  There it is!  A full-grown cougar glares at him through foliage.  It bares its teeth and discharges a hair-raising caterwaul.  Yancy wracks his brain to remember what to do when threatened by a wildcat, but first the rule for what to do if you meet a bear comes to mind, for this is the rule about Gramma Carmels’ wild woods he first learned.  “When it's a bear, no eye contact, calmly walk backward, talk in a soothing tone.” 

Luckily for him, the cougar leaps away.  Not so lucky for his grandmother, it heads in her direction.  Yancy panics and shouts to warn her of the cougar.  He runs to her, all the while making crazy noises and waving his arms wildly to look menacing.  He sees her ahead of him and the predator perched above on a thick cypress branch.  The wildcat turns his calculating gaze to the crazed young man.  Yancy picks up rocks and dead branches and hurls a maniacal shower of debris at the cougar.  It retreats into the wilderness.

Yancy hurries to Gramma Carmels.  She acts oblivious to the threat and points to a hummingbird nest.  “I told you it’s nesting season.”

“You agreed to stay close and stay on the trail!”

“Quiet,” she shushes him. She steps backward onto the remainder of her tuna sandwich, on the ground, and ignores the mush against her bare heel.  She gazes at the hummingbird feeding its young.  Yancy gives in and enjoys a brief moment with her.

“Gramma, come back to the trail, there's a cougar out here,” he nervously looks over his shoulder and worries about the alluring odor of that tuna sandwich.  For someone who was once mauled by a cougar, he finds it frightening that she could become so forgetful that she would bring a tuna sandwich with her on the Wild Woods Trail behind her cottage. 

He picks up the remains of the sandwich and flings it into the wilderness, then guides her back the way they came.  “Did I ever tell you about the time I was mauled to death by a cougar?”  Déjà vu!  I was just thinking about that when I threw the stupid sandwich!

“Yes, Gramma, you told me all about it.  In gruesome detail.  Let's hurry before it wants more than your tuna sandwich.”

They reach the trail and she pauses and gets a trance-like expression on her face.  Yancy gets impatient and nudges her along.  “We have to go.” 

“Ruby and I have been here before.  Exactly like this,” she whispers.  Ruby is her favorite muse, an uncontrollable child born into a society that is much too cold and much too orderly. 

“Right,” Yancy says, immune to his grandmother’s constant flights of fancy.  “Come on, I'll make you a pot of jasmine tea.”  She closes her eyes and smiles, nodding.  She is more easily distracted, he worries about leaving her. 

They arrive at her cottage.  He helps his grandmother up the stairs of the porch and opens the screen door for her.  Nonchalantly, he tests her mental sharpness, “Gramma, do you know what year it is?”

“It's time for the portal to open,” she says as she walks into the dimly lit interior. 

He follows her in and lets the screen door slap his behind.  I should have fixed that hinge.  Oh well.  She won’t be here much longer.  “Who is the Chief Admin?

Gramma Carmels sits near a wood stove and picks up a knitting project–an emerald green sweater, nearly done.  Yancy squats on a footstool in front of her.  She holds the sweater up to his chest, measuring and admiring. 

“Gramma?” he asks.

“I know what you're thinking.”

“Then who is the President?”

She knits like a well-oiled machine.  “You don't need an excuse.  I'm happy to go to the asylum,” she assures him.  He’s not convinced.  “I want you to go to Saturn Teknologi!”

“How can I go in peace when you're acting mischievous?  The NoCa group will figure out you don't have Alzheimer's and you'll be alone here.”

“I'll improve my game, don't you worry, lass,” she says ‘lass’ on purpose, to make him stop worrying like a little girl.  “They won't know bluff or bluster out of this old dame!”

He takes a deep breath and works up an uncertain smile.  Why does she call me lass–she knows I hate it when she reminds me that way that she thinks I worry too much.  “I am going to finish packing.”  He closes the front door and barricades her in.

“I'll be fine, mon petit.  I know my lines and what their taboos are.  You'll have a one-way ticket fully subsidized!”

He grins at her.  Hopefully!  He kisses her cheek and pats her hand, then walks to a room down a hallway behind her.

The decor of Yancy’s bedroom is a stark contrast to the antiquated coziness of the front room.  It is slick, advanced technology and Spartan furnishings.  It exhibits none of the grandmother's fondness of natural chaos. 

One full wall displays a live-stream telecast of a team of scientists conducting a particle detector experiment inside a Large Hadron Collider (LHC).  The news program is captioned ATLAS EXPERIMENT 2992-0505. 

Yancy wraps a framed Old West style photo of him and Gramma Carmels and puts it in a futuristic astronaut's personal items container.  Between folding and packing, he glances at the news behind him.  This experiment has a lot to do with what he will be studying at Saturn Teknologi–Yancy aims to become a Theoretical Physics professor there someday. 

The ATLAS Experiment team is led by Isabella von Teese, who happens to be celebrating her 42nd birthday on this critical day.  This worries Yancy and it irks him, like a silly superstition he can’t shake off.  There is something frightening about the recurring pattern of that number in history.  He wishes he had not read the unauthorized biography concerning the experiment’s leading scientist. 

Isabella was born in New Swedes, Idaho, on May 5, 2950 M.N., daughter of the scandalous lovechild of Lucy Hawking, descendant of Stephen Hawking, and Feilor Greig, a descendant of Tamsin Greig, a British actress whose legend blossomed as a result of a sitcom she launched with Matt LeBlanc. Isabella married several times, though how she found time for romance while earning the equivalent of a Ph.D. in Cosmology became the subject of endless controversies in gossip rags. Her fourth marriage ended badly while she devoted herself to work at the LHC. 

On her 42nd birthday, Isabella is briefly thrilled when a particle collision proves the Theory of Everything.  At that moment, Yancy hears her shriek, “We did it!  Hawking, are you with us?”

Yancy stops packing and looks at the wall.  The telecast of the experiment ends abruptly.  Static fills his wall.  The last thing he hears before the signal is completely lost is Isabella’s voice saying, “Whoa, wait, what just happened?”

Her excitement about proving the Theory of Everything is short-lived as she watches a tiny black hole grow in the chamber.

Yancy touches the wall of static.  His hand makes a brief imprint in bright purple, then the wall goes black. “Boogers,” he says.  It is his favorite old word, though he has no idea what it means. He discovered it as a child, reading a digital pirate copy of an old cartoon.

“Yancy, you've overloaded the circuits,” his grandmother calls from the front.

He goes to her and finds her fiddling with her tele, which simulates an antique console, but with a flat touchscreen. The menu image on her tele is fine, but when she taps the Earth globe icon, the screen turns black and the words 'NO SIGNAL' move across it.

“I only had one telepresence going,” he says.

“Dagnabbers,” she says.  “The more things change the more they stay the same.” ‘Dagnabbers’ is her favorite curse word. She altered it from ‘dagnabbit’, which she discovered studying a digital ‘Urban Dictionary’ as a storytelling major at Carmel Community College. Her real name is not Carmels–she was dubbed that while attending CCC–not because she was sweet, but because she had a sweet tooth and frequently sucked, quite noisily, on caramel lollipops. 

“You should forget that ancient proverb.  Or mix it up,” Yancy advises.  He opens a nearby cabinet to check the circuits.

“The hummingbird told me today is the day.  It's Ruby, she's connected somehow,” his grandmother says. 

“I'm almost convinced.  Maybe that's too daft,” he says as he pulls out graphics cards and examines them. “Nothing is wrong with the circuits.  What could possibly block our access to signal?”

“Oh, the old Big Bad Brother Conspiracy Theory will be a satisfying jest!” she retorts, mentally adding this idea to her bag of tricks to convince doctors at the asylum that she is demented.

Yancy looks out the window at the clear blue sky. 

A bird's-eye view of their home shows that they live in a small patch of wilderness walled in by tidy communities of solar-powered geodomes.  The ultra-green suburbs sprawl from San Francisco to Carmel-by-the-Sea.  The new world has not a speck of litter or a wire in sight. Transportation corridors are magnetic.  Trolleys keep the look of old-world charm, but hover inches above roads of warm earth tones.

A flock of birds fly south over the Wild Woods where Yancy lives. 

At the same time, an eagle soars over the Mud Volcano in Yellowstone, Wyoming.  It passes through a fat pillar of steam rising from a boiling lake of mud. A moment later, a deluge of mud and steam jets up and flings the eagle out of its way.  The eagle drops dead on the ground.

A deafening explosion rocks the valley.  Magma shoots out in all directions.  This catastrophic event does not touch Yancy’s world–yet.  Another eruption occurs at the Norris Geyser Basin.  Vehicles are thrown up like Matchbox cars in a child's science project. Homes at Mammoth Hot Springs village are blasted to smithereens by a third eruption. 

One hundred and fifty miles above North America, the new Chandon Launch Station, glistens as if its paint is still wet.  This space station is incomplete and a shuttle is docked.  The Chandon crew becomes aware of the Yellowstone event when they lose communication with Earth and its orbit brings them into view of a massive shroud of black and red devouring what was Wyoming.

Hundreds of unmanned science and communications satellites orbit Earth.  Eventually, the older Geneva Launch Station emerges from Earth's dark side and that crew gets its first view of the sunlit northern hemisphere. The astronauts stare with helpless, tear-streaked, horrified expressions at the unthinkable. A black and gray cloud gobbles the blue marble. 

On Mars, nestled in a valley near the equator, solar-paneled geodesic domes border a terra-forming project.  A diverse group of mature men and women participate in a teleconference about The Mars Agenda. By appearances, these are Earth's finest thinkers and diplomats engaged in a thoughtful debate.  This group is sometimes referred to as Martians, and sometimes talked about in the worst way as “devols” (pronounced DEE voles, short for “devolved” people–what they call adults who prey on children).  The truth about what’s being done with the treacherous human predators is a highly classified philanthropy project. 

The Martians’ transmission is disrupted.  They watch, horrified, as their colleagues on Earth are shaken by a violent earthquake.  Then their screen goes black and "CONNECTION LOST" appears. 

At the Teknologi campus, which hovers in the dense atmosphere of Saturn’s largest moon (Titan), students age 30 to 40 pour out of a large assembly hall.  Every display inside is black except for the blue words "CONNECTION LOST".  Faces are riddled with anxiety and mouths jabber as they mill around, bewildered.
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