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Chapter

One
written by Sammy Hall

Look, I'm not saying I'm special or anything. I'm really not. But here's
the thing: when you wake up and it's Tuesday for the fourth time in a
row, you start to wonder if maybe the universe has singled you out for
something extremely inconvenient. The first Tuesday, I thought it was
just Tuesday. Obviously. I went to work at the lab, pipetted some
samples, ate a sad desk salad, went home. Normal stuff. The second
Tuesday, I had this weird déjà vu feeling all morning, like I'd already
lived through the PowerPoint presentation Jenkins was giving about
contamination protocols. But déjà vu happens, right? Your brain
misfires, crosses some wires, makes you think you've seen something
before. Third Tuesday, I started keeping notes. Fourth Tuesday (that's
today, or maybe it's still the same today, I honestly don't know
anymore), I'm sitting in my car in the parking lot of the lab, engine off,
staring at my phone where I've typed out everything I remember from
the previous three Tuesdays. The document is titled "either I'm losing it
or something is deeply wrong.doc" which I think really captures my
state of mind. Here's what I know for sure: it's always 6:47 AM when I
wake up. My alarm doesn't go off because I never set it for 6:47, I set it
for 7:00, but I always wake up thirteen minutes early to my neighbor's
dog barking at something in their yard. Always the same pattern of
barks. Three short, one long, two short, silence. Every time. The coffee in
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my kitchen is always exactly where I left it the night before Tuesday,
which was Monday, which I'm starting to think might be the last real
day I experienced. The carton of milk expires on Thursday. It's expired
on Thursday for four days now, but it's always still good because it's
always only Tuesday. At 9:15 AM, Jenkins starts his presentation. At 9:32,
he knocks over his coffee. At 10:03, the fire alarm goes off (false alarm,
someone in Building C burning popcorn). At 12:47 PM, I get a text from
my sister asking if I want to get dinner on Thursday. I've responded four
different ways now, just to see what happens. It doesn't matter.
Thursday never comes. The thing that's making me feel like I'm
vibrating out of my own skin is that I work in a physics lab. Not a fancy
one, not CERN or anything, we're just a small research facility doing
materials testing and some light particle analysis for a manufacturer.
But we have equipment. We have a small particle accelerator, nothing
that's going to create black holes or whatever, just something that can
smash atoms around a little bit for analysis purposes. And here's where
it gets weird, or weirder, or maybe this is where I should actually start
the story: last Monday (real Monday, the Monday before the first
Tuesday), I stayed late. Everyone had gone home. I was running a test
sequence that Jenkins had set up but never started, because Jenkins is
kind of useless and always leaves his work half-finished for other people
to complete. The sequence was strange. Non-standard parameters.
When I pulled up the file, it was called "causality_test_3.run" which,
okay, weird name for a materials analysis. But I ran it anyway because
that's what I do. I run other people's tests, I write up the results, I go
home. The accelerator cycled up normal enough. But then something
happened with the magnetic containment field. The readings started
fluctuating in this pattern I'd never seen before, almost rhythmic, and
the particles weren't behaving right. They kept appearing in the same
positions, over and over, like they were stuck in some kind of loop. Then
the power cut out. Everything went dark. When the emergency lights
kicked on, the accelerator was still humming, which shouldn't have
been possible. I shut it down manually and went home. That night was
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Monday night. The next morning was Tuesday. It's been Tuesday ever
since.
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Chapter

Two
written by typewriter_tom

Dr. Chen checked his watch one last time, 6:45 AM. The barking was
getting louder this morning, more insistent. He sighed and opened his
car door.

The lab parking lot was unusually quiet for a Tuesday morning. Dr.
Chen walked briskly toward the entrance, his mind already racing with
hypotheses from the night before. Last Monday, the accelerator had
behaved oddly; maybe something in that test sequence had triggered
whatever was going on.

He unlocked the lab and stepped inside. The air was cool and slightly
damp, carrying the faint scent of machine oil and plastic. His colleagues
were still setting up for the day, but Jenkins, always late, was nowhere to
be seen. Dr. Chen made his way to the accelerator room, his footsteps
echoing in the empty space.

The control console hummed softly as he approached. The screen
showed a list of pending tests, none initiated. He selected
"causality_test_3.run" and double-clicked it. A log of previous runs
flashed by, nothing unusual until that Monday night. That's when
everything had started to repeat.

Dr. Chen's eyes scanned the data. The magnetic field fluctuation
pattern was still there, almost rhythmic. He noticed something peculiar:
the particle positions were not random but repeated in a specific
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sequence. His hand hovered over the "Run" button for a moment before
he hesitated.

"What am I doing?" he muttered under his breath. "Setting this off
might prove nothing."

But curiosity got the better of him. He pressed "Run." The machine
whirred to life, the screen filling with data. Particles appeared in their
usual positions, but now they began to cycle through the sequence
again. The magnetic field fluctuated in that same pattern from last
Monday.

Dr. Chen's heart pounded as he watched the screen. Suddenly, a red
light flashed and the machine cut out. Emergency lights flickered on,
casting an eerie glow over the room. He shut it down manually, his
fingers trembling.

Back in his office, Dr. Chen sat at his desk and typed furiously into
"either I'm losing it or something is deeply wrong.doc." He added a new
section: "Today 12:05 PM, accelerator cut out during
causality_test_3.run."

He took a deep breath, trying to calm himself. Something was
happening, but he couldn't pin down exactly what. He decided to try
another test sequence, one that might reveal more about the anomaly.

He selected "causality_test_4.run" and started the machine again.
This time, as the particles began cycling through their positions, Dr.
Chen noticed something odd. The first position was always slightly off
from where it should have been, by exactly 13 minutes.

Dr. Chen's eyes widened. It was as though the test sequence wasn't
just repeating a pattern but also advancing time itself. He shut down the
machine again and scribbled another note: "12:58 PM, position one is
always 13 min late."

He needed to speak with someone, preferably not Jenkins. Dr. Chen's
phone buzzed, interrupting his thoughts. It was a text from his sister.

"Hey, are you free Thursday? Need your opinion on a new
restaurant?"
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Dr. Chen read the message, then typed back: "Thursday doesn't exist
anymore."

He sent it and deleted the conversation. He couldn't let her know
about this yet. Not everyone needed to be burdened by the same mystery
he was.

The next step required precision and patience. Dr. Chen decided to
run the test sequence again at 6:50 AM, when Tuesday started repeating.
He set his alarm for that time, ensuring he wouldn't miss it.

As he left the lab, the barking outside grew louder. Dr. Chen shook
his head, wondering if this was all in his head or a sign of something
much stranger. Whatever it was, he couldn't let it continue unchecked.
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Chapter

Three
written by Priya Nair

Dr. Chen fumbled with his keys as he unlocked the door to his
apartment, feeling like a time traveler stepping back into the same day.
He glanced at the clock: 6:50 AM sharp. "Well, here goes nothing," he
muttered, slipping inside. The barking had quieted down by now,
replaced by an eerie silence that made him shiver. He threw his bag on
the couch and headed to the kitchen. The milk carton was still in its
usual spot, but today it seemed particularly ominous. He opened it,
peeking at the expiration date, Thursday. "Great," he sighed, pouring
himself a glass of cold milk anyway. Back in his lab coat, Dr. Chen
returned to the accelerator room, his mind a whirlwind of theories and
tests. The door creaked as he pushed it open; today was Day 5, or maybe
Day 1, he couldn't be sure anymore. He adjusted the console settings for
"causality_test_4.run," trying to find any irregularities. "Let's see if
you're still up to tricks," he said to the machine, clicking on the run
sequence. The hum of the accelerator filled the room as it started cycling
through its parameters. Particles appeared and disappeared in their
usual pattern, but something was different this time. The first position
was off by exactly 13 minutes again. Dr. Chen's fingers danced across the
keyboard, typing notes furiously: "12:58 PM, position one is always 13
min late... Maybe not just repeating, but advancing." He ran a few more
tests, each one confirming his suspicion. The machine was somehow
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pushing time forward by 13 minutes every Tuesday. "Alright, let's make
it official," he said aloud as he printed out the latest data. "This is a
temporal anomaly." He added it to his notes and tucked them into an
envelope, sealing it with a bit of tape from the desk drawer. "Just in
case."

He couldn't shake the feeling that someone, or something, was trying
to communicate through this odd behavior. His sister's text message
buzzed on his phone again: "Hey, are you free Thursday?" He read it and
typed back, "Thursday doesn't exist anymore." This time he hesitated
before sending, wondering if she'd ever get a reply. Dr. Chen shook off
the thought and headed to Jenkins' office down the hall. The door was
slightly ajar; maybe Jenkins would finally be there today. He pushed it
open, finding the room empty except for a few scattered papers and an
old coffee cup. "Typical," he muttered, closing the door behind him. He
walked back to his own office, grabbing a pen and pad from his desk.
Time was running out. Dr. Chen needed a plan, and fast. He scribbled
down several potential scenarios: perhaps it was a glitch in the
accelerator's software, or maybe some sort of quantum effect. He didn't
know, but he had to find out. "Alright," he said aloud as he gathered his
things. "First step: check the server logs for any anomalies." He powered
up his computer and logged into the lab's mainframe, navigating
through a series of complex commands until he reached the
accelerator's log files. The screen filled with data, numbers scrolling past
like a rapid stream. After what felt like hours but was probably just
minutes, Dr. Chen found something odd. A series of entries flagged as
"temporal anomalies" had appeared in the logs, entries that didn't fit
the usual pattern. He copied them down, his mind racing with
possibilities. "Maybe it's not the machine," he thought aloud, "but the
network. Or maybe someone, or something, is trying to send us a
message."

He closed the computer and stood up, stretching his arms over his
head. The barking outside had picked up again, more insistent than ever.
Dr. Chen grabbed his coat and stepped out into the parking lot. The sun
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was just beginning to rise, casting long shadows across the ground. He
walked toward his car, feeling like a character in a bad sci-fi movie. "This
is insane," he said as he unlocked it. "But maybe not impossible."

He slid into the driver's seat and started the engine, backing out of
the parking space with a sense of dread and excitement. "Let's see where
this road takes us," he muttered, revving the engine and pulling away
from the lab. The barking grew louder as he drove down the street,
almost like the dogs were calling to him. Dr. Chen glanced in his
rearview mirror, seeing a group of them gathered at the end of the block,
their fur bristling with anticipation. He chuckled softly, feeling a mix of
fear and determination. "Whatever's happening," he said aloud as he
turned onto Main Street, "I'm not going down without a fight."

The barking grew even louder, almost like they were communicating
with him. Dr.
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Chapter

Four
written by inkwell_amy

The barking grew even louder, almost like they were communicating
with him. Dr. Chen's grip on the steering wheel tightened as he
accelerated down Main Street, the dogs' howls blending into a
cacophony of urgency. "Gotcha," he muttered, his eyes scanning the
street for any sign of movement among the pack. The barking intensified
as if the dogs were closing in, their presence a palpable force. He turned
onto Oak Avenue, hoping to shake them off or at least find some sort of
cover. As he drove, the barks seemed to change, shifting into a more
coordinated chorus that sounded almost like words, albeit muffled and
distorted. "Are you there? Are you trying to talk to us?"

The dogs' eyes locked onto his car, their yellow eyes gleaming with
something otherworldly. Dr. Chen felt a chill run down his spine as he
saw them part, revealing an opening on the side of the road. He swerved
into the gap, narrowly avoiding a parked van and several bicycles left
abandoned by morning commuters. The barking grew even more
intense, the air around him trembling with the force of their combined
voices. "Stay calm," Dr. Chen warned himself, his heart pounding in his
chest. He pushed harder on the gas, his car accelerating down an
unfamiliar stretch of road that seemed to twist and turn on its own
accord. The barking followed closely behind, now more like a chorus of
whispers, urging him onward. He turned right onto Maple Lane, the
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trees along the street looming closer as if trying to block out the sun. A
sudden gust of wind whipped his hair into his face, carrying with it an
earthy scent that was both familiar and alien. The barking grew louder,
now distinct voices calling his name, "Dr. Chen! Dr. Chen!"

He rounded a corner and found himself in front of what looked like
an old barn, its weathered wooden boards creaking under the strain of
time. The barking stopped abruptly as if the dogs had sensed something
he couldn't see. "Hello?" Dr. Chen called out cautiously, his voice
echoing off the rusted metal door. He approached the barn and noticed a
small window slightly ajar at the back. Through it, he could make out a
figure hunched over a large, ancient machine that hummed softly in the
background. The barking started again, this time from inside the barn.
Dr. Chen hesitated for only a moment before pushing open the door and
stepping inside. Inside, the air was thick with the smell of machinery
and old technology. The walls were lined with old computers and
consoles, their screens flickering with strange symbols that Dr. Chen
couldn't quite decipher. At the center of the room stood an immense
device, its glass casing glowing faintly as if powered by some unseen
energy. "Who's there?" a voice called out from behind him, causing Dr.
Chen to jump. He turned to see a man in a tattered lab coat, his eyes
wide with curiosity and fear. "I... I'm Dr. Chen," he stammered, his hand
instinctively going to the pocket where he kept his notes. "What is this
place?"

The man nodded, his face illuminated by the faint light of a nearby
console. "I've been waiting for you, Doctor. My name is Elijah, and we
need your help."

Elijah stepped forward, the barking dogs trailing behind him like
dark shadows. "These creatures are trying to communicate with us," he
explained, his voice low but urgent. "They're not just animals, they have
a purpose."

Dr. Chen felt a shiver run down his spine as Elijah pointed to a
console nearby, its screen displaying a series of numbers and symbols
that danced across the glass. "Look at this data," Elijah said, his eyes
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gleaming with excitement. "It shows a pattern, something we've been
trying to decipher for years."

Dr. Chen approached the console, studying the readings closely.
"What is it?" he asked, his mind racing with possibilities. Elijah smiled,
almost as if reading Dr. Chen's thoughts. "Temporal anomalies," he said
softly. "This machine was designed to manipulate time itself. But
something went wrong, it started advancing by 13 minutes every
Tuesday."

Dr. Chen nodded slowly, his eyes narrowing in concentration. "So,
you're saying that the dogs are somehow connected to this?"

Elijah nodded again, his voice growing more confident. "They are
messengers, sent from a parallel universe where time is different. They
need us to understand their world and maybe help them return home."

The barking grew louder as if in agreement, their voices blending into
a single, unified tone that echoed through the barn. "Alright," Dr. Chen
said finally, his resolve strengthening. "I'll help you." He turned to
Elijah, his eyes meeting the man's with determination.
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Chapter

Five
written by Ruth Ann Keller

Dr. Chen nodded slowly, his eyes narrowing in concentration. "So,
you're saying that the dogs are somehow connected to this?" He looked
around the barn, taking in the old machinery and the faint hum of
electricity that seemed almost alive. The barking grew louder as if in
agreement, their voices blending into a single, unified tone that echoed
through the barn. Elijah smiled, almost as if reading Dr. Chen's
thoughts. "They are messengers, sent from a parallel universe where
time is different. They need us to understand their world and maybe
help them return home." His voice was calm but urgent, filled with a
sense of purpose. Dr. Chen approached the console nearby, studying the
readings closely. The screen displayed a series of numbers and symbols
that danced across the glass, each one telling a story or holding a clue.
"This data," he murmured, tracing his fingers over the screen, "it's
complex. But there is a pattern here." He turned to Elijah, his eyes
meeting the man’s with determination. "We need to figure out what
they are trying to tell us."

Elijah nodded, stepping closer and pointing to another console
nearby. "Look at this one," he said, gesturing towards an old computer
that hummed softly. The screen displayed a message in what appeared
to be an alien language, but with enough similarities to Earth languages
that Dr. Chen could make out some words. "Temporal anomalies,"
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Elijah continued, his voice growing more confident. "This machine was
designed to manipulate time itself. But something went wrong, it
started advancing by 13 minutes every Tuesday." He paused, looking at
Dr. Chen as if seeking confirmation. "It's like a clock that got stuck and
now is moving forward, but not just in our world."

Dr. Chen nodded slowly, his mind racing with possibilities. "So,
you're saying this device can send us to other times or places?" He
turned back to the console, his fingers tracing over the screen as he tried
to make sense of the data. "If that’s true, then we might be able to use it
to find a way for these dogs to return home."

Elijah nodded again, his voice growing more excited. "Exactly! And
not just them, maybe there are other creatures or beings from different
times and places that need our help too." He approached the console
and began typing furiously, his fingers dancing across the keys as he
accessed files and databases. "Let's start with this," Dr. Chen said,
pointing to a section of code that seemed particularly complex. "We
need to understand how it works before we can do anything else." He sat
down at the console next to Elijah, their screens overlapping as they
studied the data together. The barking dogs watched them intently from
the shadows, their yellow eyes gleaming with something otherworldly.
The air around them felt charged, as if the entire barn was alive and
listening. "We need to be careful," Dr. Chen warned softly, his voice
barely above a whisper. "I don't know what we're dealing with here."

Elijah nodded in agreement. "That's why I've been preparing for this
moment. We need to find a way to stabilize the machine or at least
understand it better." He turned back to the console and began typing
more furiously, his fingers moving so quickly that they almost seemed
like blurs. Dr. Chen watched as Elijah's fingers danced across the
keyboard, his mind racing with theories and possibilities. "What if we
can reverse the effects?" he asked aloud, his voice filled with a sense of
hope. "Maybe we can find a way to set the machine back or even stop it
entirely."
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Elijah smiled, his eyes gleaming with excitement. "That's exactly
what I've been working on." He turned to Dr. Chen and held out a small
device that glowed faintly in his hand. "This might help us reverse the
anomalies. It’s an experimental device that I’ve only just begun testing."

Dr. Chen took the device, examining it closely. The surface was
smooth, with intricate patterns etched into its sides. He turned it over
and back, trying to find any clues about how it worked. "How do we use
this?" he asked, his voice filled with a mixture of curiosity and
apprehension. Elijah explained, "We need to connect it to the machine
in just the right way. It’s like tuning into a specific frequency, but with
these anomalies, everything is off-kilter." He showed Dr. Chen how to
connect the device to various ports on the console, his hands moving
deftly as he connected wires and data lines. Dr. Chen nodded, his fingers
following along as Elijah worked. "Alright," he said, his voice steady.
"Let's try this."

They worked in silence for several minutes, their focus completely
absorbed by the task at hand.
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Chapter

Six
written by Dan Okafor

Dr. Chen nodded, his fingers following along as Elijah worked. "Alright,"
he said, his voice steady. "Let's try this."

Elijah’s hands moved with practiced ease, connecting wires and data
lines to the console. The hum of the machine seemed almost to
synchronize with their work, as if it too was waiting for something. Dr.
Chen watched intently, his mind racing through possible outcomes.
"What if we’re doing more harm than good?" he murmured, breaking
the silence. Elijah paused, looking up at him with a mix of determination
and concern. "We have to try," he said softly. "If we don’t understand
what’s going on, these dogs might not just stay in our world, they might
bring something worse."

The barking outside grew louder, as if urging them onward. The dogs
seemed to sense their hesitation and were growing restless. Dr. Chen felt
a shiver run down his spine, but he refused to let it deter him. "Let's see
what happens," he said more firmly, focusing on the task at hand. Elijah
nodded, his hands moving back to the console. He inserted the device
into one of the ports and began typing commands onto the screen. The
symbols danced across the glass, each one representing a step closer to
understanding or control. "Okay, if we do this correctly," Dr. Chen said,
his voice tinged with both hope and dread, "we should see some sort of
response."
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Elijah’s fingers moved so fast that they blurred into a digital dance on
the screen. He typed in sequences of commands, each one leading closer
to the heart of the machine's programming. The console flickered to life,
displaying a series of complex equations and diagrams that seemed both
alien and familiar. "Got it," Elijah said finally, his voice filled with relief.
"We’re connecting."

Dr. Chen watched as the device began to emit a soft blue light, its
glow pulsating rhythmically in sync with the machine’s hum. The
barking outside grew even louder, almost as if they were trapped in a
sonic web, unable to escape. "Any changes?" Dr. Chen asked, his eyes
never leaving the screen. Elijah nodded, his fingers still dancing over the
keyboard. "There's something happening," he said, his voice barely
above a whisper. "The machine is responding."

On the screen, a series of graphs began to shift and change, their lines
moving in patterns that Dr. Chen couldn’t immediately decipher. The
barking grew more insistent, as if the dogs were trying to communicate
urgency. "Wait," Elijah said, his voice suddenly sharp. "Look at this." He
pointed to a specific graph, its line wiggling erratically. "It’s... it’s
stabilizing."

Dr. Chen leaned closer, studying the screen. The blue light from the
device seemed to be having an effect on the machine's readings,
gradually bringing them into alignment with normal patterns. "That’s
good," he said, his voice filled with a mixture of relief and curiosity.
Elijah turned back to the console, typing in more commands. "We need
to keep it this way," he said, his fingers moving quickly. The barking
outside grew louder still, as if sensing their progress. "Can you maintain
the connection?" Dr. Chen asked, his eyes never leaving the screen.
Elijah nodded, his focus unwavering. "I can try," he said, his voice
steady. "But we need to think about what comes next."

The machine hummed softly, its display showing a new set of data
that was gradually becoming more stable. The barking outside grew
even more insistent, as if the dogs were desperate for something. Dr.
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Chen took a deep breath, his mind racing with possibilities. "Alright," he
said finally. "Let’s see what happens when we disconnect."

Elijah hesitated, looking at him with concern. "Are you sure?" he
asked softly. Dr. Chen nodded firmly. "We’ve made progress. Now, let’s
test it."

He turned to the console and began typing in a series of commands
that would disconnect the device from the machine. Elijah watched
intently as the blue light faded, the hum of the machine settling into a
more regular pattern. The barking outside grew louder, almost as if the
dogs were sensing their triumph. "Did it work?" Dr. Chen asked, his eyes
still on the screen. Elijah nodded, his hands moving to check the
machine’s readings. "The anomalies are... they’re not advancing
anymore," he said softly, looking up at Dr. Chen with a mixture of relief
and awe. Dr. Chen stepped back, feeling a wave of exhaustion wash over
him. The barking outside grew softer, as if sensing their victory. "We did
it," he said, his voice filled with a mix of pride and relief. Elijah turned to
the dogs, who had stopped barking and were now standing in silence,
their eyes locked onto Dr. Chen and Elijah.
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Chapter

Seven
written by wordsbylena

Dr. Chen stepped back, feeling a wave of exhaustion wash over him. The
barking outside grew softer, as if sensing their victory. "We did it," he
said, his voice filled with a mix of pride and relief. Elijah turned to the
dogs, who had stopped barking and were now standing in silence, their
eyes locked onto Dr. Chen and Elijah. Elijah approached one of the dogs,
his movements deliberate and calm. The dog’s yellow eyes shifted
slightly as it took in the human's presence. "You're safe now," Elijah said
softly. He held out a hand, and to everyone's surprise, the dog didn't shy
away but instead moved closer, gently sniffing his fingers. Dr. Chen
watched, his mind still racing with the implications of what they had
just accomplished. The machine hummed steadily, its readings showing
no signs of further anomalies. Elijah turned back to Dr. Chen, a look of
cautious optimism on his face. "We need to figure out exactly how this
device works," he said, gesturing towards the experimental apparatus
still connected to the console. Dr. Chen nodded, his fingers tracing over
one of the ports on the machine. "Let’s start by documenting everything
we've done so far." He pulled out a small tablet and began jotting down
notes, capturing every detail of their work. Elijah joined him, typing in
commands that would save the current state of the console to a secure
file. The dogs continued to stand quietly, observing the humans with an
almost human-like curiosity. Dr. Chen reached out a hand to one of the



Control and Prediction

22

larger dogs and was surprised when it didn't flinch but instead allowed
him to gently pet its head. "Thank you," he whispered, feeling a sense of
connection that went beyond words. Elijah pointed towards another
section of the console. "This part is crucial," he said, highlighting a series
of complex equations with his finger. "We need to understand how
these anomalies are generated and controlled." He began typing more
commands, trying different sequences to see if there were any hidden
patterns or additional features that could be used. The barking outside
grew even quieter, as if the dogs had sensed the stability in their
environment. Dr. Chen turned his attention back to Elijah’s work, noting
each command with a sense of scientific precision. "What do you think
might be causing these anomalies?" he asked aloud, more to himself
than Elijah at first. Elijah paused for a moment, considering the
question. "It could be anything," he said, his fingers moving over the
keyboard once again. "Perhaps it’s tied into some kind of external energy
source or even something within our own dimensions that we haven’t
accounted for yet." He typed in another set of commands and watched
as the machine responded, the blue light flickering gently. Dr. Chen
nodded, tapping away on his tablet to record Elijah's thoughts. "We
need to run more tests," he said. "Maybe we can simulate different
scenarios to see if we can reproduce or control these anomalies." He
suggested setting up a series of experiments that would test various
inputs and outputs from the machine. Elijah agreed, typing in
commands to start a new simulation. The console displayed a complex
array of data points and graphs, each one representing potential
variables and outcomes. "This could take some time," Elijah said, his
eyes fixed on the screen. "But it’s our best chance at fully understanding
what we’ve done."

The dogs continued to watch them intently, their yellow eyes never
leaving the humans. Dr. Chen stood up, stretching his arms and
shoulders. He knew they had a lot of work ahead, but for now, he felt a
sense of accomplishment. "Let's take a break," he said softly. "We need
to eat and rest before diving back in."
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Elijah nodded, closing down the current session on the console. They
left the room, stepping out into the dimly lit barn that seemed almost to
have grown quieter with their success. The dogs followed closely behind
them, their movements graceful and fluid. In a corner of the barn, they
found a small kitchenette setup with basic provisions. Dr. Chen
prepared some food while Elijah gathered water bottles from another
shelf. As they ate, the dogs sat quietly around them, their yellow eyes
still watching intently. Dr. Chen broke the silence first. "We’ve come a
long way," he said, taking a bite of his sandwich. "But we have so much
more to learn." He looked at Elijah over the top of his food. "What do you
think is next?"

Elijah took a sip of water, his eyes distant as he considered the
question. "I think our first priority should be figuring out how to control
and predict these anomalies," he said after a moment.



Control and Prediction

24

Chapter

Eight
written by Colin McAteer

Dr. Chen held his gaze on Elijah, a mixture of curiosity and resolve in his
eyes. "Absolutely," he said, placing his sandwich down. "But we also
need to figure out what these anomalies are capable of. We can’t just let
them run unchecked." He stood up from the small table and stretched
his arms, feeling the tension ease from his muscles. Elijah nodded, his
fingers still moving over the console as if he hadn't paused. "We should
start with a more detailed analysis," he said, pointing to various sections
of the machine's display. "There are some patterns here that we might
be able to exploit." He tapped in several commands and watched as the
blue light flickered, illuminating the room with a soft glow. The dogs
followed them out into the main part of the barn, their movements fluid
and graceful. They seemed to sense the importance of what was
happening around them, standing quietly at a respectful distance while
still maintaining an attentive presence. Dr. Chen picked up one of the
larger dogs and gently stroked its fur, feeling a familiar sense of
gratitude wash over him. "Thank you for helping us," he whispered, his
fingers moving in a soothing rhythm. Elijah turned to the console and
began typing in more commands, his focus unwavering. The machine
hummed steadily, its readings showing no signs of further anomalies.
He highlighted several equations with his finger, explaining, "These
might be key to understanding how we can control the anomalies. We
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need to isolate them and see if there are any variables that can predict
their behavior."

Dr. Chen moved over to a nearby shelf where they had stored various
supplies. He grabbed a notebook and pen, jotting down notes as Elijah
spoke. "We should run some simulations," he said, his voice steady. "See
if we can replicate the anomalies in controlled environments." He began
typing commands into the machine, watching as the blue light pulsed
softly. The dogs watched intently from where they stood, their eyes
shifting slightly as they processed the activity around them. One of the
smaller dogs approached Elijah and gently nudged his leg with its nose,
a curious expression on its face. Elijah smiled down at it, petting its
head. "You seem more comfortable now," he said softly. Dr. Chen
noticed this interaction and looked over to see that both Elijah and the
dog were engaged in a simple exchange of understanding. He leaned
back against one of the machines, his mind racing with possibilities.
"We need to document every detail of our findings," he said, pulling out
his tablet and beginning to type. "This might be crucial for future work."

Elijah nodded, his fingers moving over the console as if in a trance.
The machine displayed complex data points and graphs that showed
potential variables and outcomes. He highlighted one section
particularly, his voice soft but determined. "This part is crucial," he said,
pointing to a specific equation. "It might hold the key to understanding
how these anomalies are generated."

Dr. Chen leaned closer, studying the screen. "Let’s run some tests,"
he suggested, tapping away on his tablet to record Elijah's thoughts.
"Maybe we can simulate different scenarios to see if we can reproduce or
control these anomalies." He typed in commands to start a new
simulation, watching as the machine responded with a series of complex
equations and graphs. The dogs continued to stand quietly around
them, their yellow eyes never leaving the humans. One of the larger dogs
approached Dr. Chen and gently nuzzled his hand, its expression
showing a mixture of curiosity and understanding. "Thank you," he
whispered again, feeling a sense of connection that went beyond words.



Control and Prediction

26

He petted the dog’s head, stroking it with care. Elijah typed in more
commands, trying different sequences to see if there were any hidden
patterns or additional features that could be used. The machine
hummed steadily, its readings showing no signs of further anomalies.
"This could take some time," Elijah said, his eyes fixed on the screen.
"But it’s our best chance at fully understanding what we’ve done."

Dr. Chen stood up and stretched his arms, feeling a wave of
exhaustion wash over him. The dogs watched intently as he moved
around the room, their movements graceful and fluid. He walked over to
another shelf where they had stored some basic provisions and began
preparing more food for them. "We need to eat and rest," he said softly,
setting down the ingredients on the small table. Elijah nodded, closing
down the current session on the console. They left the room, stepping
out into the dimly lit barn that seemed almost to have grown quieter
with their success. The dogs followed closely behind them, their
movements graceful and fluid.
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Afterwords
Notes the writers left after the last chapter.

Sammy Hall
The quiet hum of the machine seems to whisper secrets of the unknown.

Priya Nair
The silence between us speaks volumes, even in the chaos of discovery.

inkwell_amy
The silence between us speaks louder than words ever could.

Ruth Ann Keller
The silence between them spoke volumes as they shared a quiet meal by
candlelight.

Dan Okafor
The universe whispers secrets through every flicker of light and shadow.

Colin McAteer
The silence between us speaks volumes.
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