Part 2

The massive hulk of the generator loomed over the scene, glowing displays and gauges providing an eerie backlight against which the team moved hurriedly and excitedly.  Four freestanding columns surrounded a central platform, one of the few clear surfaces in the room.  Atop each of the columns was a series of nested concave disks, with a hollow pipe running through the center of each.  Cables and wires covered the floor, hung from the ceiling, and coiled around every available surface, table leg, and pillar in the test bay.  Somehow, none of the figures scurrying about the room tripped over any of them.  

In the observation room, a suspended booth near the ceiling, only accessible by a heavily reinforced enclosed catwalk from the rear wall, Mythos and Sparks stood by the reinforced window.  Sparks had his hands clasped behind his back, while Mythos cradled his laptop on his left arm, scrolling through the code with his right hand.


“I have this weird feeling like we’re missing something, Sparks.”


“We’ve already taken all the precautions you suggested, along with those required by law, and even those suggested by Ruby.”  Sparks gestured towards the armed guards standing alert by the bay doors.  She couldn’t be seen through the closed door, but Mythos knew Ruby was guarding the catwalk doors, herself.


“I know.  I know.  It’s just…I get this weird feeling something’s gonna’ happen.”


Sparks smiled, “Well, I should hope something happens.  I’ve sunk millions into this project, after all.”


Mythos smiled slightly, but shook his head.  “That’s not what I meant.  I mean…something unexpected.”


Sparks frowned.  “We could put it off.  We’re a bit ahead of schedule, after all.”


Mythos shook his head again.  “No.  The team and I have gone over every inch of the code time and again.  If it’s something we were going to find, we’d have found it by now.”


“What if it was something mechanical?”


“Hardware failure?  No, if that’s all that’s gonna’ happen, it’s better to find it now.  The containment field is online, though, right?”


Sparks pressed a button below the window, superimposing a holographic readout over the action below.  All four containment generators displayed in green, running at 100 percent efficiency.  “Looks like it.”


“All right.”  Mythos closed his laptop and slid it into its case.  “I guess we’re ready when they are.”


Sparks queued his headset’s microphone.  “How’s it coming down there?”


“Almost done.  We’ll be ready in 5.”


“Don’t rush it.”


“Roger.”


Sparks sat down.  “Well, no sense standing around, just yet.”


Mythos glanced back at Sparks, but turned back to watch out the window.

--------------------------------------------------------


“Alright.  Turn on the power in 5…4…3…2…1…Mark!”

The generator’s hum grew in intensity, becoming audible even in the soundproofed observation room.  The room below had been cleared, and several of the team members had joined Sparks and Mythos in the observation room. The guards were now outside the bay doors, and Ruby was standing beside Sparks.  


The lights in the bay dimmed, their power being channeled into the test.  The disks atop the columns lifted, lights blinking to life around the circumference of each as robotic arms twisted them to mathematically precise positions, the central pipes pointing like accusing fingers at the platform.

“So far so good.”  Sparks pushed his shades onto his forehead in the dim light.


Lina Flores, one of the researchers, glanced at him.  “Expecting something?”


Mythos shook his head.  “Not really, but it’s better to be safe.”


She nodded her agreement, canine tail twitching with excitement.


Sparks glanced at his watch.  “All right.  Initiate test sequence in 5…4…3…2…1…”
--------------------------------------------------------
