	FOUR METRES WIDE



When the alarm sounded, its loudspeakers wailing, Lee, a senior Physics researcher, did not know what to expect.
He certainly did not expect this.
Glassware shattered, tables overturned, walls scratched, as if someone, or something, had wreaked havoc on everything in the lab.
As he stepped inside, he realised that it was cold. Really cold. He let out a shivering breath, emitting pale condensed clouds. It was akin to stepping into a bitter winter. 
But what caught everyone’s eye was the hole in the wall.
What’s going on here?” It was Wolf, Lee’s partner and friend who just walked in.
“This.”
Wolf looked up and froze.
This hole was difficult to describe, for it was not an ordinary hole.
It was definitely not a rathole. Rats do not make holes that are four metres wide, or bend concrete, or stretch to infinity. It was massive, with enough space for one to walk through comfortably.
Nobody said a word, transfixed by what lay before them.
“I’m going in.”
“What?”
“I’m going to inspect that hole. That must be where the perpetrator went.”
“Lee! No!”
Lee ignored Wolf. He walked to one of the shelves and pulled out a torchlight.
He hesitated. He pressed the button. The light bounced weakly off the inner walls. Darkness stretched out far ahead for what seemed like forever.
Lee placed one foot in. Then another. Then another.
“Lee, be careful.”
He felt a tingle down his spine.
“Thank you, Wolf.”
A biting wind blew from the other end of the hole, like a cold breath.
He shone the torchlight at the walls.
“The walls,” Lee murmured. “They’re fluid…and they’re glowing.”
The walls have lost their solidity, bending and swirling in slow circles around. And what was supposed to be grey was now a deep red that pulsed at intervals.
He placed a palm against the walls. They felt soft, swelling and shrinking in a low, wave-like rhythmic motion. Along with that was a force pushing his hand away.
“How…curious.” He murmured.
The others went to investigate the other rooms. All of their walls were perfectly intact. The hole led to somewhere else altogether.
But where?
Lee headed back to the lab. As he walked, he felt someone watching him. But when he turned around, there was nothing there.
“Sir, any thoughts?” A junior named Stanley asked.
Lee took a deep breath.
“It’s redundant to say that this hole is… different.”
“Well, what was one thing that caught your attention?”
Lee considered.
“A force.” He replied. “A force that pushed my hand away from the walls, as if it was repelling my hand; a force of repulsion.”
“But…why would your hand experience such a force?”
“A great question.” Lee replied. “And one which nobody can answer. As we know, there are only two reasons as to why bodies repel: One, they’re magnetic like poles. Two, they’re electrical like charges.”
“I’m not magnetic.” Lee said. “And because I’m grounded, I do not have a net electrical charge. So why do I feel a force of repulsion?”
Lee paused.
“Unless…” He glanced at Wolf. “There is a third reason.”
Wolf widened his eyes.
“Lee…” his voice trembled. “You don’t mean…”
“I do,” Lee answered. “Exotic matter.”
Exotic matter, the only substance known to Man that repels anything and everything with just one problem: it does not exist.
“Then this hole…” Lee continued. “Is not just any hole...”
Wolf knew what he was hinting at.
“You’re mad!”
“I’ve never felt so sane in my life.” Lee replied calmly. It was an idea that brought such heated discussion among the Physics community. Although it was consistent with general relativity, it was ignored because its existence would destroy the concept of reality.
But to Lee, the evidence was too strong.
“Ladies and Gentlemen, this,” he declared, “is Humanity’s first sighting of a wormhole.”
“But that defies the fundamental laws of Physics!”
“I am well aware of that as you are, Wolf.” Lee responded. “This is a paradigm shift in science; centuries of textbooks would be rewritten with this new-found knowledge.”
“Don’t you get it?” Lee almost looks crazed. “Our world would change, re-imagined in every way possible!”
“We can’t just jump to conclusions like this!” Wolf protested. “We can’t prove that this is a wormhole!” 
“But we can.”
Lee turned to face the others
“Everyone!” he cried. “I need your help!”
“Lee-”
“I spent fifty years preparing for this moment, Wolf.” Lee said, almost feverishly. “I know how to prove a wormhole’s existence.”
………………..………………..………………..………………..………………..…………
“Sir, how will this plan work again?” Stanley asked. Everyone managed to gather the items needed:
· A night vision camera
· A rope
· A rat
“Firstly,” Lee replied, “a camera will be strapped on the rat’s head. One end of the rope would be tied around its body. The rat will run down the hole, dragging the rope along with it.”
“And the camera, which is wirelessly connected to the monitor…” he pointed towards a large monitor resting on a table, “will give us our answer.”
“How so?”
“Because the camera serves two functions. One: to observe the hole’s interior without the need for us to enter it. Two: to serve as a qualitative test to determine if this is truly a wormhole.”
“I…don’t understand.”
“Remember our lessons on circuits? Do you remember why we never expose any electronic devices to a magnetic field?”
“Because of Faraday’s law of electromagnetic induction,” Stanley answered. “a change in magnetic flux induces a voltage, generating an undesired current within the circuit, thereby damaging the components within.”
“Correct,” Lee said. “And the same idea is used here. In space, magnetic fields are still present, supplied by surrounding planetary bodies. And the wormhole theory is the concept of moving from one position in space to another through a loop, or a break, in the space-time continuum.”
“I believe,” Lee panted, taking a deep breath. “That when one moves through a wormhole, one effectively covers a large amount of space in a short of time, essentially moving rapidly through space. Thus, one experiences a drastic change in magnetic flux.”
“And therefore,” Stanley continued. “If this hole was truly a wormhole, then the camera…”
“Would die.”
“But what’s the rope for?” 
“Should the camera die, the rope is another indicator of the rat’s movement. Or…in an unfortunate case…” Lee paused. “The lack of it.”
Stanley shuddered at the implication. He looked at the hole. Four metres wide, four metres tall. Its darkness was periodically diminished by the ominous red that glowed within. For a moment, he thought he caught something lurking inside.
He once remembered a quote from Nietzsche:
“If you gaze into the abyss, the abyss gazes into you.”
What secrets can one hole keep? He wondered. He looked down at his hands, trembling, not noticing Wolf approaching them.
“Wolf, how is everything?” Lee asked.
“Everything’s ready. The connection’s secure; the microphone and camera are working.” Then Wolf’s face darkened. “Including everything needed… for Plan B.”
“Let’s pray we won’t have to resort to it.”
“And pray that if we do...” Wolf shook. “It would be enough.”
Lee took Wolf’s hand.
“We’ll be fine, alright?” He said gently.
Wolf smiled weakly.
“Alright. Ipsa Scientia-”
“Potestas est.” Lee finished.
Wolf hugged Lee. Then he walked to the monitor to join the other researchers. He nodded to Lee. Lee nodded back. Lee lifted the rat and walked towards the hole. 
He closed his eyes and took a deep breath,
“Let the experiment begin.”
He placed the rat down and stepped back. Everyone watched the small grey animal in anticipation.
The rat stood upright.
It lifted its snout and sniffed the air warily.
Then it skittered down the hole and into the darkness.
………………..………………..………………..………………..………………..…………
Everyone huddled around the monitor.
The night vision camera used image enhancement. Thus, the monitor screen appeared green. Everyone watched the rat make its journey down at a slow pace, its squeaks and noises produced by a speaker right next to the monitor.
The camera made the hole visually clear on the screen. Everyone noticed the pulsing red light that Lee described (which appeared green due to the night vision function). Periodically, the hole glowed bright, illuminating in a uniquely beautiful way. Everyone made exclamations of amazement, except for Wolf and Lee.
Both of them sat in front of the monitor, watching the screen intensely.
So far, the camera showed no signs of malfunction.
“It’s not working.” Lee sighed.
“It’s alright, Lee.” Wolf comforted. “It was fun while it lasted-”
There was a loud glitch. Everyone froze. They stared at the screen.
For some reason, the rat had stopped moving. It stayed completely still. As if it was waiting for something to happen.
The rat snapped its head and the screen glitched once more.
Lee jumped up.
“Of course!!” He exclaimed. “The induced voltage is proportional to the rate of change of magnetic flux! Thus, the rat must make some sort of sudden movements for any observable effects to be seen” 
As if on cue, the rat started running. And as it did so, the screen started flickering violently and the video quality drastically dropped.
“IT WORKS!” Lee yelled, pumping his fists in the air. “IT REALLY IS A- “
“SOMETHING’S WRONG!”
“NOTHING’S WRONG! THE TEST WORKED-”
“NOT THE TEST, THE RAT!” That was when Lee realised that a biologist was addressing him. “SOMETHING’S WRONG WITH THE RAT!”
Lee looked at the screen. It was then when he finally heard the rat properly through the speaker. The rat was squeaking fast and wildly. It was screaming.
On the screen, the rat was hurrying away, back towards the lab at a fast pace. Its front legs could be seen stretching out in front of it, covering as much distance as it possibly could. Everyone watched wide eyed, trying to make sense of what was going on.
Two things were certain:
One, the rat was terrified of something.
Two, it was running away from it.
Suddenly, there was a thunderous bang. Everyone jolted in shock, and the squeaks became louder and much more frantic. On the screen, the rat had stopped moving. Something was holding it down.
Lee instinctively looked at the rope that was dragged inside the hole during the entire journey. It was taut. And it was jerking back and forth alarmingly.
A massive body casted a sinister shadow over the camera. Everybody watched the screen in stunned silence, waiting for what was to come next.
For a minute, nothing happened.
Then two glowing orbs. Appeared on the glitching screen, hovering above the rat. The orbs simultaneously disappeared and reappeared, moving as a synchronised pair around the camera.
“What are… those?” Wolf asked, his eyes fixed on the strange dance before him.
Then it hit Lee. His blood went cold. His body started shaking hard.
“Eyes…” He whispered. “Those are eyes.”
Something large slammed down onto the camera, followed by a second thunderous bang. The rat’s screams were accompanied by the crushing of glass and metal.
The screen turned black. The speaker went silent. The rope went slack.
The camera had died. But not in the way Lee expected.
The lab seemed a little colder than before.
Lee could feel his heart beating hard in his chest. His brain was also working hard, screaming at him to run, run as fast as he could before it was too late. He had never felt so terrified and overwhelmed with fear in his life.
Not until he heard the inhumane howl from the hole, followed by the sound of something running, heading straight towards them. Fast.
………………..………………..………………..………………..………………..…………
“EVERYONE! PLAN B! NOW!”
Everyone jumped to their feet, running to a corner, which lay a giant steel plate, electrical drills and metal screws. Ten people heaved the mighty grey plate towards the hole. With great effort, they pushed the plate up against the wall, completely blocking the hole. 
As they did so, they could hear the shrieks and thumping of footsteps from the other side becoming increasingly louder.
Thump. Thump. Thump…
“START DRILLING!”
A frenzied whirring filled the air. Screws were driven deep through the plate into the concrete walls. Lee was losing his mind. Each revolution the screw made into the dense plate took forever. And with each passing second, the howls were becoming more horrific, the pounding of feet so loud that it drowned them out.
THUMP. THUMP. THUMP.
The other colleagues had just finished and were running back, but Lee’s screw was still not fully in yet. With a cry, he pressed down on the trigger with all the strength he had. Everyone yelled at him to retreat and he could hear Wolf and Stanley screaming out his name.
“LEE! FALL BACK! FALL BACK NOW!”
Lee released the trigger. The screw was in. The footsteps were right in front of him.
THUMP. THUMP. THUMP. THUMP. THUMP.
Lee jumped back. A massive body slammed into the plate with a force so powerful it knocked everyone to the ground. Everyone’s screams were drowned out by the vicious shrieks and crazed poundings from the other side, producing clangs that shook the earth. Everyone clutched on to one another tightly, knowing that they were separated from death by eight centimetres of steel. 
Lee’s mind was racing. No, not like this.
“GO AWAY!” Lee yelled; his broken voice accompanied by the metallic pounding and deathly screams in this macabre symphony.
“GO AWAY!” GO AWAY!”
The shrieks became louder and the pounding sped up in a roaring crescendo. The screams became deafening and Lee knew that his eardrums were on the verge of bursting. With a final breath, he cried:
“GO AWAY!”
Then it stopped. No more screams. No more pounding. No more howls.
Silence.
Lee looked around. Was he dead? No, he was still in the lab. Everyone was just as confused as him. They pushed themselves back up on their feet, still holding on to each other.
“I-is it gone?”
“I don’t know.”
Lee picked up a drill. Everyone watched intently. He walked to the plate, dented and curved outwards. Battle scars. He pulled the trigger. The thin drill bit sank into the plate, through to the other side. He released the trigger and pulled the drill out.
He stared at the small hole made in the centre of the steel plate. 
With a deep breath, he looked into the hole. Nothing.
He shone a torchlight through the hole.
Everyone waited in suspense for a response. None came. Lee did not move. He seemed frozen to the spot.
“Lee?”
Lee turned around.
It was only when he completely faced the others, when they realised that something was wrong. Terribly wrong.
Lee’s lips were twitching. Tears streamed down his blood-drained face. His eyes were wide in a mixture of both fear and confusion. And his body was shaking uncontrollably.
“…Lee?”
He pointed a trembling finger at the steel plate.
“It’s gone.” 
“Gone?” Wolf asked, flabbergasted. “What do you mean gone?!” 
 “GONE!” Lee shrieked in hysteria. He stamped his feet and pulled his hair. “THE HOLE IS GONE! ITS GONE! IT’S GONE! IT’S GONE! GONE!”
Lee collapsed onto the floor. There he lay, unmoving.
………………..………………..………………..………………..………………..…………
When the final screw fell out, it was crushed by the steel plate that followed after.
“I-I don’t believe it.” 
Wolf placed a shaking hand of the wall. It was exactly what Lee said, before he left them. The massive hole that once took up half the space on the wall had disappeared, erased from existence. And taking its place was grey concrete.
“B-but how?!” Stanley asked frightened. “This makes no sense! Sir, you’re one of the most senior members here! Surely you can think of an explanation to this?”
Wolf looked down at the young boy, his pleading eyes looking up at him.
Wolf looked down. Shards of broken glass lay at his feet. In them was a forlorn old man looking up. This forlorn old man had achieved his PHD in a year, had published hundreds of scientific journals, taught countless students, made ground-breaking discoveries in quantum and in space.
This forlorn old man was stumped. By a hole.
“I-I’m sorry, Stanley.” Wolf said. “I don’t know.”
Stanley’s eyes fell. And in that sadness, Wolf saw a part of him in Stanley.
Wolf remembered sitting at the desk in class, asking his teachers millions of questions. Wolf remembered the pain felt when they went unanswered.
He closed his eyes. He had always been a curious person. A curious person would inevitably find his life to be filled with questions after questions. To answer them would lead to even more questions. It was a life of eternal searching. Some hate it, others yearn it. Scientists devote their entire lives centred on this philosophy, with the naive hope that one day, they would find the answers to everything.
Would that be possible? Wolf did not know. To him, he was just one of the many who were trying to make sense of this Daedalian world that they lived in, as did many before him.
But Lee was right. To have knowledge and control over such a phenomenon as wormholes could push human boundaries to extents unimaginable. But after knowing what was on the other side, do they still dare to take the chance? 
“Sir, you may want to see this.”
Wolf turned around.
“Look at the plate.”
It was severely dented and deformed. It resembled a bowl more than a plate. And yet, this pathetic scrape of metal was the only trace of evidence left of the episode that ensued a few minutes ago.
“The dents, Sir. Look at them.”
The depressions and lumps seemed to appear at random, some lower and higher than others. There was no observable pattern whatsoever.
It was not until a few people lifted the plate upright when he finally saw it.  
And as the white light danced off the plate’s grey arcs and edges, Wolf screamed upon seeing the massive humanoid face embedded within, taunting him cruelly. 

THE END
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