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CHAPTER 1 AN URGENT

KNOCK ECHOED IN THE

HALLWAY

The hum of fluorescent lights

flickered to life, casting a sterile

glow over the cluttered desk. It was

just another morning in the

labyrinthine maze of cubicles at the

National Research Institute for

Geological Discoveries, and I, David

Oakfield, was lost in a sea of

paperwork.

As the institute's lead geologist, I

typically spent my days deciphering

sedimentary layers and studying

the Earth's ancient secrets.

Little did I know that an

extraordinary discovery awaited me

beneath the mundane surface of

my routine. 
 

My alarm clock, an insistent

digital beep, heralded the

beginning of a new day. With a

groan, I silenced it, the

monotony of routine settling

over me like a heavy blanket.

I rose from my bed, the creak of

the wooden floorboards echoing

in the dimly lit room.

The smell of stale coffee

lingered in the air, a testament

to my late-night research

sessions. 
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The morning sun barely peeked

through the blinds as I stumbled

toward the kitchen, my steps

automatic.. Coffee, the elixir of my

existence, called to me from the

elegant stainless steel machine.

As I poured the dark liquid into my

favorite mug (a relic from a

forgotten vacation), I looked at the

clock.

Time, always ticking away, pushing

me forward into the predictable

rhythm of the day. 
 

I navigated the familiar path to my

car.  The engine roared to life, a

metallic beast awakening for

another day of commuting through

the concrete veins of the city.

The radio murmured in the

background, a constant stream of

news that barely registered as I

mingled with the river of

commuters. 
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