
The Center 

Prolog 

 

Dr. Ben Logan PHD, foundling, brother, son and boy genius, frozen in time in a 
cryotube. Flying through galaxies in a craft he and 8 other genius’s had 
dreamed up. Moving at the speed of light, heading to the center of the 
universe, using solar panels for God’s sake. All at the direction of a woman 
who he knew only through dreams.  

He shouldn’t have enough brain activity to be having these thoughts. And that 
was a concern. Each member of the team spent test time in the cryotubes. 
None of them, him included, had thoughts or dreams. They simply closed 
their eyes, and when they opened them again a few weeks had passed. 

Well hell, maybe the tube was malfunctioning. Maybe he was dying. But if that 
was what was happening, the AI program running their ship and support 
system, should be waking him up.  

Ben felt that old familiar weight pressing down on him. That familiar guilt and 
responsibility. What if something was wrong. His brain may be working, but his 
body definitely wasn’t. He had no way to open this blasted tube and check on 
everyone. Was his team ok? Were they experiencing this too? 

Well, He decided, he’d find out in about 50 years when his tube opened for his 
first 24 hour rotation. Each team member would wake for 24 hours every 50 
years until they reached their destination.  

How had he gotten here? How had he managed to convince these 
extraordinary scientists, who had become his friends and family, to follow him 
here. 

Then he heard her voice. 

“I’ll show you.” 

 

 


