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Depth Theory

And so it was that the excellent citizens of Matakumi
Corporation, and their fine products bought, used,
and disposed of daily, announced - as a group - the
biggest development of all time.

Depth Theory.

The idea was huge.

This was not going to be just another mining
operation. It was true that mining had had some bad
press. But even though mining took whole mountains
and turned them into sinkholes, into craters, into
depressions, caverns, and clefts, it did all this with
blessings, for with those obliterated mountains, it
built cities.

Cities.

Nonetheless, this was not mining. This was a
different idea. One so big that individual names could
not be appellated. No one person could take credit.
And no one person could take responsibility. It was
too big. Too exciting. Of course there were risks. But
these had been carefully assessed, and the project was
far safer even than travelling by car. Travelling by
car, perhaps, at light speed, quipped some. With an
inebriate at the wheel.

‘Depth Theory” evolved slowly.

And, given the monumentality of the
announcement, the background story was somewhat
bland. Stick with me - this is going somewhere!



Among those good citizens of Matakumi, that
massive megalopolis that swelled like a ripe but
concrete boil on the earth’s soft earth, there existed a
basic understanding that the grasses they ate provided
a nominal volume of energy proportional to weight.
The equation went: Eat green = be healthy.

There was also an understanding that the tubers
harvested from just below the surface of the planet
held somehow more energy under their fragile skins
than those chlorophyll-laden membranes that waved
in the breeze, above the surface.

As I said, the basic story was bland. Stick with me,
the story progresses!

Even early on it had been realised that deeper
below ground were greater treasures. And while it is
true that once every decade or two an unsuspecting
traveller unexpectedly kicked over a brick of gold,
and suddenly discovered their secret wish of wealth
temporarily granted to them cradled in the aware palm
of earth, the majority had to dig for their treasure, and
dig deep.

They discovered, to Earth’s great dismay, the coal
she had tried to hide, compressed tree-trunks far more
intense in their offerings of energy than the moisture
filled saplings that sprang from her surface. Which
they had burned. Because they burned well.

So they burned the coal also. And dug it out. And
dug.

And deeper still, and yet deeper. Oil.

And the oil spilled forth and drove their machines
for them. But the intensity of the energy only became
apparent when they dug yet deeper, and discovered
yellow cake. And turned it into something atomic,
which sent their atoms wild.
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But understanding the connection between depth
and puissance eluded them still.

A gardener pointed them in the right direction.
He said, more than once, that watering the fields, the
lettuces and spuds, with hoses from water stored in
tanks was never as successful or efficient as water that
dropped freely from the sky. And this information
was duly discounted for years.

But eventually someone tested the idea. Lo! The
gardener was right.

It was then assumed that it was the volume of
liquid that was the determinant of growth success.
That too was proved to be inaccurate.

It was advanced that it was the pressure with
which the liquid was applied that was critical. This
too was disproved.

Some hippies postulated that it was the elegance
and importance to each drop of rain that it got to be
itself - a drop. Which needed to do just that. Drop.
And that this elegant collapse from cloud through
snow into liquid and nourishment to the plants was
what really mattered.

Idiots!

But the idea of atomic movement and layers of
meaning drove the university girls to muse more
deeply about surface lettuces and sub-surface potatoes
and deeper oils - much like the process set out
above. And they realised that from each successive,
deepening layer, the energy within the atoms became
more intense. As though at cloud level there was
freedom to move, but that the deeper one went into
the earth, the less movement there was. Meaning all
that movement had to be stored somewhere.
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And therefore, they figured, the deeper they went
the more powerful the energy. After all, the heart
of an atom is its most powerful point. So the most
powerful energy must be at the centre of the earth.
What would the pressure, the power, be like, they
wondered, as they neared its atomic nucleus? And
thus they happened upon their great realisation that
the cleanest and purest energy, the most staggeringly
powerful, that which would drive anything forever
with a nothingness, a milligram, a minute sample of
infinite smallness, must be at the earth’s very core.

That must be where the energy resides. The real
power.

A gigantic scheme was hatched. An insanely
colossal plan. A massive hypodermic would be built
to puncture the planet. The needle, kilometres long,
would slip beneath the continental crust and disrupt
Mohorovici¢’s discontinuity, slip its shaft deep,
deep beneath the footings of not just cities, not just
countries, but six hundred times - six hundred times!
- the depth of the deepest ocean and in between
tectonic plates, into the asthenosphere, through
upper and lower mantle, the poetry of the words
eluding them completely, through outer core, inner
core, and this massive massive needle with its tip of
implausibly hardened lonsdaleite - in its normal state
58% harder than diamond - and a shaft of the most
exquisite rarefied wurtzite boron nitride, would take
one minute, infinitesimally small atom from the centre
of the centre of the centre, with its pressure of three
million atmospheres and 5000 degrees of heat, and
bring it 6378 kilometers up to the earth’s changeling,
needy surface, whereby that One Central Atom would
generate enough energy for those power starved
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trillions, to drive their cars yet further.

It was simply the most colossal idea that had ever
been had. The most enormous undertaking that had
ever been attempted. And perhaps that ever would
be. And was indeed the single greatest act of thought
transferred into physical reality - and staggering
engineering - of all time.

And, perhaps, that ever would be.

No one dared object. It was too grand. Too insanely
audacious. Too terrifyingly brave to be anything but
applauded.

And so they began.

They explored the largest and deepest ocean,
where a little less friction for the first ten kilometres
or so would make it easier for the needle’s path. Then
the needle would be inserted between the tectonic
plates, and bear downwards, downwards.

While the Mariana Trench is the deepest part of
the ocean, edging eleven kilometres deep, the deepest
point of the Arctic Ocean seabed is Litke Deep, in the
Eurasian Basin - only five and a half kilometres deep.
But this is still 13 kilometres closer to the Earth’s center,
due to the less-than-perfect spherical shape of the
planet. Thirteen kilometres made some considerable
difference to the calculations. And costs involved.

But the Pacific tectonic plates being subducted
at the Mariana Trench tipped the odds in that site’s
favour.

Further, while there was some light-hearted
media speculation about the chosen entry point for
the needle, and that while there was absolutely no
possibility of tidal wave or earthquake as a result of
the project, the Trench is north of Australia - which
is largely uninhabited, and those that live there
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are slightly less civilised, really, than the rest of the
planet - and east of China and Japan, which like the
Philippines and Vietnam matter slightly less than, say,
Canada, the final media decision seemed to rest on the
idea of the unseemliness of the needle bearing down
upon the North pole, and that, really, it should be
being inserted lower. Near the posterior. Should there
be such a thing.

And indeed the Trench, halfway between Australia
China and Japan, was declared the chosen site. So it
was there that the needle would be inserted.

Sceptics and fear mongers prophesied tidal waves
and their big brothers, Tsunamis, and earthquakes,
and homes destroyed, in a biblical cataclysmic
event. People killed in their thousands. But these
were acceptable risks. For two reasons. The first, the
benefits to humanity far outweighed the potential
costs. Second, none of these things would happen
anyway.

The project was safe.

The massive tidal wave, two days after the needle
started burrowing, was a coincidence. It had nothing
to do with the disruption to the earth by the needle’s
insertion. The massive earthquake was a coincidence.
It had nothing to do with the project. There are often
earthquakes and tidal waves. They are simply not
mentioned in the media, or in this way generally,
because usually there isn’t a scapegoat to whom the
media could point.

The planet itself was aware of the discomfort
provoked by the needle. It tried to pull away. Which
was most unexpected. The scientists were shocked by
this. It gave rise to some bizarre possibilities - that the
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Earth itself was sentient.

Ludicrous!

That the animals that lived on the surface, whether
bipedal or quad, might have thoughts and concerns
and feelings. And that these might be valid. As valid
as human thoughts! And the practical and economic
use of such thoughts.

And that the trees might feel, that the plants might
feel, the rocks might feel, the earth itself might have
some sense of what it wanted.

These were clearly preposterous ideas. But
somewhere they registered as possibilities.

Nonetheless, the project was fine. The force needed
to chase the retracting planet was calculated, and
applied. The needle continued burrowing down, the
anomaly was explained.

Eight monthslater, Matakumi Corporationreleased
a statement via video of images that made one proud
to belong. Success was proclaimed. Stunning graphics
and exquisite sound showed how this project would
benefit one and all, yet more than previously thought,
as it neared its completion.

The Central Atom of the Earth had been located!

True success. Everyone would benefit. Everyone.

Except those who were already dead. Or would
die in the next month or two. But apart from them,
everyone would benefit.

Then the Central Atom was taken hold of.
Appropriated. And the extraction process began.

The Atom proved difficult to dislodge.

It hung on, as though it wanted to remain where
it was. As though somehow, things set in place by
nature and natural process belonged where they sat,
and should not be moved.



Tenacious!

But the force was increased. The effort amplified.
The exertion and energy and sweat and struggle,
the determination and industry, the importance of
the endeavour - to all of these could be applied the
descriptors augmented, boosted, enhanced, enlarged.

And they pulled out the Central Atom of the planet.

Up it came.

It was dazzling.

Even before it had been raised half way, before
it had reached 300 kilometres from the surface, the
Atom showed its vibrancy.

The light was beyond anything previously
experienced on planet earth. The light began to
glow with glorious intensity, and they thought their
measurements were wrong, but no, the grail was
indeed still 300 kilometres beneath the surface of the
earth, but already they could see it coming. Through
water. Through sand. Through solid rock. Glowing
through the lens of the water like some sun being
born. A sun indeed. A similar intensity. A similar
brightness. A similar heat.

It was a glorious moment. The 300 kilometre mark.

Butthenthe ocean promptly boiled. And everything
went to shit.

Earthquakes and tsunamis rapidly wiped out
everything within a 7 000 kilometre radius. 10 000
kilometres away they experienced a second sun rising
through the night. And the mustard seed was still
buried.

It was beautiful. That emerging sun. But a terrible
beauty. A violent and dangerous beauty.

It came up just a few more meters. The sand base
of the Pacific Ocean melted into boiling glass. The
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planet began to burn because identifying power is one
thing. Trying to control it, or even actually controlling
it, is a whole different act. There was no blame. No
recriminations. For the scientists died like everyone
else. Rapidly.

Nudged, the tectonic plates jostled and shuddered.
Cities fell.

The destruction was absolute. The planet’s
livestock was effectively wiped out. Especially the
mammals and the fish. But the birds too. And anything
with legs. Or that breathed, really.

Everything.

But several new mountains were born.

For indeed, the scientists were right. The nucleus
was powerful.

And it had driven something.
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