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Chapter One: Enter in Time
Professor Andrew Losaline and his beloved Rose Green were running late, a bad habit of theirs
which was held affectionately by those close to them. As if this wasn’t enough, it had also started
raining; the water was dripping from the brim of Prof. Losaline’s frivolous hat and trickling down his
red face, blinding his eyes and creating much undesired irritation. He bit his lip and asked Rose to
look once again on her electronic tablet for directions. She muttered something about the screen
getting wet and that she didn’t feel like wasting yet another device. The fate of the previous one was
still painfully fresh in her memory: when he rose up excitedly from his bench after making a breakthrough in his latest philosophical treatise, he saw it disappearing down the tranquil waters of his
local pond. Sadly the treatise had to be re-written from memory.
Aware of the gravity of the occasion, she now gave in and had another desperate look at Universal
Maps, trying to make sense of that moving red dot at the centre of the screen. Both of them were
hopeless with directions (another bad habit of theirs), but had stubbornly insisted on walking to the
offices of TTM themselves, despite being offered a chauffeur service, which they politely declined.
But while they had remained quite nonchalant -one would dare say blasé- about the whole thing so
far, the importance and seriousness of the business they were attending started dawning on them
at last, and they begun to get nervous about it. They could see the error of their stubbornness now
as they were slowly approaching the offices of Time Travel Management and yet, like some sort of
mathematical hyperbole, never seemed to get there. The location was not top secret, but it was too
loosely indicated on maps, possibly to discourage a flood of undesired visitors. Some of them would
visit to satisfy their curiosity and others to express their damning view of the latest revolution in
technological prowess, as it was yet another step further away from God or the True Nature of Man.
Their route seemed to be taking them around a group of yew trees in the middle of a rather remote
field 30 minutes walk from the Ulshire train station. Although the yews resisted the miserable
weather, the sight of them huddled together as if they were trying to protect each other from the cold
wind and rain, was rather melancholic. As they approached them for what seemed like the tenth
time and peeked through them viewing in their midst the same old derelict shed, suddenly a voice
seemingly coming out of nowhere made them both jump at the same time (and Rose almost dropped
her tablet).
“Professor Losaline and Ms Green I presume?”
As they turned around, they were greeted by a tall middle aged man with oval facial features, which
gave the impression that someone had placed an egg where his head was supposed to be and drew
a human face over it. He was smiling, but there was an air of seriousness about his demeanour and
dress code that made them conclude that he was one of the high ranking staff of TTM.
“Yes indeed”, Andrew said. He raised his head and felt the water that was still dripping from his hat
trickle down his neck, creating a highly unpleasant cold sensation that made him shudder.
“Lance Masters, Head of Research and Development at TTM. Good to finally meet”.
The introduction was short and to the point, just as expected from a man who was at the forefront of
one of the most groundbreaking and important developments in human history and probably didn’t
have much time to waste.
”Follow me please”.
They followed him silently around the trees and started walking with growing consternation towards
the old shed. They could now see its broken windows and the grass that was growing high from a

4
crack at its door -which was split in two- and around the shed, forming some sort of natural barrier.
They could hear the rain dripping from its uneven roof and the wind howling through each opening
it could find, making a sound which one could easily mistake for the inconsolable weeping of the
trees. Suddenly, as they had approached the shed within a few steps, Lance turned to the left at the
first visible opening in the dense vegetation. They crossed a part of the field which looked much
more tidy than what they had seen before and to their amazement, they realised that the institute
they were searching for was hidden behind these trees all along. It was as if the shed was providing
distraction and the trees cover, possibly as a last attempt to get rid of map savvy unwanted visitors.
A small white door without any signs on it was opened and a narrow and short staircase led them to
the first floor of an ordinary maisonette which was hastily converted into an office consisting of three
middle-sized rooms. The doors were open and the two rooms at their sides seemed empty. Rose
was struck by the peculiar minimalism of the desks: no trace of any paper was to be found and each
desk had a computer which only consisted of a large and very thin screen. This was obviously the
business site of the company, and she suspected the laboratory to be somewhere on the ground
floor, possibly behind the staircase from which they entered.
They went straight through the open door of the office right at the front of them, and were met by two
other men sitting round a small table -one of them well-dressed and the other somewhat scruffy. The
first man, a white-bearded individual with a uncomfortable looking smile which exposed bad teeth,
spoke first in an unstable pitch, offering them a firm hand.
“Dr Paul Greenman, Scientific Adviser of TTM, Ulshire Branch”.
The scruffy man, a fat and tired looking olive-skinned individual with ordinary glasses and a badly
trimmed beard, offered a weak hand without even getting up from his seat.
“Dirk Prevez, TTM engineer”.
As they sat down, they were offered drinks, “tea with milk for both of us please, one sugar for me
and three for Andrew”. As Lance took the orders, they expected him to disappear into the kitchen
and make the drinks, but instead something remarkable happened. Lance just clapped his hands,
which prompted a mechanic noise behind Rose, making her jump up for the second time today.
Turning around, she saw a rather short robot, roughly shaped to mimic the female body form, which
had so far managed to stay discreetly out of sight in a corner of the room, moving forward towards
Lance.
“Sara, a white tea with one sugar and a white tea with three sugars” he said. The robot replied in a
mechanical voice simulating a female:
“How strong sir?”
“Medium please”. He turned around and faced Rose who was staring with open mouth.
“Apologies for scaring you Ms Green” he said. “I should have introduced Sara before asking her to
make the drinks”.
Paul grinned. “You see, here at TTM we work really hard. There is really no time to waste, so we
have Sara for all our domestic chores.” The other three men around the table smiled, but Rose didn’t.
“Impressive demonstration of technology” she said. “But I wish that the same progress had also
changed the traditional gender role patterns in this office. Instead I see a robot simulating a female
servant...Come on, you gentlemen, it’s about time to move into the new millennium”.
Lance laughed heartily, but Paul only managed a horrible grin which revealed his yellow teeth.
“We shouldn’t forget your important contribution to feminist literature and research, Ms Green” Lance
laughed. “Indeed, we ancient dinosaurs can still learn a lot from it”. This time it was Rose’s turn to
manage a cold grin. An uncomfortable silence ensued as the TTM men felt they would have to tread
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carefully in their small talk attempts, because here was a lady who wouldn’t leave any dubious comments unanswered. This was much unlike their techno-macho male orientated office spirit, which
included plenty of innuendos and politically incorrect comments. Paul tried to start a clumsy conversation about the weather, which was soon ended when everyone agreed that it had been dreadful,
yes, dreadful indeed. Therefore, it was with a sign of relief that Lance’s initiative was met when he
scraped his throat –a sign that it was time to start talking business- and it became clear from the
onset that he would be the one leading this conversation.
“Professor Losaline, Ms Green” he announced formally as he glanced first at Andrew and then at
Rose, “I welcome you to our humble satellite office of Ulshire. I’m sure you will have gathered by
now that these are not our headquarters, neither is it the place where our groundbreaking research
is changing the world. We are here at a relatively quiet location, far from the crowds and annoying
distractions. No press has been invited, and not many others know about the current state of affairs
at our company, or the purpose of this meeting. I’m sure you will agree that expectations are always
high when it comes to TTM, but due to a few...” He stopped demonstratively and gulped tantalisingly
slow from the cup of water that lay in front of him. “...unpleasant issues we have experienced in the
past”, he continued, “we are careful not to indulge the press and public with too much information
about what may be the biggest breakthrough of all times in the history of science.”
He paused to give his audience the chance for the gravity of his statement to sink in. The ‘unpleasant
issues’ were of course known to everyone and Lance knew that he wouldn’t need to elaborate on
them. Who could have forgotten the embarrassment and public outrage after the unexplained and
sad heart failure of stray dog Hope and the electrocution of chimpanzee Sara? But lessons were
learned; for starters it was pointless to attempt time travel when the subjects in question were not
able to recount their experiences. Yes, scientific advance had made it possible for neurones to do
all but talk and tell their stories, but when it came to time travel, an area where one was reliant on
subjective experience and not empirical evidence, science fell paradoxically back to the long gone
days of subjective research and phenomenology, when what mattered most was how our world appeared to the senses.
“The good news is”, Lance continued, “that we have made a very important recent breakthrough,
which for reasons of confidentiality -and the top secrecy of our mission- I could only disclose to you
face-to-face”.
He glanced around the table. Paul did not flinch and was looking politely in front of him, perfecting
the act of carefully avoiding eye contact with the two guests, and yet not appearing rude or disinterested. Dirk on the other side, scratched his nose and sank deeper into his seat, like a spoiled teenager who is forced to listen to a boring but somehow unavoidable lecture by his elders. Much to
Lance’s satisfaction however, Rose’s face lit up and gained colour, almost blending seamlessly with
Professor Losaline’s bright pink shirt. Professor Losaline showed his interest by abruptly taking his
hands away from his wet hat, which he had left in front of him on the table next to his tea, an act
betraying his usual nonchalance and disregard for social convention.
Lance said: “After the failed animal experiments, it became clear to us that we had to seek human
volunteers so that we could continue our research successfully. Granted, the brain neurones of the
animals we subjected to the test gave us enough information about what they were experiencing to
help us conclude that there had been an element of time traveling to their experience: the tachyons
particles were triggered and activated in their brains, causing a post-synaptic domino response
which subjected the neurones to extra-terminal velocity. Tragically, the unfortunate fate of Hope and
Sara didn’t leave us much scope to measure post experimental brain activity. And of course even if
that had been the case, we were still faced with a problem that seemed to trouble press and make
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them distrustful towards the experiment: you see, dogs and apes don’t talk, so they would have
never been able to recount their experiences”.
An uneasy silence followed, as the two guests, untrained to scientific jargon beyond the humanities
and social science, were trying to make sense of what was being said.
Professor Losaline moved forward and spoke for the first time since they sat on the table.
“Would it be correct to assume then, Mr Masters, that the breakthrough you mentioned earlier has
something to do with human subjects participating to your experiment?”
Lance nodded.
“Indeed professor. Not only have they done so successfully, but I can now reveal that the first person
to have ever travelled back in time, sits here with us around this table.”
Rose gasped inadvertently. This was indeed the sort of development they hadn’t expected, although
they suspected from the urgency and secrecy of this appointment that something very important was
about to be revealed. Rose scanned the faces around the table searching for cues. Could there be
a distinctive characteristic, something on a person’s facial expression that betrayed the experience
no one else has had: the one of traveling back in time and tapping into the minds of the very people
who have written history? She shuddered at the thought.
“It was a very uneasy experience, I must admit” Dirk suddenly broke his silence, still refusing to make
eye contact with anyone on the table. “But one of us volunteering for the project seemed to be the
only solution, so I guess I felt I had to step forward.”
Andrew and Rose almost fell from their chairs and presently both of them stared shamelessly at this
individual, that a few moments ago was in their eyes no more than an adult behaving like a immature
child, and now suddenly elevated himself to legendary status with a simple statement.
Sensing their disbelief, Paul took over. “Even when we found a way to keep the animals alive and
uninjured, the press was never going to accept the subjective experience of time travel based on
some abstract neuronal map. You know how it is, Professor and you too, Ms Green. Both of you
must have felt several times in your academic careers the rightful frustration, even wrath at the general public’s inability to grasp abstract scientific concepts. Everything needs to be reduced to folk
psychology; unless a scientific discovery becomes a story, it won’t sell”.
Rose didn’t like the way this conversation was going, and felt that it was time for her to intervene.
Her unease has already started with some of the words Lance chose to express himself, in particular
his reference to the ‘unfortunate fate’ of the animals that were sacrificed at the altar of scientific
progress; needlessly in her view. Lance’s reference to ‘folk psychology‘ enhanced her unease. She
had always been sensitive to how the use of language could shape realities and felt that the reality
that was presently shaped, was one full of cynicism. She sensed a certain haughtiness, an academic
arrogance she had often encountered with proponents of the ‘hard‘ sciences. She looked Paul
straight in the eyes and said:
“I believe it is our task to explain to the wider public our abstract scientific concepts as clearly as we
can, Dr Greenman. We all know how scarce financial resources for conducting scientific research
have become. We rely much on public money, and the public has the right to know what we do with
that money”.
Feisty woman, Paul thought to himself. I need to be careful with what I say, it is well known in academic circles that she is a belligerent debater and that she has often humiliated ideological opponents in public debate. She also seems to derive pleasure from challenging her male counterparts.
I’m wondering what the feminist lobby would have to say about this? Reverse sexism, and that from
someone who hasn’t even ever obtained a PhD in an exact science! He stole a quick glance at her.
Her handsome facial features and wavy fair hair with a lock covering part of her left eye -without
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reducing its blue intense stare and spark- contrasted sharply with her hard expression and typical
tightness around the mouth when she was debating, something which made many a female academic intimidating, and unattractive in his view. They would first charm you with their innocent smile,
to then strike hard where it hurts most: by questioning your academic sharpness and intellect. Without daring to look back into her now fiery eyes, he said:
“Rose -Ms Green- you are of course absolutely right. It is our task to make scientific progress accessible to the general public. We do not question this, and unfortunately we had to make some sacrifices to learn more about what in our opinion constitutes the most important discovery in the history
of science”.
“But did you really need to make these sacrifices?” Rose retorted. “Was it not apparent from the
beginning that animals would not be able to speak up about their experiences? Was it not clear that
you needed a human subject, rather than wasting animal lives to learn this?”
For a nanosecond, Paul could not suppress a grimace of hurt and spite, like a wounded animal
trapped in a corner by a vicious and sadistic hunter. He soon composed himself however and was
about to reply in a calm tone when he was interrupted by Lance, who in his turn felt now that the
conversation was diverting from the noble cause of this meeting, and there was still so much work
to do.
“Ms Green, we were all sad that two animals succumbed -totally unexpectedly of course- to this
experiment. And believe us, we were as grief stricken as the press and the general public, exactly
because it was a development so much beyond our calculations and intentions. But even so, we did
learn a lot from it; we replaced the electrodes by wireless brain wave connectors, as it became clear
that the emotional load from such an overwhelming experience was too much for these poor animals
to deal with any physical pressure on their bodies. We are still not in the exact position to know what
happened to them, although there are various theories about this. The one we tend to agree with is
that the intensity of the experience of time travel creates a great emotional load to human or animal.
We need to vet carefully for the background of all subjects, make sure they have no traumatic experiences they are still dealing with and are generally emotionally stable and sane.”
“And what does replacing the electrodes with wireless connectors have to do with all this?” Professor
Losaline asked.
“We are of the opinion that the physical contact of electrodes has intruded on their experience. The
two animals we tested first, had emotional deficiencies due to their backgrounds -remember, they
were both selected from animal asylums, where they had been saved from abusive backgrounds. It
is believed that the wires of the electrodes caused -unbeknownst to us- emotional strain to them,
and were possibly misinterpreted by their brains during whatever subjective experience they might
have had while time traveling”.
“What does the Scrutiny Commission for Ethical Research have to say about all of this?” Rose demanded.
“They were quite satisfied with our explanation and the experimental changes we proposed to tackle
this major problem. We have acknowledged our errors and committed to fund future animal research.
Luckily our later experiments -where we vetted the participating animals much more carefully- confirmed our suspicions. There were no further losses of life, and only minor distress was caused in
some instances, probably related to the emotional content of the animal’s meetings while time traveling.”
So there were more animal experiments after the first two, which were kept secret from the public,
Rose thought in horror.
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Paul continued, as if reading her thoughts. “But the use of animal subjects has -albeit in a very tragic
way- averted human loss, and paved the way for human participants to be subjected to this experiment successfully. Dirk will be able to tell you more about his experience with the first wireless connector to human brainwaves -the Pyramidonium”.
The Pyramidonium: a word laden with weight and importance. Although the two guests had never
heard it before, they felt its gravitas from the reverential manner in which it was mentioned and the
awe-stricken faces of the two other TTM employees. Presently, their thoughts were immediately
taken away from the ethical problem of sacrificing animal lives to save human ones in the name of
scientific knowledge, and diverted towards what they felt was the Big Cause: something about to
happen which would change the course of history and in which their participation was key. Their
eyes were turned towards the fat olive-skinned man whose fate was to be known as the first person
to have ever travelled in time.
Dirk cleared his throat.
“As I said earlier, it wasn’t a very pleasant experience” he said. “You feel a certain numbness, a
lightness of the head. It’s like floating and drowning at the same time. Your mind feels suddenly
detached from your body and next thing you know...you are reading someone’s thoughts”.
The concept seemed so abstract and strange that Professor Losaline had to straighten his back to
his chair and contemplate how one could possibly ever imagine such an experience, unless one
actually experiences it.
“I know your time machine works by connecting the brain of the time traveller to the brain of another
person who has lived in the past, or a past version of a present person” he said. “As you will guess,
my next question is: who did you connect with?”
“You, professor Losaline, during your public lecture in Cairo on the causes of war in sub-Saharan
countries”.
Rose and Andrew gasped both at the same time and stared at the time traveller, who had now taken
off his glasses and was holding them in his trembling hands.
“Yes, Professor Losaline. I was you for a few moments, tapping into your thoughts while you were
giving your lecture...and then the panic came.”
He put on his glasses again, but Rose noticed that his hands were still trembling.
“But this is...impossible. This is unethical” she said scowling. “How could you enter Andrew’s head
without his permission?”.
“Well”, Paul intervened, “technically we didn’t enter Andrew’s head. We entered the head of a past
Andrew, one who doesn’t exist any more”.
“But it’s the same person”.
“Or rather it was, Ms Green. You see, Andrew’s past only lives in him within his memories. And our
machine doesn’t intrude his memories. It follows a trace to his past, to the old Professor Losaline,
who was totally unaware that someone was reading his thoughts”.
“He was, as you rightfully say. Because now he IS aware that someone was reading his mind in the
past”.
Another painful silence followed, as the five people around the table contemplated the plethora of
ethical problems posed by this first attempt at human time traveling. It seemed as if Pandora’s box
was opened and the implications seemed countless, forever changing the way in which they would
be looking at their past from now on.
Professor Losaline leaned forward, determined to break the silence.
“So”, he asked, “when you entered my mind, what did you then see, Dirk?”
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Dirk stole a glance to Lance on his right, as if he was searching for his permission to talk. Lance
nodded approvingly.
“I saw a spiral” Dirk said. “Your mind seemed convinced that things, -history- were moving in a
particular direction. Yet, although they were moving...their new position didn’t change their essence.
Everything changed, yet it remained the same”.
Professor Losaline remained silent and dropped his head. But Rose stood up, pulled her weight on
her arms which were resting on the table and moved forward in a furious manner, saying:
“This is just plain nonsense. Are you telling us that you entered Andrew’s head without his permission
only to see some spiral? Is this called scientific research? Where are your facts, your figures?”
But Andrew Losaline cleared his throat and said:
“It was something I was working on at the time. An idea left unspoken. I never really shared it with
my audience, but it was an image which guided my thoughts”.
“But surely he could have inferred the same from reading your work!” Rose shouted.
“Not quite. As I said, the idea was left unspoken. It was constantly at the back of my mind when I
developed my theory. But I never developed it, because it wasn’t scientific. It was my...mystical idea:
how history and everything that has ever existed in the universe can be represented by a huge spiral.
I could feel it with my intuition, but couldn’t put into words”.
Rose shook her head.
“I don’t know” she said protectively. “It all sounds a bit wishy washy to me. He makes educated
guesses like a clairvoyant. Obviously you know best what idea’s and images you had in your mind
Andrew, but this is not serious”.
“This was our little experiment” Lance spoke up. “We had to test our theory on something tangible
that we could corroborate with evidence. I am glad that Dirk’s words have awaken something in you,
Professor, because at first I did agree with Rose; it all sounded a bit mystical to me. You see, to
make time traveling a possibility, we need to manipulate particles that can bend time and space, the
so-called tachyons. This process involves planting a chip in the subject’s brain and connecting it to
our computers through the Pyramidonium, our wireless connector. So while Dirk travelled in time,
the computer generated images and words related to his experiences; just like our animal subjects,
he was in an altered state during the journey and can not really recount the specifics of what he
experienced. At this stage of technological progress we can only rely on what one reports after the
experience...and this.”
As he spoke, he raised his hand which held something that looked like a remote control and turning
his chair around, he directed the object towards the blank wall opposite the two guests. Suddenly a
hologram appeared in the empty space before the wall, which showed a computer screen with the
shape of a spiral on it. It took a while until the eyes of the two guests perceived that the image was
not static and the spiral was revolving around its axis very slowly. Its stem was thick in the middle,
but became thinner as it was approaching its two ends, until it faded from view at its edges.
“If you wish, you can view the whole video in ultra slow motion” Lance said. “Although I wouldn’t
recommend it, because it’s rather...uneventful. This is a recording of what was going on in Dirk’s
mind while he was connected to our time machine. So in a sense, it was a recording of your thought
process during the lecture, Professor. We had to slow down the speed of this screen image for about
ten thousand times in order to capture this shot. This image appeared on the computer that was
connected to Dirk’s brain through the Pyramidonium.”
Rose looked at it silently and then turned away seemingly disinterested, but Andrew stared at it for
a few seconds in contemplation.
“The spiral of history” he mumbled.
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“Does it ring a bell professor?” Lance asked.
Andrew Losaline took off his glasses and left them on the table, while he rubbed nervously his right
eye. “Yes it does” he said. “It captures the abstract idea that was playing at the back of my mind
during my lecture. It says what I couldn’t quite put into words when I spoke about my view on peace
in Sub Saharan countries. Your machine seems to capture intuition in action, but not logic”.
“That’s exactly how it seems to work, professor”, Lance said. “We don’t know yet why, but it seems
that our machine cannot connect to human logic. It only connects to our feelings and emotions while
we experience time traveling. There is no doubt in my mind about the reality of time traveling. The
neurones in Dirk’s brain behaved exactly as we expected- and as the animal brains did. But we need
to be able to put this experience into words, to convince the public. And at the moment, we don’t
seem to succeed”.
“So... I presume this is where I fit in, Mr Masters?” Andrew asked.
“Absolutely, professor. You are one of the very few people in the world at this moment who could
help us make a breakthrough. We need someone with your erudition and eloquence to put into words
what others can only feel and describe in very vague terms.”
Andrew remained silent and motionless for a few seconds, as if a very heavy burden was put forcibly
on his shoulders. After what felt like an eternity, he eventually said: “And do you really think my
knowledge will somehow make the difference, if I’m just reduced to an unconscious subject in an
altered stated during the experiment?”
Lance stood up from his seat, walked slowly behind Dirk’s chair and put his hands on his shoulders.
“Dirk did a great job by volunteering to test our machine” he said. “He showed the way for human
participants to do what was only possible for animal subjects in the past. But Dirk is only an IT
specialist. He can of course report what he felt, but he wouldn’t be able to put this into words and
make us understand what the essence of his experience was. His historical intuition is not very highly
developed, so to speak.”
“And you think that I could report enough useful information from the past which you could use as
evidence to prove scientifically the existence of time traveling beyond doubt?”
Lance walked back to his seat, picked up the remote control again and projected a new hologram.
It was a text that looked as if it was assembled from articles of various magazines and newspapers.
He started to read out loud.
“Professor Andrew Losaline, PhD in Social Psychology, Philosophy and History” he declaimed as if
he was talking about someone else. “Professor at the Universities of Wolshton, Rueshire and Professor Emeritus at the University of Brambury. Member of the Executive Board of Unicef and the
Commonwealth Office. Writer of 13 books on history, among which ‘The End of War is Not Peace’,
a bestseller considered to be a modern classic in history writing. His lectures on such topics as world
history, the causes of war and evolution of human thought have been described as inspirational and
groundbreaking. Considered to be one of the hundred most influential intellectuals of our time, and
one of the most likely candidates to win a Nobel Prize over the next five years”. Lance looked up
and smiled. “And these are not my words professor. They have been taken from valid scientific and
journalistic sources”.
“Your hagiography flatters me, Mr Masters” Andrew replied after having listened to the praise with a
sardonic smile on his face. “I am of course honoured that you have summoned me here with my
partner Rose and made me feel that I’m the man you need to progress your research. There are
however some questions that are left unanswered in my mind; first, how exactly can I provide evidence from the past? Historical facts can be verified to a certain level only, by reliable eye witnesses
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and historians who have documented them. For example, if you make me travel back to the assassination of Caesar, we can more or less corroborate the general facts through the writings of Suetonius or Plutarch, but there is no point gathering information about little details which can not be
verified objectively, like the exact colour of Caesar’s tunic or the type of dagger used in the assault.
And I’m sure you will agree that it is these small details that can make all the difference in making
the public believe that such thing is possible”.
Lance smiled. “This will not be the purpose of your mission, professor” he said. “There is ongoing
research at the moment which will be more suitable in proving beyond doubt the reality of time travel.
This will have the setup of the experiments of the past which were used -unsuccessfully- to prove
the predictions of mediums. For instance, a subject will be hiding an object in a room unbeknownst
to the experimenter. The experimenter will be using the time machine to go back in time and find out
where the object is and where it is hidden. Then he will be returning to the present time and reporting
his or her findings. If the experimenter is correct and this can be replicated several times, it will prove
beyond any doubt that we have the ability to travel back in time”.
“Wouldn’t it be easier to start with this then? “
“No it wouldn’t, as strange as it sounds. As I said earlier, we have made time travel possible by
manipulating tachyon -particles with the ability to bend time and space and travel faster than lightand activating them in human and animal brains; the particles literally move brains forward or back
in time, placing them temporarily in a different era as long as they are being activated. That era can
be determined more or less by the velocity of the particles- which we can manipulate ourselves.
However, the problem we have is that we can only enter approximate time, we lack exactness and
accuracy. Therefore, the machine is much better at making a tentative jump in time than a precise
one.”
“And when such a jump is made”, Rose intervened, “where does the brain end up, without its body?
Does it just float in the vortex of time?”
Lance couldn’t help sensing there was more than a hint of sarcasm in her voice, which he chose to
ignore.
“This is a good question” he said. “Of course brains need to be attached to bodies to be able to
perform, and as you know the body of the subject to our experiments is still attached to the machine,
while its brain travels in time, so theoretically the body stays behind without its brain. We have solved
this problem by connecting the traveling brain to brains of existing people from our historical past, in
the same way Dirk did with Professor Losaline. However, that was the nearest to the present we
could have gone and it required some hit-and-miss searching until we found the exact time of your
lecture, which we wanted to tap into. We guide the brain towards the time and space we wish to
investigate. Our machine scans time and space and -through the attached brain of the time travellertries to connect with the energy fields of proximate brains in the surrounding area. You can compare
this with a wireless internet connection, I suppose”.
Once again, Lance paused masterfully at the right time to allow the guests to gather their thoughts
and make sense of what was being said. After a silence which felt like several minutes -but only
really took thirty seconds- Andrew spoke up.
“Gentlemen” he said, “I am most fascinated by your invention. I can see that it’s still in its infancy
stage, but it honours me that you have invited me to help improve it. Mr Masters, from what you just
said, I understand that you will need me to go to the past and try to connect to the brains of some of
our known brilliant minds, as a sort of tour-de-force that would warm up the general public for your
research. Is this right?”
Lance smiled to himself. A very sharp intellect indeed, he thought. Presently he said:
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“That is correct Professor. What we need is for you to show the potential of our machine. We need
you to connect to the brains of existing historical persons and tap into the flow of their thoughts. Only
an experienced person such as yourself with an academic background which enables you to interpret and understand their thoughts, can give us insight into how history is shaping thought. Just think
of the benefits of such an insight for...mankind”.
Andrew glanced at Rose who looked back at him.
“Could I have a word with my partner first before giving you my answer?”
“Of course; we can give you a few days to sleep on it and then call you back...”
“No, I meant now.”
Lance got up from his chair, and his behaviour was immediately mimicked by the two other TTM
staff, as if working for the same company for years had moulded them into one body.
“We will go sit in the next room” he said. “Take as much time as you need and give us a shout when
you are ready”. He went towards the door, followed by Dirk and Paul. As soon as they were out of
the room, he closed the door behind them. Andrew leaned towards Rose, who brought her chair
nearer his and held his hands in hers. She looked him straight in the eyes and said:
“I know how important this is for you. You have been struggling for most of your life to understand
the causes of war and chaos in humanity, so if there is a grain of truth in this invention, this is a prime
opportunity to see them unfold with your own eyes. And this will no doubt give you more insight into
your work -our work. It will give you a privileged view which no one has had in the history of humanity
until now. But I want you to promise that you have thought very carefully about this, and that you
don’t just say yes in the spur of the moment, because of our excitement. Many animals seem to have
been sacrificed on the altar of this research, and other than Dirk we don’t know of any human person
yet who has successfully used this machine. There could be complications, injuries. I’m worried
about you.”
Andrew disentangled his right hand from Rose’s grasp and put it gently on her left cheek and hair,
caressing her softly.
“You know I would never take such a decision without consulting with you first” he said. “We have
been through so many things together, and you have always stood by my side. And I’m glad you
used these words, this is our research, our work, so I’m doing this as much for you as I am doing it
for me. But I want you to be perfectly honest with me, and let me know if there is anything bothering
you right now. I fully trust your judgment and instinct as they have been true many times in the past.
So if there is anything, ANYTHING about this mission that you are objecting to, I would like to know
right now.”
Rose was thoughtful for a moment. She closed her eyes, and turned away her head. She had a bad
feeling about all of this, but how was she going to tell him? He had worked his whole life for the
benefit of mankind, and this was his chance to pull everything together, his major breakthrough that
would help towards his great unifying theory of history. Could she deny him the opportunity to be the
one who fully understands and possibly changes the course of history? And who was she to do so?
At the end of the day, she was no more than his unmarried partner for years and humble loyal
assistant to his work and research. Everything she ever did at an academic level, was meant to
facilitate and expand on the work of this great intellect. She looked at him and said with determination in her voice:
“There is absolutely nothing. I just...want you to be careful because this is something new and untested. You will be walking in uncharted territory. But I will be beside you”.
They gave each other a meaningful look. Andrew knew that she meant what she said, and that there
wasn’t much left to say. They completely understood each other.
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“There is also the financial aspect” Andrew said. “It might not be our main objective, but there is a
significant reward for participating and it will help us to secure the deposit to our lab”.
Rose shuddered and felt her heart jump. She knew the ‘lab‘ was not a laboratory as such, but their
own playful way of describing their ideal house together, the one they had been wanting to have and would have had were it not for Andrew’s constant traveling throughout the world to lecture on
world peace and all the Big Things that troubled humanity. It was their safe and secure house where
he would continue to write his books, she would patiently assist him with editing them and stimulating
his thoughts. The ideal creative environment where they would live and work together, forever learning and forever loving.
“I know you are ready for this, and that you are doing it for all the right reasons, both for you and for
me” Rose said. “Will you let them know?”
Andrew didn’t need much more persuasion. He got up and opened the door. He noticed the three
men of TTM sitting discreetly in one of the other rooms. Paul and Lance were chatting away, while
Dirk was staring in front of him in silence. As soon as they saw him, they got up and came back to
the room were Rose was sitting. They sat at their chairs quietly.
Andrew glanced around the table, taking his time and using his silence to arouse tension, like the
host of a TV show does before announcing the winner. “Gentlemen”, he declaimed pompously, “we
are up for it”.
Suddenly Paul and Lance rose from their chairs and raised their arms in the air, making jubilant
cries. The only thing that was lacking to make this a scene from a successful NASA mission, Andrew
thought, was the lack of flying paper in the air. They got up, walked up to where Andrew was sat and
started embracing him. A rather comical spectacle unfolded, with the once composed Lance bending
forward ungraciously, much like a stiff plank broken in the middle, and putting his long arms around
Andrew’s neck who was still sat in his chair. In the meanwhile, the rather shorter Paul queued up
behind him with open arms, and embraced the professor in his turn once Lance got out of his way.
While this was happening, Dirk sat silently and grumpily on his chair with folded arms.
“Professor, this is sensational news for our company and for mankind itself” Lance said. “It wouldn’t
be an exaggeration to say that you are one of the very few people in this country we could have
entrusted this mission to. You are going to write history”.
“This needs to be celebrated properly” Paul said and clapped his hands. Sara came forward ready
to take the order. “Sara, champagne”. The two words set the household robot in motion, which
opened the fridge, grabbed the champagne bottle out of it and uncorked it rather elegantly with its
robotic arms. Then it wheeled itself to the table where a plastic dish (displaying the TTM logo) with
champagne glasses was waiting ready for the big occasion. Glasses were filled with masterful skill,
the dish was then grabbed and the robot approached the humans standing a bit further (first the
guests) exclaiming with impeccable politeness:
“Could I tempt you with a drink, sir/madam?”
Everyone was given a glass and a toast was held by Lance.
“To the future…of mankind!”
Silence ensued while everyone sipped from their glass in discreet pleasure, lost in their thoughts
and fantasies about a prosperous and unspoiled future, where everything was better and humanity
had reached the final frontiers of knowledge, being able to manipulate the one elusive thing that was
never tamed before: time. As the atmosphere in the room relaxed visibly, Lance suddenly reached
into his left pocket, grabbed something out of it and put a small brown box on the table, one that
looked like it should be containing precious jewellery. With exaggerated ceremonial movements and with trembling hands from excitement, Rose noticed- he opened the box. Instead of a ring or a
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golden necklace, the guests beheld a strange, small silver coloured object with three even sides that
were converging to a sharp point at the top. It had no decorations nor any frills on it and its simple
and clearly visible structure reminded them of an Egyptian pyramid, which gave away the name of
the object before Lance even pronounced it.
“This is the Pyramidonium” he said and again everyone noticed the reverential tone in his voice, as
if he was discussing an invaluable family totem. “This, professor, will be the link between our computer and your brain”. He handed it over to Andrew in the same way that a mother would hand her
baby to a trusted friend to hold.
Rose frowned as she was all too aware of Andrew’s legendary clumsiness.
“Is it easily breakable?” she asked.
“Don’t worry Ms Green; this tiny object has the most solid structure in the world. It takes a diamond
drill to break it apart”.
Andrew held the small but powerful thing in his palm. It felt cold and its edges were sharp. There
was something mysterious about it that he couldn’t put into words and he felt as if it already had a
hold on his brain.
“Is it already activated?” He asked. Lance smiled.
“No it isn’t professor. I will explain more about it when we have our debriefing sessions on the experiment. To activate it, we will need to plant a small chip to your head, which will function as the
receptor of your brain activity. The pyramidonium merely communicates between the receptor and
our computer, the recipient”.
Andrew felt the cold contours of the pyramidonium burning his hand. The strange sensation created
a temporary feeling of depersonalisation and he felt the surrounding room fading slowly to the background. The animated talk of the two TTM staff members became a low unintelligible rumble; Rose’s
smile filled the room (O Rose, you know I would do anything for you; if only you knew how much it
means to me to see you smile); and Dirk’s silence became deafening, enveloping everything else in
its dark shadow. Andrew looked at his hollow eyes, which seemed to be absent from their sockets.
A feeling of dread suddenly overcame him, as he could sense anxiety and depression emanating
from the big man who sat slumbered on his chair. (Why isn’t he happy? Something is troubling him.
He was the first man to ever travel in time and yet no one seems to take much notice of him. Why is
he not being celebrated? Why weren’t the press informed? I will need to have a word with him whenever I get the opportunity before I embark on this journey).
Time stopped. Andrew was now totally focusing on Dirk’s face, as if it was the only thing that existed
in this room. The head rose slowly and the dark holes of the eyes lit up for a second. Lost in these
eyes, he was suddenly overcome by a vision. He felt that he was floating in the air like a tiny bird.
The wind was caressing his face as he gently descended towards the earth. Andrew took a glance
below him and what he saw filled his heart with horror. First there were the stones and rocks, scattered everywhere. Some were small, others much bigger. Many were smeared with blood. Occasionally, he would spot the bones of what must have been the remains of giant animals and some
of them seemed to have been purposefully shaped to form sharp objects. This chaotic spectacle
was spread over a blood stained hill. As he continued to glide downwards over this hideous landscape, the first bodies started to show: human shapes lying on the ground, dressed in rags and
leather skins. Their bodies were motionless on the earth, some of which in very awkward positions
as if they hadn’t had the opportunity to rearrange themselves in a dignified pose before the lifeblood
was drawn from them. Birds were picking eyes from dark eyeholes of defenceless corpses. Hyena’s
were drinking the blood that was streaming down from the slope. Andrew had now his bird eyes
focused right below him, but as light as his body was, his head was so heavy that it was not possible
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to lift it up and look at what lay ahead. As he continued to glide through the air, broken lances started
to appear; swords smeared in blood, knives abandoned on the grass. Then even more rocks, and a
destroyed catapult abandoned somewhere. The body of what looked like a medieval warrior was
lying motionless over it, arms hanging lifeless and head uncovered; his helmet and banner right
beside him on the red grass. Andrew felt his heart beating in frenzy, ready to burst out of its frail bird
body. He tried to lift his head which had now become unbearably heavy. Sweat was dripping from
his forehead, so thick and copious that it was blinding his eyes. The familiar salty taste overcame
him when his eyes were raised slowly ahead and he stared into a darkness…
He came back to his senses and noticed that he was still staring at Dirk who had now turned his
head away and was looking out of the window. The Pyramidonium was burning his hand, as solid
ice does when you hold it for too long and he threw it on the table in front of him. A popping sound
indicated that Sara was just opening a second bottle of champagne. He looked behind him and saw
his Rose engaged in an animated conversation with Lance Masters, while Dr Paul Green was quietly
sipping from his champagne at a discreet distance where he could still overhear the conversation.
Happy faces and joy all over, everyone was celebrating the big journey that was to take place,
changing human understanding forever. Everyone but the person who was about to undertake it,
and the person who had already taken a glimpse of it…

16

Chapter Two: Journey Through Lands Unknown
a) Skyward Gaze, Earthward Touch
Once they got back to their flat, Rose set to work although the effects of TTM’s exquisite champagne
had barely worn off. There was a lot of work to be done, appointments to be cancelled for the next
three weeks, presentations to be rescheduled and universities to be notified. Before she could even
recover from the emotional turmoil this extraordinary day had brought to both of them, emails started
flying around (it was too late for phone calls). All the while, Andrew was lying flat on the bed with his
arms crossed behind his head. He had half dozed off and was half staring at the TV, where the news
broadcast was notifying them of yet another war about to start in the Middle East, and a famine that
was hitting an African country- the effects of many years of civil war, the news anchor said in a tired
tone.
Rose momentarily turned away from her activities at the computer and had a quick look at her supine
man. He was clearly drunk now, although he had started drinking much later than the rest of them.
However, this did not prevent him from catching up very quickly, and eventually some slightly embarrassing behaviours occurred, including several man-hugging sessions between an alcoholfuelled Andrew and Dr. Paul Masters -who was clearly enjoying this. Rose was left wondering once
again why alcohol always seemed to bring out the feminine side of her partner and it was another
reminder why she usually forbade him to drink more than two glasses of any alcoholic beverages
(and red wine was limited to just one, as it had a particularly detrimental effect on him).
But before he had joined them in drinking and celebrating, she couldn’t help thinking that he seemed
to have been lost in some kind of trance. She wasn’t particularly surprised by Dirk’s subdued reaction
to the celebration; he was acting oddly the whole day and gave the impression of a grumpy child
that was forced to attend grown up business against his wishes, while he would have preferred to
stay at home and play a computer game instead. So the fact that he just sat on his chair staring in
front of him while everyone else was in high spirits at Andrew’s announcement that he would be their
guinea pig, didn’t make much impression on her. However, Andrew’s sudden mental absence was
infinitely more concerning, as it was out of character, especially at such a significant event in his life.
It had left her wondering whether the strain and excitement of such an important decision had taken
hold of him after all. Maybe she should have protected him, given him more time to think about this.
Deep in her heart she knew that his participation in the project would have been inevitable anyway,
after all it was the dream of a lifetime and a unique opportunity to understand his subject matter history- by experiencing it himself. But she could have made it a bit more difficult for them by asking
more critical questions before he agreed, finding out why Dirk didn’t seem to get much recognition
for his own attempt at time travel. She could have questioned more their ethically appalling decision
to intrude in his thoughts without his permission, there were so many more questions to ask regarding the use of animals in their experiments...all in all, they seemed to have got away quite lightly with
persuading one of the leading intellectuals of their era to participate in an experiment that was clearly
still in its infancy. He would be their flagship in their attempts to secure funding and convince the
press and general population of the importance of their research. His generous payment -although
very welcome- was not enough for her. They still had a lot of questions to answer for, ethical and
otherwise.
Her thoughts drifted off to her own role in all of this. Would she go down in history as one of the
many strong women behind a successful man? Did she have anything significant to say for herself?
After all she had written a few critically acclaimed essays and articles on history and the role of
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feminism in postmodern culture. Yet it seemed that the purpose of her life so far had been mostly to
serve the man she had fallen in love with when she was barely 18, to love and protect him from any
possible wrongdoings that his naive and trusting nature might provoke. Maybe she still was the pretty
university student in love with the professor’s intellectual abilities -who in turn had fallen in love with
her outspoken views, fearlessness and intelligence. They had to hide their relationship from public
view until she graduated, as her brilliant marks would have no doubt lead to accusations of impartiality from him and perhaps his colleagues too; he was, after all, an influential personality at the
University of Wolshton. Both of them knew of course that she would have been a top student anyway,
Professor Andrew Losaline was the sort of man who wouldn’t have fallen in love with anyone having
less than superb intellectual abilities. But trying to explain this to the outside world was of course an
entirely different matter.
Here they were then, 17 years later and still not settled in a home together. He spent his time lecturing and travelling the globe to conferences, presentations and other important events, and there
simply was not time to settle in their ‘lab’ and think of the things a normal couple is supposed to do.
His constant curiosity and desire to explore new sources of knowledge and understand his subject
matter, had now brought him to face a new challenge, potentially his fiercest and most exciting yet.
His was a marvellous story in writing, the one of the brilliant historian who becomes the first man to
see the past being written. And maybe she just was the Rose in Dr. Who, the one everyone knows
and loves as the main character’s essential side kick, but who would probably mean absolutely nothing without him.
Andrew turned restlessly in his sleep; “war, famine, war... big spiral” he mumbled. “Must follow bird’s
view to see the future”. His exclamations made Rose suddenly jump and turn around like a worried
mother wanting to make sure that her child is safe. He was still lying on his back with his eyes closed,
seemingly sleeping off the effects of his alcoholic haze.
He is already thinking about it in his sleep...this journey is bound to become his sole obsession,
Rose thought. The news broadcast had abandoned its reports of deaths, famine and threats of new
wars and was now showing images of a baby tiger that was born yesterday in a local zoo. The female
news reader sounded soothing and comforting, ending yet another tragic day on a high note after
all.
--------TTM’s laboratory was exactly where Rose had suspected it to be: conveniently hidden behind the
staircase which led to the business site, there was a bland door leading to a comfortable yet rather
cold and minimalist office. The room had two desks, with a thin rectangular computer screen on each
of them. One of the desks was situated at the left side of the entrance, near the small window from
which the only natural lighting was reaching the room. However, the light was quite subdued and
without artificial lighting the room would be too dark for any activity requiring prolonged periods of
concentration. Soon it became apparent why: looking out of it, one could only see the thick trunk of
a tree which was obscuring the view to the outside world.
This particular desk suggested by its arrangement that it would be the one around which humanity’s§
most ground-breaking experiment so far would take place. Placed right in front of it was a comfortable seat, which looked much like a dentist’s chair. Clearly, the person sitting on it would have to lie
back and place his arms on the armrests, rather than sitting in front of the computer. Two white
catheters seemingly crawled out of nowhere over these armrests and neither Rose or Andrew liked
the look of them very much. The placement of the chair suggested that the person sitting on it, would
be looking towards the wall with the computer screen behind him and out of sight.
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Late as usual, Rose and Andrew arrived at the laboratory for Dr. Losaline’s first briefing session on
the experiment of which he would be the sole subject. Upon arrival, they were greeted eagerly by
Sara the household robot that, taking advantage of its inbuilt speech technology, recognised the
guests and immediately prepared two white teas -one with one sugar, the other one with three. All
this was done with such pomp and circumstance, that Rose didn’t have the heart to tell Sara that
she actually preferred a strong coffee so early in the morning. She was however more than charmed
by the offer of nice crunchy biscuits with the tea (held in a separate tray in Sara’s other robotic arm)
and so decided that she had started to take a liking to this robot after all, despite its despicable
servitude-clearly designed by men still dreaming of the old patriarchal society which was luckily a far
past for most western countries.
Leading the training was Mr. Paul Walsh, who introduced himself as the Training Officer of TTM
(among many others things he stressed, but he wore this hat for this particular occasion), and Lance
Masters. Paul was a tall man with an impeccably trimmed moustache in baggy workman’s clotheswhich he only wore for the occasion, he pointed out-and the large faded tattoo covering his left arm
seemed somewhat out of place with the whole environment. He was facing his audience with his
back towards the desk near the window and was regularly resting his tattooed arm on the headrest
of the dentist’s chair while talking. At other times, he was picking up nervously the catheters from
the armrests and was swinging them in his hands, which didn’t help much to keep their attention
focused to his words. Andrew and Rose sat on comfortable seats with arm- and headrests, their teas
placed in a round opening at the front of the right armrest, clearly designed for this purpose.
“Mr. Losaline, your safety is paramount to us” Paul Welsh said while Rose and Andrew were still
greedily crunching their tea and biscuits -their only morning meal. “If you follow our instructions you
will have nothing to fear. Using TTM technology, you will be temporarily transformed into a manrobot hybrid. Or, as I prefer to put it myself, you will become a more efficient human being with the
ability to transmit quickly and accurately data to us, while you are plugged to our machine”.
This sounded quite exciting to Andrew’s ears, although if asked, he would have to admit that he
couldn’t quite visualise this transformation.
“Mr. Walsh, I’m something of an old-fashioned book-person, the kind of man who has somehow
survived despite the technological innovations that transformed most people into robomen” he said
with his mouth still half full of biscuit crumbs. “Unlike most of my contemporaries, I have not been
able to keep up with the latest nano technology. You will have to be kind to me and Rose and give
your instructions really slowly. I don’t even have an all-in-one chip planted in my head”.
Paul frowned his face to an exaggerated, mockingly grotesque gasp.
“How is it possible, professor” he exclaimed rolling his eyes theatrically. “Can anyone in this day and
age survive the modern world without the ability to answer a phone hands free? Without being able
to initiate a search engine mentally or without receiving mental voice-control and visual instructions
while driving down the motorway?”
Although the exclamation was made in an exaggerated, ironic tone, Dr. Losaline missed the sarcastic hint and felt that he had to justify himself for his inability to conform to today’s technological standards.
“I was born in a different environment” he stated solemnly, “one in which I was taught to rely on my
own brain and thinking skill rather than on machines and chip implants. Hence my ignorance about
anything to do with technology and gadgets”. Paul Walsh smiled, clearly amused by Andrew’s dysfunctional sarcasm radar. He said:
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“None of this matters, Mr. Losaline. The course we are asking you to complete is a very practical
one and it prepares you to face the challenges of using TTM’s time travelling device. It doesn’t require any previous knowledge of how to wear chip implants, or how to use technological gadgets.
Everything you need to know, you will learn here over the course of the next three weeks. Then you
will put your learning into practice. As I said before, my prime concern -and that of TTM’s- is your
safety. If you are well and sound, then the experiment is more likely to succeed, he-he-he”.
Lance -so far standing quietly behind Paul with crossed arms and following his every word- smiled,
but Rose and Andrew didn’t look very amused. Paul continued unperturbed.
“Now, first things first. We would like to present you with our plans of how we want to conduct our
training and what objectives we are trying to achieve. It speaks for itself that we would appreciate
your input, and that of your fair lady”.
Rose blushed, as she did every time a male person other than her partner was referring to her looks.
Paul gave her the smile of a naughty child apologising. He said:
“Mr. Andrew, Ms. Rose... Did you finish your teas? If so, could you please put your cups on the desk
behind you”.
Quite puzzled, they exchanged a look, then did what was asked of them and turned facing him again.
“Good; could you now get hold of the armrests on your chairs, we are going to take a little journey
to the sky.”
Mechanically, they obeyed, although Rose was half expecting the catheters that were laid over the
dentist’s chair to suddenly creep on their armrests, and wrap themselves around their wrists, keeping
them captive and at the whims of this crazy TTM employee. Instead, Paul raised a remote control
and pointed it at the ceiling above them. A hologram appeared where the device was pointed, displaying something that looked like an empty computer screen. Paul played around with the remote
control, until the words setup: sky mode presentation appeared on the screen. It took them some
time to realise that while all this was happening, their seats had started to move backwards until they
stopped at a 45 degrees angle, which allowed them to look at the screen above them while their
heads pressed comfortably against the seat’s headrest.
Then a diagram appeared on the hologram screen showing the following:

SCHEMATIC REPRESENTATION OF TTM’S TIME TRAVELLING PROJECT
Introduction
|
Briefing
|
Mental Representation Training
|
Travel to the Past
|
Post Experimental Brief
|
Travel to the Future?
“Lady... and... gentleman”, Paul declared full of pomp, “We are obviously currently at the Introductory
Stage of our course. Today we will show you some clips of our past achievements, as well as the
reasons why we think that time travel with TTM will change the course of history. We think this is the
greatest invention yet in the history of mankind -and so should you”.
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As soon as he finished his words, a video clip started playing on the hologram screen. Lance Masters
-helpfully tagged with Lance Masters, Head of Research and Development, TTM at the bottom of
the screen- was shown sitting relaxed behind his desk with his hands crossed in front of him. His
desk had the usual tidiness that was to be found everywhere at the Ulshire branch of TTM, but next
to the minimal paperwork one could see a few jars with liquids, as well as a few small electronic
objects.
“Since I was a small child, I have always been fascinated by scientific inventions and technological
progress” he declared. “Many of the scientific inventions we now take for granted, seemed utterly
unbelievable at the time. TTM gave me the opportunity to chase the ultimate human ambition. You
see, first, humanity invented the wheel. Then we controlled fire, learned to understand the world and
we conquered the earth, the sky and our own brains through technological advance. Now it’s time
to realise the penultimate dream: controlling and manipulating time and as a consequence fully understanding our past, present and future.”
The video scene changed, showing an ape sitting at the dentist chair in the same room they were
in, with wires placed around its arms and electrodes attached to its skin and head. The animal looked
comfortable and curious, but Rose still found it an upsetting image despite the fact it was visibly
acting for the video.
“Like most of the greatest experiments of humanity, we started our research with animal subjects”
Lance’s voice echoed in the background. “The animals were treated fairly and according to the
guidelines of the Scrutiny Commission for Ethical Research. However, soon...” -here the image
faded out slowly and a new one faded in showing an unfamiliar man sitting on the same chair- “
...animals were replaced by human subjects as we started fine-tuning our findings. Our high tech
research team -here the video image changed again, this time to a busy working office environment
with some individuals all dressed in white shirts and ties, industriously typing away behind their computers, among which they recognised Dirk Prevez - has been working day and night to turn into
reality one of the most radical theories of modern time”.
A picture of a familiar person appeared next on the screen. He was a scientist wearing a white coat
and big unfashionable glasses. He smiled widely at the camera. His curly hair -having completely
resided to the sides of his head as if some evil Moses had ordered them to part sideways- evoked a
stereotypical image of a university professor, someone who has clearly spent years and years researching his particular subject matter. Lance’s voice continued:
“Dr. Herman Schebling built further on Feinberg’s theory which postulated the existence of tachyons,
particles traveling faster than light. For many years, the existence of such particles was considered
impossible, until Dr. Schlebling successfully isolated and manipulated them in his ground-breaking
experiments with the Large Hadron Collider in Geneva. His research proved for the first time the
physical existence of tachyons as well as their ability to warp time space. The way for time travel
was paved”.
As Lance Masters appeared on the screen again, he briefly paused in his usual way to highlight a
moment of gravity by poignant silence. He made a clicking sound with his tongue, bent slightly forward allowing his jacket to creak softly, stared at the camera and continued with a seemingly deeper
voice:
“Many people have wondered how it is possible to travel back in time without encountering the usual
paradoxes often illustrated in Hollywood films” (at this point, classic film images from Back to The
Future, The Time Machine and Planet of the Apes passed briefly from the hologram screen). “TTM
has found a way to do this harmlessly, safely and without causing any time paradoxes. We just use
the qualities of our most precious possession, a machine which holds the key to everything we know
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and experience: the human brain, the most complex and wonderful system in the universe” (here
Lance Masters pointed to a jar on his desk containing what appeared to be a human brain conserved
in some type of liquid). “TTM staff are scientists with an insatiable appetite for knowledge, the correct
use of which can change human lives forever. Our motto is: improving the future by understanding
the past. How do we do this? By allowing brains to travel to the past using their own tachyons. When
a brain travels to the past -here a cartoon drawing of a brain appeared on the screen and moved
comically backwards on a horizontal timeline- its tachyons can connect to other brains that have
once populated this earth, tapping into their knowledge and experience”. The image on the screen
showed the cartoon brain dissolving into tiny particles and subsequently being absorbed by other
cartoon brains surrounding it. “This will make it possible to record the thoughts of past celebrities caricatures of characters with resemblance to Jesus, Buddha and Julius Caesar appeared on the
video screen- and transfer them to the present, so that we can understand the past”.
The next scene brought back Lance, sitting behind his desk and staring thoughtfully at the camera.
The jar with the brain had now disappeared from his desk and was replaced by an object looking
like a black price tagging gun. He continued his monologue.
“Another important value of our company is communicating our message clearly to the people, so
that they understand in their own terms how time travel works. Recent technological advances have
made it possible to unite human brains and machines in a powerful new synthesis. The so-called
‘robopeople‘ among us have shown, despite past pessimism about this matter, that it is perfectly
possible for man and machine to live in perfect symbiosis and learn from each other. Artificial limbs
replace body parts and take over their functions by ceaselessly monitoring and adjusting to their
biological environment; brain scanning computers help those disabled and paralysed to communicate by reading their brain activity and translating it onto visual or auditory signals; this allows others
to read their thoughts on a screen, or even to hear them talk through a built-in artificial voice without
opening their mouths. There is even research in progress tackling the ultimate human nemesis:
death. Professor Petskov at the University of Berkeley, California is currently conducting longitudinal
studies where a computer chip is planted into the brain of newborn chimpanzees. This chip incessantly collects information from the brain it is attached to, which allows for the replication of its functions and thought processes. Some argue that this information will enable the replication of the brain
of the animal in question after its death since all information about its life will be captured on a tiny
microchip. Others take this even further, and point out that if we do the same thing to human beings,
we may one day be able to bring back to life those loved ones who have departed too soon, by recreating their brains within replicas of their bodies. Frankenstein doesn’t seem such an unlikely fantasy any more” (here the screen showed a scene from Boris Karloff’s film version of Frankenstein).
Andrew and Rose shuddered at this macabre thought. Rose contemplated with utter repulsion a
world in which her Andrew was somehow around after his death, with his resurrected body acting as
if he was still the same person, while a microchip replacing his brain gave instructions for it to behave
like the late Dr. Andrew Losaline’s body once did. As if he felt this repulsion emanating from behind
the video screen, Lance Masters changed the topic tactfully. “But it is perhaps not really necessary
to go to such extreme lengths to prove this new way of joint working between man and machine.
Most people in the western world are now familiar with the revolutionary all-in-one chips that are
planted in human brains by brain tagging machines”. While saying these words, Lance lifted the
black machine in his hands that looked like a price tagging gun and pointed it to the camera.
“All-in-one chips are microchips that once planted, tap into one’s brain function, offering us the opportunity to receive silent phone calls, GPS instructions, internet access and other technological
goods directly to our brains. Incoming information is quietly processed and not visible to the outside
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world. We can now drive while our inner GPS takes us quietly to work; have a phone conversation
with our friends with our brains doing all the talking; and quickly search the internet for information
to challenge our-know-it-all friend at the pub who always tries to overwhelm us with unverified information. Past generations called those able to read the thoughts of others telepathic. Surely, anyone
wearing an all-in-one chip would have appeared to have telepathic properties to our ancestors”.
Lance got up from his seat and walked towards the computer. Confidently, he was slowly approaching the summit of this video, the apogee of modern technology, the triumph of the postmodern technocrat. He pointed at the simple set up, an elegant computer screen on the desk; next to it a little
plastic box and a small pyramid-like object; in front of the desk a chair with wires hanging over its
two armrests- and said:
“As it will become apparent, historical representations of how time machines would be like in the
future were no more than fantasies. In this day and age, we don’t need bulky machines with complex
interfaces; neither do we need noise and smoke producing artefacts. A time machine is in fact minuscule and looks just like any other microchip to the naked eye”.
He picked up the plastic box and opened it. The camera zoomed in to show a tiny microchip.
“This is a simple device, which is able to do what massive machines were once needed for: it manipulates particles -in this case tachyons. Huge centrifugal powers create a time warp which allows
particles to move back and forward in time.”
The camera went back to the same person who sat earlier on the dentist chair. He had wires connected to both his arms which were resting on the armrests and his head was thrown against the
back of the chair. Next to him a person in a white robe was holding a brain tagging machine and was
making movements towards him suggesting that he was about to fire its contents into his skull. Another scientist in a white robe was sitting behind the computer screen and typing away on his keyboard.
“A brain tagging machine attaches the microchip to the brain; the microchip itself is controlled by
our powerful computer which determines the velocity and direction of the movement of the particles.
Chip and computer are wirelessly connected through the Pyramidonium which transmits brain signals to the computer. These signals are displayed on the screen.”
The camera zoomed in on the computer screen showing a timeline, with an arrow pointing at the
right side of the line, where a dot on the line was labelled with ‘NOW’. Underneath the timeline, the
word “location:” could be read. Lance continued:
“Once the subject’s brain travels back in time, a timeline shows us the approximate era in which that
brain is situated. This handy visual guide also tells us when the time traveller’s brain is connected to
another brain in that era. We are notified of a successful connection by a green light at the top of the
screen, while a red light indicates that no connection is taking place. Amber means that the brain is
currently trying to establish a connection. But what about the subject’s thoughts? What can we tell
about what they are thinking?”
The rhetorical question was asked straight at the camera so that the viewer felt compelled to continue
watching expecting it to be answered by the confident expert on the screen.
“Brains that are connected to the time machine chip are active, but not conscious. Our technology
is tapping into the emotional part of the brain, the limbic system” (a diagram of the human brain
appeared on the screen with the lower middle part highlighted). “It draws a visual representation of
what we feel while we experience something. At the moment, this is the closest we have come to
reading human minds that are traveling in time”. Lance got up from his seat, and walked to a nearby
computer. He stood in front of its screen and while still standing, typed in a command on the keyboard. The camera zoomed in on the screen showing the timeline (with the arrow still pointing at
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NOW). When Lance hit the key, it suddenly disappeared from the screen and was replaced by a
square whose content was totally black. “This is the brain-box” Lance said. “This gives us a peek
into what someone connected to the time machine is experiencing. Here we can see all their emotions and thoughts visually displayed. They can take the shape of an image, a word, a structure, or
anything else that wonderful machine called the human brain can conjure while experiencing something. As you can see, this is literally a black box, waiting to be populated with human thoughts and
emotions”.
The video switched back to the scene of the person sitting at the dentist’s chair with his head thrown
back. It zoomed discretely to the nearby computer screen, where a parade of lines, abstract structures, letters and images in all sorts of shapes were passing at a pace which was impossible for the
human eye to keep up with. Clearly visible in the background, the Pyramidonium was lighting up and
glowing on the desk. Lance’s voice sounded almost soothing, by now having convinced most viewers
that he is The Expert to whom they can safely abandon themselves, the one who will gently guide
them to The Truth. He said:
“Human brains think, feel and act very fast. It is the foremost task of our scientists to break down
and analyse the images that are the products of our subject’s thinking process and emotions so that
we can understand what the brain experiences while it’s time traveling. Our specialist computer programs slow down the visual output by ten thousand times, in order to record and interpret the material
that sheds light on how we think and feel when we are time traveling”.
Now Lance Masters was addressing the camera directly again:
“Our research is ground-breaking and comes at a huge cost. We need the support of our community
to reach our demanding targets. Should you be willing to join us in the most thrilling and exciting
journey ever, act today by donating to our company or by buying our shares. TTM: improving the
future by understanding the past”.
Andrew and Rose had barely felt it, but their seats were slowly resuming their normal vertical position
while the video on the hologram was slowly fading away. The lights went on and they found themselves staring straight at Paul Welsh. First he was broadly grinning at them, then he started to slowly
slurp water from a white plastic cup. The faded tattoo on his upper arm was wrinkling and changing
shape while he brought the cup to his lips. He had his gaze fixed on Rose’s blouse which she was
trying to re-arrange by pulling its underside, which had moved upward by the unrelenting laws of
gravity.
“Are you ready for another cup of tea?” Sarah’s metallic voice resounded as the household robot
came from behind them and stood discreetly next to them. She was holding two cups in her robotic
claws and had aligned them correctly, so that when Andrew reached to her outstretched left arm, he
grabbed the tea with three sugars, while Rose got the cup with one sugar. Andrew noticed Lance
Masters sitting on his left behind the computer desk near the window. One of the wires on the dentist
chair in front of the desk was aimlessly dangling like a pendulum.
“I hope you enjoyed our promotional video” Lance said with a mysterious expression on his face.
“We thought it was the best way to introduce you to the broad details of our program. The finer details
will be covered during Andrew’s training. Do you have any questions?”
“Yes I do” said Rose and straightened her back on her chair, spilling some tea from her cup in the
process. “Are you comfortable with the idea of someone’s thoughts appearing unedited on a computer screen?”
Lance smiled as if he had anticipated this question.
“Only our specialist staff have access to any output coming from our subject’s brain” he proclaimed.
“All material is strictly used with the sole purpose of understanding and describing the experience of
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the person who travels back in time through our technology”. Rose sighed. Of course she understood
this, but felt uncomfortable at the thought of someone having direct access to your inner thoughts. It
felt like the worst form of shameless voyeurism. Andrew sensed this and took the word.
“From what I’ve gathered” he said, “what is displayed on the screen is nothing more than abstract
feelings and thoughts. I would be surprised to see something specific enough to shock a viewer.
Which of course brings the issue of how reliable and useful the information is that you are trying to
extract, Mr. Masters”.
Lance nodded his head. “That’s where you training comes in, professor. In the next few weeks we
will work hard to train your visual representation skills, so that you learn to control and direct your
intuition with the skill of a Zen master. Soon you will be able to command your emotional side almost
as well as your rational side”.
Paul Welsh chipped in eagerly.
“Visual representation training includes slowing down and ‘capturing’ your inner thoughts in order to
gain control over them. You can compare this process with a lucid dream. Have you ever had a lucid
dream, madam?”
He turned to Rose whose face turned red instantly, inflamed by his audacity.
“Sometimes I do” she stammered.
“It’s a very similar feeling” Paul said. “You are in a dreamy, semi-conscious state and yet you can
learn to guide your thoughts towards a conscious goal.”
“You will be able to give us some idea of what goes on in your inner world while you time travel”
Lance said. “However, your expression might not be exactly what you intend it to be. The state of
mind of the person who time travels is difficult to define. It’s something between the dreamlike state
of REM sleep and the self-induced trance of the Dervish and the shamans. We don’t know enough
about it yet as it’s a state we can’t reproduce easily and it doesn’t correspond with any of the known
stages of altered states.”
Andrew frowned and exchanged a look with Rose. She rolled her eyes as she had enough of this
semi-scientific mumbo jumbo and was in desperate need of a strong drink. Would Sara serve me a
double Scotch? she thought and was suddenly overcome by nervous laughter as she was imagining
the household robot holding a bottle of whisky in one stiff robotic arm, while presenting a glass with
ice cubes to her with the other. Lance and Paul looked at each other full of meaning and Paul raised
his shoulders comically in a sign of fake exasperation.
“I guess it has been a long day for all of us, so maybe it’s time for a break” he said.
That was when Dr. Andrew Losaline got up from his chair, brushed his clothes and with a voice
ambiguous enough to contain both mocking and gravitas, said the following, stunning everyone in
the room:
“Let’s cut this nonsense, gentlemen. We need to achieve results and we don’t have much time. Bring
on that training”.
And so they brought on the training. It was lengthy and very tiring, but Andrew threw himself on it as
if his whole life and academic career were depending on it. In the following three weeks, sessions
ran from nine in the morning. This was still an unholy hour for a professor famously known for arriving
regularly late to his ten o’clock lectures with unkempt hair and overgrown beard, only getting away
with this because of his impeccable reputation and respectability. They would work with only short
breaks until six in the evening. During the breaks he continued to work incessantly, running his university projects from a TTM computer, to which he had exclusive access upon his request. Rose in
the meanwhile, worked hard to rearrange and postpone appointments. She took it upon herself to
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soothe and reassure the dean of the University of Wolshton who was getting increasingly nervous
by the lengthy absence of one of his top scholars; and brushed off requests from academics so that
the damage of academic inaction was limited and interesting requests for information and collaborations were recorded with the promise of a future appointment.
Visual representation training consisted of a combination of computer tests, verbal instructions and
guided meditation practices. Andrew learned new breathing techniques, visual imaging, and practiced progressive muscular relaxation with Paul Walsh. Upon his own request, as he had experience
with oriental meditation techniques himself, he also practiced Zen meditation with a person hired by
TTM called Omar. Omar came to the sessions dressed in bright orange traditional Buddhist robes.
As his British accent was impeccable and his manners decidedly westernised, Andrew wondered
amused whether he was ordered to wear the ethnic garb to help him accelerate his inner transformation into a Zen adept, a decision which was underlining TTM’s keenness to have him mentally
ready for the journey as soon as possible. However, their impatience was unnecessary, because
Andrew proved to be an extraordinary learner and in the weeks that followed, his progress was
immense. He quickly took advantage of his ability to relax and observe his own body; learned to
distinguish between hundreds of micro-emotions -induced through direct brain stimulation- and was
able to name them accurately as he felt them parading in his stream of consciousness. Once he
became fully aware of them, his next task was to learn how to manipulate them. He made them
appear upon his own command and was then able to immediately dismiss them like some bad employee. Once that stage was also successfully completed, a visual association course was initiated.
There he learned how to associate his emotions with various visual symbols, diagrams and images.
“This will make it possible for you to let us know what you are experiencing without using any verbal
means” Lance pointed out. “Essentially, this will be your only way of communicating with us”.
Andrew had become quite confident in his ability to complete the project successfully at this stage.
A lot of attention was given to ways of communicating to the experiment controller that he wanted to
be taken away from where he was. It was agreed that he would visualise the image of a door if he
wanted to leave the era he was in, or the image of TTM’s logo if he wished to return to the present.
Other visual signs were practiced to indicate that Andrew wanted to stay longer in a certain era -this
wish was expressed by the image of a watch-, that he got an important insight -visualisation of a
golden key- and when he saw something unusual, or not congruent to the era he was in -visualisation
of a question-mark.
Paul Welsh in the meanwhile concentrated on the practical aspects of the preparations for Dr. Losaline’s journey. The professor finally gave in to the musts of his technological era and he allowed a
TTM technician to install a microchip on his brain with a brain tagging machine. Much to his surprise,
this was a totally painless process and he didn’t feel a thing -although Rose insisted on being with
him on the day and holding his hand throughout the tagging process, to which Paul Walsh reacted
by ostentatiously rolling his eyes. But rather than the popular all-in-one chip, this was the unique
tachyon-manipulating microchip that would transport him back and fro in time. In the last few days
of his training, he spent a lot of time by the desk near the window, wired to the chair with electrodes
attached to his head and body. Paul sat behind the computer giving various commands, while Andrew laid comfortably with his eyes closed and his head thrown back, reacting to various stimuli
while trying to relax in order to simulate the experience of time travelling. He then practiced successfully conjuring on the computer screen the various visual objects that would be his means of communication with the people behind the machine in the present. As the training was now approaching
its end, they also spent a long time focusing on fine-tuning the details of the journey.
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Paul showed Andrew two drips hidden under the chair he was sitting on. This solved the mystery of
the eerie catheters hanging over the armrests. Both were extending from the drips and had to be
connected intravenously to his arms.
“We don’t need to see their contents and they are continuously refreshed by our staff after being
thoroughly analysed by our computer” Paul grinned. “You might have to sit a long time on that chair,
depending on how your journey goes, so we wouldn’t want you to dehydrate. One of the IV bags is
for liquids coming in, the other one for those going out”.
“Charming” Dr. Losaline said. “How long is my journey supposed to last?”
“It is not good transporting your brain to antiquity, where we want you to start, and then bringing it
all the way back to the present at once. That will create a culture shock, even for a highly experienced
historian such as yourself, whose consequences are difficult to foresee. We want you to descend in
time in reverse chronological order, and work slowly your way towards the present. I see this much
like an adventurer who slowly descends into the Grand Canyon before climbing back up. That way
the ascent will be much more comfortable and relaxing.”
At the final stage of preparations, Dr. Andrew Losaline spent several hours with Lance Masters in
front of his TTM computer, working out a schedule that would allow him to connect to the brains of
some of the most important persons that have ever lived since antiquity. He would have liked much
to connect with the brains of Siddhartha Gautama, Socrates and Jesus Christ, but as there were too
many gaps in historical knowledge about significant aspects of their lives (and indeed, their very
existence was often taken in doubt), he decided to connect to other contemporaries instead whose
whereabouts were much easier to establish.
“We have to be careful when establishing contact, we shouldn’t take any chances” Lance warned.
“The more you go back in time, the sketchier our knowledge becomes about historical figures. And
if you can’t connect with your target person, then it becomes difficult to connect to other persons of
that era, as they are not sufficiently known to us. The consequences of that, could be, in a worst
case scenario, that your brain floats in limbo unable to establish a connection and has to be returned
to another era”.
Of course Dr. Losaline didn’t wish to see his formidable brain reduced to a mere ghost lost in the
vortex of time and space like the Flying Dutchman, so he planned to connect to the brains of other
contemporaries of his target persons instead. He spent a long time behind the TTM computer researching details of historical events in antiquity. He refreshed his memory on details about the
achievements of Plato, Julius Caesar and Pontius Pilate and decided to inhabit their brains. He
sought key events in their lives, established their exact dates through historical knowledge and
handed over the data so that they could be entered onto TTM’s powerful computer that sets the time
machine in motion. From here, he set out to plan a route in time which would connect his brain to
those of St. Augustine, Thomas Aquinas, emperor Constantine Palaiologos, Voltaire, Wolfgang Goethe, Sigmund Freud and Alan Turing, first briefly in reverse chronological order to make sure connection is established and then onwards in time starting with Plato, his first target person.
During the last week of Dr. Losaline’s training, the professor and Lance started giving interviews to
the media to inform them about TTM’s ground-breaking project. The press didn’t warm to the project
initially, as years of failures and unfulfilled promises had left them sceptical, not to mention cynical
about the feasibility of time travel. But the involvement of a high profile academic eventually made
them curious, and soon requests to attend the launch started flooding in. As guest list spaces for
attendance of the launch day at the small TTM lab in Ulshire were rather limited, Lance Masters and
Paul Greenman made strict selections on who was to attend, and unsurprisingly their shortlist was
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rather biased towards how favourable the journalist in question and their paper had been about TTM
and time travel in past articles.
The last day of Dr. Losaline’s training was rather frantic, with Andrew and the TTM staff rehearsing
details and summarising their plans and Sara rolling frantically back and forth to bring them coffee
and tea with biscuits. Paul Greenman made an appearance after a long time and Rose was there
too, quietly observing in the background without interfering, as she knew how stressed Andrew would
get so close to the final preparations. While her attention was fully concentrated on Andrew’s efforts,
the two Pauls seemed rather distracted by her subtle make up and tight yet smart office wear. They
had to be called to task several times by Lance Masters who was now claiming full charge of the
situation -when the going got tough, he felt the need to step up and show them that he was the
undisputed leader and the man who would take all final decisions. Around seven in the evening, the
finishing touches were finally made, but the participants were too tired and stressed to celebrate.
The big launch day was tomorrow morning, and with so many administrative tasks still to be completed, it looked like they day was not quite over yet for some of the TTM staff. Andrew got off his
chair where he was practicing his final visualisation, put his glasses on and went upstairs to use the
lavatory giving Rose a brief hug on his way. The fact that TTM staff had to go upstairs every time
they needed to use the bathroom was one of the most annoying features of this building and one
that even the visionary technology of TTM couldn’t resolve.
Andrew stretched his shoulders as he was going up the stairs, trying to relax after three weeks of
intense work. The Zen meditation he had practiced in the past weeks, had given him the ability to
enter a meditative mode fairly quickly, so he was in a state of heightened consciousness and alertness when he got to the first floor of the building. He found it drenched in darkness, which gave him
instantly a feeling of unease as the lights were always on in the whole building when it was being
used, due to its natural obscurity.
“They must have a problem with the electric circuits up here, I must tell them downstairs” he thought
while groping in the dark for the light switch to the toilet. As he was struggling in the dark -by this
stage, his natural state of absent-mindedness had overcome his mindfulness and he couldn’t focus
on where the light switch would have been- he suddenly had the impression that something had
moved in the dark in the room ahead of him, the office where they had their first meeting with the
TTM staff what seemed like an eternity ago.
“Is anyone there?” he exclaimed and made a step forward. A slumped silhouette changed its position
and Andrew got the uncomfortable feeling that someone was now staring at him from the dark. His
heart leapt, all concentration now lost by this unexpected encounter. This was the time when he
should have made a move, run down the stairs and inform the other people in the building that some
intruder was upstairs. With the company having so many enemies, his thoughts went immediately
to sabotage. It could be an animal activist or someone from the Defence League for the True Nature
of Man. He should have known that with so many interviews given and so much press generated,
someone would have finally figured out where the training for the project was taking place, someone
who had perhaps followed him from the University, where he went to make some final arrangements
before his trip this morning. After this, he had travelled to Ulshire by train. Suddenly, he felt pretty
stupid; he should have known that someone might have taken his chance to follow him from there
to the TTM offices, and then somehow made his way into the building.
As he was considering all of this, he couldn’t help noticing that despite his fears, his legs were moving
against his will towards the dark silhouette. Naturally curious and fascinated by anything unusual no matter how threatening- his mind couldn’t help feeling attracted to this new challenge, a new
enigma to solve. He would find out who the person was, challenge them and humiliate them with
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rational arguments that would make any response totally irrelevant. Then, the person would leave
beaten and utterly defeated with their tail between their legs.
But as he was approaching the silent figure, the mysterious person did not flinch and continued
staring at him. Maybe it was the emotional discharge after days of hard work and preparation for a
lonely journey through lands unknown; maybe it was the idea of the staring eyes still fixated on him;
whatever the reason, Dr. Losaline was suddenly driven to a state of panic; he now understood that
a man was sitting on a chair facing him. But at the same time, he realized with a sense of horror that
he had a strong feeling that what was staring at him was not a pair of human eyes, but two black
holes behind a silver flame shining faintly in the dark. This is just a man; I am a rational person he
forced himself to think. But his body didn’t seem to obey. Shocked and overcome by sudden fear,
he started to tremble. He inadvertently lost control of his legs and fell on his knees right in front of
the seated man
(creature)?
His forehead was now only inches away from its or his
(its)?
undefined face and he felt his (his, God let it be his!) hot breath awfully close to his forehead. Torturously slow, a hand reached out and then grabbed him by his collar with a jerking movement.
I am a hyper-rational individual; now I am expected to shout for help and I should. These words
quickly flashed through his mind. After all, there were several people downstairs who would be able
to hear him in this rather small and compact building. Rescue was at hand. He opened his dry mouth,
but no sound came out. The hand pulled him towards the figure in the dark, and a mouth was put so
close to his left ear, that he felt saliva particles entering his earlobe together with sound as the mysterious character finally spoke.
“I know you saw them too” the voice of a man whispered. “The blood, the dead knights, the fallen
castles...lost glories of the past. And you know what? This is only the beginning. This is only the first
era. From now on it gets better and better, oh yes it does; the vision will intensify with time, like
reverb on a muted channel that builds up to a crescendo of utter cacophony. You will continue flying
with the dove; it will take you on a tour and every time you close your eyes to rest, it will gradually
force you to see the rest too: all that we have lost and ruined in the past, and everything we will
destroy in the future. You see, empires collapse, my friend; and when dust settles, only their ruins
remain”.
Andrew tried to pull away from the man’s face, but was too weak to resist. The hand released its
pressure, but rather than getting up and running away, or at least pushing the strange individual
away, he fell down on all fours right in front of him. The voice continued, and he felt his eyes filling
with moisture while he sensed the triumphant tone in the man’s delivery.
“It’s that damn diamond” he said. “Most of the times I can’t even pronounce the bloody thing’s name.
It controls your mind and messes with it. It sits there pretty and shines the whole time, and you can’t
resist to it. It generates fantasies and creates visions. You, professor, are a very different creature
than I am. I was born a technocrat, you an intellectual. But the thing unites us, it teaches us a humble
lesson that all is one: you and I share the same vision, and we are both cursed to relive it over and
over again. That, Dr. Losaline, is the power of the P-Pyramidonium. It warns you for what there is to
come. Because, Professor, what comes when you become one with the machine, is not good at all.
I was literally you when I went there. I was in your thoughts and saw them as if they were mine. And
professor, I couldn’t possibly come and visit without leaving a little present. Now that would be rude,
wouldn’t it? Yes, it would. That’s why I left you this little vision to ponder on. And that is what is uniting
us more than ever, now that you are about to go out there and experience how it is to be one not
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just with me, but with the whole universe. Good luck professor, but if I were you, I would return to
my other duties of saving the world from war and famine and not go there at all”.
The man’s voice ceased. Andrew started crawling on all fours, bumping his head against various
objects in the process. But he didn’t care. All he wanted, was to leave this nightmare as soon as
possible. Tears were streaming from his eyes as he felt his glasses fall, and then being crushed
under the pressure of one of his hands. Warm liquid started trickling over his wounded hand. Then
he saw the light, the exit from the nightmare. He continued crawling towards it, and felt the stairs
under his limbs now. Like a dog, he crawled all the way down the stairs, but rather than going to the
room where Rose and the TTM staff were, still on all fours, he opened the door in front of him and
crawled outside. Footsteps followed him closely behind. Panic stricken, he got up and started to run.
As he disappeared into the thick vegetation, he started panting uncontrollably. He felt the footsteps
approach again. He closed his eyes and straightened his back against the tree stem.
(go away, go away)
Then, the footsteps suddenly ceased to move in his direction and turned as if they had changed their
mind, walking away from him and the TTM office. Professor Losaline was finally left alone, panting
and sweating like he never had before, while his ears followed the steps of Dirk Prevez slowly fading
away and disappearing into the falling dusk.
b) It Can’t Get Worse
Where had all this time gone? The big moment had come, but he was still in a haze and almost
oblivious to it. There he was, strapped to the chair on which he spent the previous three weeks
rehearsing relaxation techniques, mental visualization and Zen meditation. Wires were connected to
both his arms, chest and head. The tachyon-manipulating microchip in his head connected to TTM’s
powerful computer via the mysterious wireless entity that was the Pyramidonium; everything was
now ready for the journey that should change the course of history.
Dr. Losaline had some vague recollection of Rose being very angry at him and his broken glasses
yesterday -which he had attributed to falling from the stairs in his usual absent-mindedness. Once
they went back to their flat, she screamed to him something about how selfish he was, how he didn’t
care about anyone else than himself. She asked how he was supposed to be part of such a crucial
experiment that will change the world for the better if he didn’t take care of himself in the first place?
One day, he would have a serious injury and then it would be up to her to take care of him for the
rest of her life. Would he have really wanted her to spoon-feed him, help him wear his clothes and
go to the toilet and read him fairy tales rather than scientific papers? Could he not see how selfish
he was?
Andrew hadn’t taken notice of much of this, although he did understand her sentiments and accepted
that she finally had to blurt out all her frustrations and stress that had accumulated over the last few
weeks. She had been under tremendous pressure and had managed to deal with a lot of his practical
affairs with success, restricting any potential problems arising from his prolonged absence from academic work to the absolute minimum. But at the same time, after yesterday’s strange encounter in
the dark, he was still in shock and everything -including her outburst- appeared unreal to him. Many
questions were suddenly raised about this mission, and in particular about Dirk Prevez’ mental condition, but there just wasn’t enough time to deal with them and he had decided not to raise the issue
with Rose or the other TTM staff. He tried not to think about this, or about the fact that Dirk himself
was probably following today’s events at this very moment on one of the screens upstairs. The TTM
technicians would gather there to watch the historical event as it unfolded on hologram screens
projected in sky presentation mode to the ceiling. Only the elite VIPs were allowed downstairs.
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None of the dignitaries had rejected the invitation to the event despite the continuous scepticism
from the press and the scientific community about time traveling. Many had made sarcastic comments in their papers, others snubbed the news item all together. The words ‘charlatans’, ‘pseudoscience’ and ‘parapsychology’ were even used on some occasions. But those gathered here, all
hoped to witness the biggest scientific breakthrough of all times. After all, you never knew: if there
even was a grain of truth in any of this time travel business, it would have been something akin to
public suicide for any self-respecting paper to reject an invitation to the event where history was
being written.
They were all crammed in this small, hot room and took their positions and stand around the professor’s chair in order of importance: on the left, the High Sheriff with her wide feathered hat obscuring
the view of the second row of VIPs -those important enough to be here, but not quite important to be
at the front; next to her, the local MP -a senior Conservative well-respected in the local community
of Ulshire; then, the mayor of the Town -her golden chains vainly trying to outshine the glowing
Pyramidonium on the desk; next to the mayor, the Advisor of the Scientific Society and editor-inchief of three of the most important scientific and technology magazines around. In-between them,
and sometimes in front and behind them, the selected press: all of them good acquaintances of
Lance Masters and Paul Greenman, who got regular privileges and sneak previews of research
developments ahead of the other competitors. In return, they studiously looked for a positive angle
in each news item related to TTM’s activities. Presently, they were pushing and shoving, bending
down on their knees, stretching behind unsuspecting bodies and generally doing everything they
can to get that all-important photo that could make the difference in today’s news websites and
tomorrows papers.
Behind the computer screen sat a familiar IT technician. His name was Jan Markowicz, a person
Andrew had only met in the last few days, but that time was enough to make him understand that
Markowicz was considered to be one of the company’s top staff and a ‘total wiz with the computer’
as Lance Masters had put it. Jan was bald with some sparse and unruly curly hair at the sides of his
head and wore the type of thick rim glasses that were lethally unfashionable in this day and agesurely a sign of either complete eccentricity or incurable stubbornness. Lance himself had taken
place right behind Jan standing tall with straightened back, making it clear to everyone that he was
Jan’s supervisor and the Big Boss here. Paul Greenman was standing quietly a little behind him, at
a more discrete distance.
Lance made some sort of announcement to which the press people started taking photo’s industriously, while others were scribbling down notes in shorthand; but Andrew was still in a different mental
plane, unable to take in all that was happening around him. His eyes wondered around until they
met Rose’s, who -from her position among the second-tier VIPs behind the dignitaries- managed to
transport him temporarily to the present with her smile. He felt safe in the knowledge that all was
well today. They had made up with a kiss after yesterday’s fight, before spending the night silently
together; a night in which they ended up not sleeping much, drinking strong spirits and making passionate love several times as if they were never going to see each other again. Then he had risen
early out of their bed and wrote a few quick ideas for his latest study, answered a few emails of his
students and colleagues, all this on an empty stomach despite Rose’s protestations. But he just
couldn’t manage to eat anything before an important event, it felt as if his throat was squeezed shut
by some invisible hand.
They were also silent during most of the trip to the TTM office and when they arrived, they gratefully
accepted some coffee from Sara (which Andrew swallowed with difficulty) and set to work. It didn’t
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take long until the dignitaries started coming in and Andrew greeted them politely (the High Sheriff
according to protocol) with Rose playing the role of the discrete strong woman by his side.
Where had all the time gone? Her smile was now saying that everything was OK, that she was proud
of him and totally confident in the success of the mission. He smiled back, and closed his eyes. The
computer started to count down in a metallic and perfectly synchronized voice.
10, 9, 8…
He knew that a big hologram screen was now projected on the ceiling on which all participants could
follow the computer’s timeline and brain-box as he was about to be transported back in time.
7, 6, 5…
He tried to concentrate and relax. Now was the time to put all the meditation and relaxation techniques he had learned over the last few weeks into practice, as he had to enter in time without the
usual baggage of day-to-day stressors and worries. He took a deep breath…
4, 3, 2…
He had to visualize positive things to stay focused. First he brought upon his mind’s eye Rose’s
smiling face. It only lasted a fraction before it disintegrated and transformed into a spiral. But then
the spiral slowly changed taking the shape of another face. First the beard, then the hollow
eyes…much to his horror, he saw Dirk’s face silently staring at him. Half of it was obscured, like a
crescent moon. He immediately ordered the image to transform again. It became a bird, a dove
which flew above a hill. He knew what was on the hill and felt the contours of the bodies, the ruins
that still hung on from a thread, the thick red carpet spreading ominously over the grass…but he
chose to focus ahead only and to look forward.
1, 0.
He felt as if the lights were suddenly switched off and he was drenched in total darkness and silence.
His body jumped up on the chair, and some people in the room made an exclamation of surprise
and shock. Rose felt tightness in her heart, although she knew very well that this was about to happen as they had been thoroughly rehearsing this stage among other details in Andrew’s training. His
body now rested on the chair, the head thrown back and the eyes closed peacefully. The timeline
on the hologram screen started to move backwards.
“Transporting to the past” the metallic voice said. Everyone in the room held their breath. Even the
clicking of the photo cameras stopped for a moment.
“Establishing connection…”
The light at the top of the screen went amber…and then green. The marker on the timeline had
stopped somewhere in the first part of the 20th century.
“Connection successful”. The contours of an old-fashioned computer, a massive device full of knobs
and connectors, appeared on the screen. This was Dr. Losaline’s pre-agreed visualization of establishing contact with Alan Turing’s brain.
A big cheer echoed in the room, as all participants had been briefed on Andrew’s visualization symbols and their expected appearance on the brain-box. Sighs of relief and applause all around.
The primitive computer disappeared from the screen. It was replaced by a door, the sign that Professor Losaline was ready to move to another era.
“Transporting to the past…establishing connection…”
This time the timeline was indicating that Andrew’s brain was situated somewhere in the early 20th
century. The location mark below the screen wrote ‘Vienna’.
A beard and a cigar were projected on the screen. The audience laughed. Professor Losaline had
established connection with Dr. Sigmund Freud. After a few moments, the door appeared again.
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“Transporting to the past…establishing connection…”
Dr. Losaline connected with Wolfgang Goethe this time. Smiles all around, and low murmurs of
admiration.
“Transporting to the past…establishing connection…”
Successful connection with Voltaire’s brain, as the location mark showed Paris, France.
“Transporting to the past…establishing connection…”
Emperor Constantine Palaiologos, Thomas Aquinas and St Augustine followed successfully, each
of them accompanied by the pre-agreed visualization. As the marker on the timeline was moving
more and more to the left to indicate his journey back in time, the TTM staff and Rose started to get
increasingly nervous. They were now entering uncharted territory and eras no man had travelled to
before. Not so the dignitaries and press however, whose excited banter and exclamations were
getting more and more enthusiastic with time.
Pontius Pilate and then Julius Caesar followed, the last one accompanied by a caricature appearing
in the brain-box which was taken straight from Asterix and Obelix comics. Hilarity ensued.
“Transporting to the past…establishing connection…”
The image of a marble statue depicting Plato appeared on the screen. It was greeted by a round of
warm and enthusiastic applause, as they all knew that this was the last stage in Dr. Losaline’s journey. Now, he would be transported forward in time at a much slower tempo to re-connect chronologically with the same historical characters; but that could take hours or even days, depending on
how long Dr. Losaline wished to stay and explore a certain era.
Sara was already doing rounds and offering champagne to everyone. The audience had broken off
in little groups, all talking excitedly with grand gestures. Only Jan Markowicz was still seated behind
the computer, monitoring the progress of the journey. He was in constant communication with engineers upstairs through his all-in-one microchip. Of course, no one had noticed this.
Neither did they notice that the green light had now changed to amber and the screen had gone
blank with only the words ‘establishing connection…’ written on it. Jan did however and felt immediately alarmed; he furiously checked for Andrew’s coordinates. The time line was moving backwards
and forwards and the word ‘unknown’ was blinking on the location mark. Panic-stricken commands
from the engineers upstairs were now entering his brain through the all-in-one chip. The light then
changed to red and the emotionless metallic voice suddenly exclaimed loud and clear:
‘Connection failed’.
All conversation stopped, and heads turned to face the IT technician behind the computer. With all
eyes set on him, he felt his throat running dry in an instant. He turned around and faced Lance, who
was looking sternly down at him. His arm was stretched in an awkward, unnatural position with the
champagne glass in his hand now slightly declining to the left.
Jan swallowed hard and looked up at Lance, when he finally managed to open his mouth. Although
he was looking at him, he was addressing all the audience in the room when he finally spoke up
saying the following words:
“Dr. Masters, it looks as if we lost connection with Dr Losaline’s brain”.
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Chapter Three: When Fire is Father
a) Lust
Paul Greenman had never really loved a woman. He had spent half of his life trying to figure out the
mystery of the female psyche, understand it from the inside out, and had failed. The other half he
had spent trying to live together with a woman -and with the gradual arrival of his daughters two, and
then three women- and there he felt he had failed too.
It's not that he was a misogynist. At least not one in the typical sense of the word. He didn't hate
women as such. Rather, he felt he didn't understand them. One could have guessed things would
turn wrong if one had seen his early interactions with his own mother. His parents had tried for years
to conceive a child, taking advantage of every rare opportunity his dad, who was a scientific consultant for the government and ambitious enough to have several consulting businesses of his own, was
at home between his demanding work and business traveling ventures. But no matter how much
they had tried, nothing happened for nine long years and they had started to resign to the horrifying
idea they would remain childless forever. Just when they had started to discuss the possibility of
adoption -which felt like an inevitability by that stage- Paul was conceived. One glorious morning,
just as they had scheduled their second appointment with the National Adoption Agency to discuss
Verinea, that gorgeous dark-skinned girl with curly hair from Lesotho they had decided to adopt, his
dad, who was in yet another work related meeting, received a triumphant SMS by his wife that she
was finally pregnant. It would be fair to say that the call was received with relief rather than enthusiasm by his dad.
The parents were overjoyous at the prospect of a child and his mum set herself the task of preparing
as thoroughly as possible for the impending arrival, not in the slightest hindered by the constant
absence of her husband. Pink towels and clothes were bought. The baby room in their large semi
detached house had pink curtains with girly patterns. Generous funds were invested in expensive
combs for that abundant hair that was expected, and the fluffy teddy bears and pillows for the bed
had pink hearts and kissing lip patterns on them. Because although Marc and Sue Greenman did
not wish to know the sex of their child before its birth, Sue was convinced that it would be a girl.
Unfortunately, it turned out to be a boy.
His mum spent the first two years of Paul's life, in a state that was often described by friends and
relatives as 'in denial'. She would insist on dressing him up in girly clothes, talking to him in an
exaggerated high pitched voice as if she was addressing a girl and when no one was around to see
her, she would even call him Paula. That didn't seem to be an issue until Paul started to talk: Sue
would have much rather preferred he had stayed mute forever; and when his dad, in one of his few
interactions with the child, asked him what his name was, he replied with 'Paula'. His sudden look of
anger and disgust at his wife, which was never followed up with any conversation or clarification on
this matter, perhaps summed up best the dynamics of their marriage: a constant balancing act between passive aggression and outright denial between two people who never understood, or tried to
understand, each other.
After these awkward first two years, his mum finally resigned herself to the idea that she was raising
a son and not a daughter. She never showed much affection for Paul, although at first sight he
seemed to have everything a child needed: a stable home environment with two parents who were
financially well off and didn't seem to suffer from any ailments or mental health problems. Contrary
to what some people in its wider social circle would have perhaps predicted, the child didn't seem to
have developed a trauma from his unnatural treatment during his early life. He grew up normally, did
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all the things boys do including collecting Panini stickers and riding a BMX bike and ended up taking
interest in the same professional fields his dad had once taken up: science, technology and consultancy business.
But things were looking very different from the inside. In Paul's universe there was not much place
for love, empathy or even the basic understanding of how differently the other sex -or anyone else
for that matter- was experiencing life in their own terms. Paul had a very methodical, logical approach
to what came his way and he expected everyone else to be exactly the same. From the moment he
had obtained his master degree, he immediately felt he had an advantage over those poor souls
who weren't smart enough to get university education. When he obtained his PhD, he felt he automatically became a natural leader over all the herds of people who didn't have the right to bear the
title of doctor in front of their names. When he received the news from Dr. Lance Masters, one of the
scientists he admired most in the whole of the world, that he was successful in his job application
and he was to be employed by TTM (at the time still called MLS, Modern Living Solutions), the
world's most forward thinking technological company, he found people's congratulations and praise
empty and hollow. Of course he had got the job, he had never doubted this as he knew he was the
most talented and able person for that particular position. And the truth of the matter is that he was.
He worked really hard, was a good team player and came up with many idea's that helped develop
the company's prestige and reputation throughout the last two decades.
But building a time travel machine was not one of his idea's. In fact, he had expressed very serious
reservations from the day they started discussing this crazy idea, and had been sceptical about the
whole venture. Yes, he had remained professional while the company started to put more and more
of their resources into this particular field, neglecting or delegating work on technological innovations
which, in Paul Greenman's eyes, would have more chance of finding applications in real life and
would bring the company more immediate profit, both financial and reputational. But he also felt that
Dr Masters, for all his obvious genius, was sometimes a bit of a dreamer, an entrepreneurial visionary
who had to be protected from his own brilliance. The quick succession of idea's that possessed his
mind often seemed like brainstorming sessions, as if he was challenging the other intelligent people
around him to test whether they could be transformed into things people would actually use in their
day-to-day lives. Consequently, it seemed as if only one out of ten of Lance's ideas had any chance
of passing through the filter from that magical realm of Ideal Perfection into the world where the
limitations of real life ruled. A world where physical space, money and time were always an enemy
and stood in the way of Perfection and Truth. No, Lance's idea's were not always easy to implement,
although they often sounded perfect on paper and one of Paul's tasks was to advice him and give
him logical arguments to help reign his enthusiasm, something Paul was very good at. But the building of a time travel machine was the first company project which Paul felt was slowly slipping out of
his control. The technological advancements in this field were very fast and Paul found himself lagging behind in knowledge and having difficulty to catch up on conversations between the brilliant
minds of this company, in particular Lance and Jan Markowicz.
He was getting increasingly frustrated by this project but saw that everyone else, perhaps with the
exception of Dirk Prewez who seemed to have his own reservations, was so enthusiastic about it
that they couldn't think of anything else for years now. Every meeting was about time travel. Every
press contact, every research, every technological development, everything was now to be sacrificed
at the altar of time travel. Eventually, the name of the company changed to TTM to reflect this,
something which didn't do much to help with Paul's frustration.
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Paul felt that there was a lot of tension building up within himself, but he couldn't find ways of releasing it. At home the relationship with his wife was rather uneventful to say the least. Their interaction
was minimal and they both spent their spare time separately as they had different hobbies. Or to be
more precise, his wife had hobbies while he didn't; he was spending all his spare time catching up
on technological advancements and reading scientific papers downloaded to his all-in-one chip,
while seated on his favourite sofa with a glass of whiskey in hand.
Things were not that different in his relationship with his daughters. As soon as they became teenagers, they totally lost interest in their dad and started behaving towards him as if he was some sort
of village idiot. He felt he had lost all authority on them and the few times he tried to talk to them
about their inappropriate clothing or outrageous partying lifestyles, they mocked him with these hateful little voices, the voices that were but a cruel parody mimicking how he was constantly talking
about weird scientific stuff in which they didn't have any interest whatsoever. Paul felt a sense of
disappointment seeing his daughters being drawn more and more towards his uneducated wife,
forming little alliances with her against him. His wife, who only had a master's degree in psychology,
a field he thought was a semi-science without any substance or the ability to say something substantial about the things that truly mattered in life.
He would happily join his colleagues in the local Ulshire pub and have a few drinks before heading
home. Sometimes however, the emptiness inside would grow and grow and he would feel the need
for immediate release. He would wander around aimlessly through the picturesque Ulshire country
roads without really wanting to return home. At no time he would receive a phone call from his wife
wondering where he was. If he wasn't home by 6, which usually was the case, his wife and two
daughters would dine together and then get on with their lives, totally ignoring his. He would come
home, warm up the leftovers and eat by himself on his favourite sofa, sometimes watching a prerecorded scientific TV program on his all-in-one chip.
He often felt a little stupid wandering about like this. Walking aimlessly was not always the cure he
was hoping for and the tension inside would not subside, it would even grow further. When it got
dark, he would drive in the slow lane of the A-road that would take him home. There was one particular section of the hard shoulder where there were invariably several cars parked at all times of the
day. The cars were empty and seemingly abandoned, and drivers-by would often wonder where
these drivers were.
Paul knew where they were. He would park his car behind one of these vehicles, dim his lights and
swap his shoes with a spare pair he would always carry in the boot of his car. He would wait until
the motorway was empty. He would then jump out of his car, jump over the protective barrier and
slowly climb down in darkness, trampling moist grass and feeling the wet earth under his shoes.
Once he would reach the solid ground, he would hear faint whispers and see the occasional flame
of a lighter flickering searchingly in the dark. No one was talking, but they all knew where they were
and why.
He would slowly undo his belt and let his trousers drop. Before he knew it, the soft whispering of
trampled grass and flowers would suggest footsteps approaching him. Someone would approach
and lie down on all fours a few inches away with his back at him. He would reach out his arms in the
dark and he would invariably feel the leathery, hairy skin he was looking for. He would then also drop
his underwear and feel the warmth of his manhood entering foreign territory, introducing him to a
whole new world where only pleasure, satisfaction and beautiful sensations mattered, where the
pains of everyday life seemed totally harmless and insignificant...
He would do this at irregular intervals, maybe 5-6 times a year. No one would ever disturb them, with
the exception of the occasional lost and horrified Geocacher, who would disappear immediately.
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There was a beautiful sense of similar purpose and belonging there. Everyone was the same in the
dark and it didn't matter what social class you were, what your skin colour was and whether you had
a degree or a PhD. They would all be exactly the same under the caress of darkness and that was
the most beautiful sense of community Paul Greenman would ever experience.
But that sense of satisfaction would only last for a few days, maybe weeks. The usual emptiness
would always return, much as he was trying to hide from it by finding solace in his noble work. And
he would always recognize that feeling as it came back to him. It started with a vague sense of
dissatisfaction -a Weltschmerz as he would think of it himself-, became a nagging voice in the background, like the aura of an impending migraine or the compulsive need of an artist to release a new
idea from his tortured brain; and it ended up like a demon screaming in his ear, commanding him to
deal with the matter urgently.
He had never expected a woman to finally help him break through this destructive cycle, but that's
exactly what had happened. Because Dr. Paul Greenman fell in love for the first time in his life; he
fell in love with Rose Green. For weeks, even months he would go to work and stay totally calm in
the light of countless stressors, failed experiments and the incomprehensible ramblings of Jan Markowicz. He would endure pointless meetings, Dirk’s irritating tiny voice, Lance’s delusions of grandeur and people’s usual lack of intelligence and practical sense; and all this because when at work,
he would have the opportunity to see Rose. Even if she wasn’t there, the sense of anticipation made
everything still worthwhile. Every day, there was something in the air reminding him of her. They
would regularly discuss her through their usual talks about that professor. The silly fool who was
now trapped in a machine in some sort of coma from which he wasn’t likely to ever come out again.
The room where the big experiment was taking place was now transformed into a hospital with doctors and nurses coming in and out to take care of the quasi lifeless, ailing body that lay on the chair
with head thrown backwards and eyes hermetically sealed. The wires extending from that body connecting it to a computer, now looked like those connecting the comatose patient to an ECG monitor.
No one knew what was going on behind these eyes, although Paul subscribed to the point of view
that you didn’t have to be a neurologist to realise that there wasn’t much activity there. The brainbox was now a collection of strange and incoherent images in quick succession that didn’t make any
sense even after a thorough analysis. Even the most enthusiastic amateur charlatan would not be
able to see anything meaningful in them or make up a story about them. The time line was shifting
up and down unrelentingly, which to him suggested that there was some malfunction to the machine
that damaged the professor’s brain and brought it into a coma.
The atmosphere had completely transformed into gloom and pessimism in the last few weeks. The
press, two weeks ago still lyrical and enthusiastic about the project, was now injecting its venom
once again by accusing TTM of not having taken care of their celebrity subject by subjecting him to
a horrible, inhumane experiment of which the consequences were difficult to foresee. In the meanwhile, potential criminal charges and lawsuits were looming on the horizon, threatening to destroy
the company.
But all this was rather insignificant to Dr Greenman. What really mattered, was that the professor’s
mind was trapped in a machine, unable to give this world a sign of conscious activity. That was bad
news for him, but good news for Paul. The way he looked at it, Professor Losaline was as good as
dead. And with that came the logical consequence that his woman was free. A woman that was
feisty, moody, mouthy and disrespectful of his intellectual authority and natural superiority. But at the
same time she was also improbably good looking, young, intelligent and she had the spark of life in
her eyes. She made him feel young and happy again. All the troubles at home and at work were
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quickly forgotten as he was longing for union with her. And he suspected there was a chance she
felt the same way too. Their eyes had locked a few times and although he thought he saw disdain in
her gaze, he couldn’t be fooled by such tricks. Yes, he knew what women really meant when they
were behaving condescendingly towards a man. Of course they meant right the opposite. Tricky,
tricky creatures they were.
All these thoughts were inhabiting his head all the while he was attending emergency meetings with
Lance, Dirk, Jan and Paul Masters to discuss how to proceed after the disastrous developments of
the experiment. He made sure to be utterly professional during these meetings, as it was expected
from a man in such high position who had earned his respect within the company. But inwardly he
would smile, because he didn’t really care that much. Yes, he might lose his job and the company
might never be able to recover from potential fines and lawsuits, let alone from reputational damage
and civil charges. But it was all clear in his mind: it was all Lance’s fault. He was the big boss, and
in the same way that he always got credit for the company’s success -while he felt that his own
contribution was usually underrated and shamefully unnoticed- he would now also be to blame in
case of failure. But he also felt that he himself, could only win no matter what happened. He could
end up with the girl, as well as with a new high flying job, to which he no doubt would be entitled with
his obvious talent and hard work.
All this made him decide to play his usual role at the meetings: trying to calm down Lance when he
was getting too excitable, especially now that he was badly stressed due to the latest developments,
while scoffing at the idiot who was Dirk Prevez. In all seriousness, Paul didn’t know what that lunatic
was doing in the company. He obviously had some technical IT skills, but surely there were many
others who had the skill without the mental health problems. If he had to be perfectly honest, he
would have to admit that this weak individual was winding him up so much that he was rather cruel
to him most of the time, and things were not different after the last emergency meeting they had.
Dirk had started to panic like a fool and exclaimed with that horrible lisp of his which seemed to get
ten times worse when he was stressed:
“We are in therious trouble! Have you read the newthpaperth? They are all attacking uth from all
thides. We thould have never protheeded with thith ekthperiment, we knew it wath a rithky thing to
do and we didn’t have enough evidenth that it would work with thomeone elth than mythelf. We are
going to end up in prithon!”
Lance tried to argue with him and give him reasonable arguments why it would be much better to
work together in this time of need rather than panicking, but Dirk was not one of these people who
were susceptible to logical argument and reason. Paul ended up losing his temper and spoke at him
sarcastically, mocking his lisp:
“Tho the exthperiment failed, did it? And where were you all thith time? If you had such grave rethervations about it, why didn’t you thay anything earlier? Why couldn’t you open that lithpy mouth of
yours to tell uth exactly what you think? Or did you think you would convince uth with the thound of
thilence?”
This was met with a few moments of shocked silence around the table, until Dirk cried:
“That’th ekthactly why! How could I ever be free to thay ekthactly what I think when you treat me like
thith? You conthtantly pick on me and mock me. You are a bully!”
But Paul was on a roll now.
“Do me a favour, will you? Check that head of yours because I think something is wrong with it. And
what is your current role here anyway? What have you been doing lately, other than strolling around
endlessly like a confused patient in the corridors of an asylum for the insane? The only thing I remember you doing in the last month or so is stare at that professor and his woman!”
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“Gentlemen, please don’t get personal” Lance shouted holding his head in his two hands as if it was
about to explode. “We are going through a crisis, but we are TTM, remember? The most forward
thinking company in the world. We provide solutions, no problems. And we will find a solution for
this. Now we need to regroup ourselves and think how we are going to tackle this problem. There is
still a good chance the professor will wake up from his coma, our medics are working on him on a
daily basis. In the meanwhile, we will need to take care of Rose. She is obviously very upset and
angry at the moment, and we will need to talk to her to make sure she is on our side. She needs to
realize that there is more chance to get her partner back if she works with us rather than against us.
Someone needs to talk to her regarding this. I know that at the moment she needs her privacy, that’s
why she is only coming to our office at nights when no one else is here. The medics are closely
monitoring the professor’s body remotely and don’t need to be physically here overnight. If something changes in his condition and heart rate, Sara has been programmed to provide first aid and a
doctor will be here within maximum a few minutes. We can not disconnect his brain without risking
permanent brain damage, as he needs to return to point zero, his personal mental state and disconnect himself from any other brains he is connected to, before this happens.”
Paul’s eyes gleamed. “If she is here by herself at nights, it will be a prime opportunity to talk to her
then. Let me handle this” he exclaimed all too eagerly as all heads turned to him. Unperturbed, he
continued. “She is obviously in a very emotional state right now and due to this vulnerability, if one
of us -I- speaks to her about this, I am sure she will be susceptible to our message. We will have to
take advantage of the situation”.
“That’s an excellent idea” Lance proclaimed. “That’s exactly what we need right now gentlemen:
good, proactive initiative to help us get out of this crisis”. But Paul Masters and Dirk only gave Dr.
Greenman a dark look and said nothing.
Yes, he would claim her back to their side, he would. That was his chance. Paul Greenman smiled
and sat comfortably back on his chair. Tonight he would pay Miss Green a visit while she was at the
side of her comatose man.
“Just give me the night, and I will report back to you tomorrow” he said to Lance.
b) Wisdom Floats
He had seen and understood many things during his rich and fulfilling life and had always been
prepared for the unexpected, but he certainly hadn’t expected this; he had started by steadily and
consciously traveling back in time, stopping at specific intervals to report back to the lab and making
the pre-agreed mental visualisations. Connecting to all these brilliant historical minds was an extraordinary process. He felt his brain turning numb for a fraction of a second, then he would see stars
for some time reminding him of the time he was still a child and used to close his eyes after staring
at the sun for too long. First he felt connected to Alan Turing’s brain, picking up lightning fast thoughts
about mathematical models and computers. Most of his life he had been called a genius by the
public, but only now he understood what it must be like to be a true genius. Not that he could pretend
to understand the thoughts he was now receiving, making him feel like a parasite that had penetrated
external organic mass. Instead he let them wash over him as a massive slab of knowledge and skill
that would otherwise overwhelm him.
Despite his thirst to learn and understand a language he felt he didn’t speak adequately yet, he knew
he was not going to stay too long here, he had to gradually descend back in time as he was instructed. So he did, visualising the door that was the cue for transporting his brain to a past era.
The same numbness followed by dizziness was felt again; he was flooded by a rush of fresh excitement as he was confronted with more lightning fast thoughts, but this time of a totally different nature;
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he was now connected to the brain of Sigmund Freud, and the thoughts he picked up revolved
around unconscious thought processes and how they all integrated together into a unified whole
forming the human mind. He only got a taste of them, just like the desperately thirsty man who wets
his dry lips first to avoid overdosing on fresh water. Then he had to move on again, and move on he
did. He connected to the brains of Wolfgang Goethe, Voltaire, Constantine Palaiologos, Thomas
Aquinas, Pontius Pilate and Plato respectively. They all left different tastes in his mind. He felt at
times razor sharp intellects, cunningness, endless erudition, religious conviction, determination,
hope, then despair, then happiness, then elation. A wonderful whirlwind of emotions and mental
images were parading in front of him as if they were his own and then he started to feel disorientated.
With so many thoughts, so many possibilities and directions, he didn’t know where to go to anymore.
He wished he could let the people back in the lab know about all these overwhelming thought processes that were bombarding his cortex. But he panicked at the thought they might pull him back if
he did, meaning he might never experience this wonderful feeling of connectedness to the most
brilliant minds ever again. He felt as an aphasia patient who experiences a lucid dream, yet feels
totally unable to communicate this to the outside world. He started wondering about in Plato’s mind
without a goal and purpose, feeling lost in abstract thoughts that included a perfect world where only
Idea’s mattered…
He suddenly heard a click like the turning off of a massive light switch. Except that he didn’t just hear
it; to be more precise, he felt as if a switch was being turned off in his own head. Then everything
seemed to fall silent for a second that could have lasted for an eternity -as time stopped matteringand then…serenity befell him.
It was the sort of peace he had never felt before, and he knew instantly that this was the state mystics
and religious ascetics strove to achieve and learned to experience profoundly since time immemorial; it was the type of state that most people had the occasional fleeting glimpse of during their lives,
maybe while playing with their kids in the garden, while fixing a faulty electrical device or while having
a particularly good conversation with a group of friends who had a deeper connection and understanding; it was the feeling of being THE world rather than IN the world.
Except that in his case, it felt so pervasive, so…permanent. All suffering, pain and daily hassle of
human life were instantly banned from his mental plane and with them went the last bastion of individuality, the illusion that runs and feeds human mental life: his own self.
Along with his self, time and space also became instantly unimportant. He felt he could travel forward
and back in time, stop whenever he wanted and go wherever he wanted. He would feel the presence
of fire and how it transformed human mind; he would ‘see’ mentally how civilisations spiralled into
existence and then as quickly out of control and into oblivion, as if they had never existed; he would
sense the presence of the World Spirit permeating and guiding history; he would understand how
time became ripe for the Enlightened Ones of the Golden Age of history, who brought spirituality and
a sense of direction to human civilizations; he would sense how that universal spirit evolved towards
modern age, bringing a new order to the world and new layers of complexity; and yes, he would also
feel the presence of the future, and see the universal destruction and potential re-creation it would
bring. All this he could see in one glance, not any more like the human being he used to be, but like
an omnipotent observer, an all-knowing and all-understanding deity which was nevertheless condemned to intuit and observe without having any conscious contribution to the process that gave
shape to history. Or indeed, he had become history himself and was now guided by a natural inevitability of events, chance occurrences and the occasional chaos steering the world to all sorts of
unpredictable directions. But rather than seeing a linear unfolding of events, instead he saw, he
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understood how history and evolution were shaped like massive spirals; and how could they not be
when everything from our tiny DNA helix to the structure of gigantic galaxies were spirals as well?
This newfound ability to be everywhere and nowhere at once fascinated him utmost. He felt that no
matter how long he would be traveling back and forth, discovering history’s darkest secrets -past
and future- he would never grow tired of this unique privilege. His individual shape, everything he
had accomplished in his fickle human existence, was instantly forgotten and left behind. He could
not identify with it any more, as it felt so insignificant, so unimportant. His thirst to know and to
understand was leading him to continuously search, making connections between things he hadn't
seen before by his ability to be in places and era’s in which he had never been before. He was
pondering that this must be what religious people understood under paradise, or what he would
prefer to describe as ‘the joys of eternal existence’: the ability to do the things you always wanted to
do forever and ever and ever…
c) Return
Rose sat for a long time fully dressed on the bed of their small flat. Around her lay staples of books,
some of which on her work desk and on the computer. The kitchen was untidy and several utensils
lay unwashed on top of each other, as she hadn’t had the energy to wash up or clean in the last few
days. She was numb en emotionless, as if her brain was robbed of its nerve ends by some mysterious disease. She reflected on several occasions that this was how it must be like to be Sara, the
household robot: empty and cold from the inside and only obeying to external stimuli; unable to take
initiative, nor having any expectations. Maybe this wasn’t as bad as it sounded. Maybe the inability
to feel pain, loss and heartache were underestimated qualities that should be reappraised at some
stage.
For two weeks now, she didn’t know what to do or how to react. Years of happiness and joy were
brutally shattered in one catastrophic moment. It was the equivalent of watching a loved one being
hit by a truck in front of your eyes. Most of her day she had spent in the flat, where her activities
were limited to eating chocolate, smoking cigarettes and drinking water, crying uncontrollably for a
period of time and just sitting still on the bed and not doing anything for the rest of the time. She had
tried to get on with some reports, but soon understood that it was impossible to concentrate in this
state of mind and the backlog depressed her even more. Luckily her university employees were
sympathetic enough to give her compassionate leave, so that at least for the moment she didn’t
have to think too much about work.
She would only leave the flat for necessities and to visit Andrew when she was sure that no one
would be around in the TTM offices. She had been given the office key by Lance two days after her
partner had gone in coma. He had been trying to be sympathetic to a sickening degree and after she
got the key, she was avoiding him at all costs, not returning any phone calls or speaking to anyone
relating to this project other than the paramedics and doctors who were taking care of her husband
on a daily basis. She would then disappear into the night like a shadow and take a taxi - at TTM’s
expenses, as offered by Lance- to Ulshire. She would spend most of the night keeping company to
her partner and hoping for some sign of life. She would then leave in the morning hours with the first
train back to town. At home, she would only manage to sleep for a few hours and then the cycle of
hopelessness would start all over again. She felt she was trapped in a gigantic spiral, just like Andrew
had always said the universe was since its inception.
So there she sat on the bed, absent-mindedly staring at her computer’s screensaver which was now
browsing through happy pictures of Andrew and her together; suddenly, without a warning,
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she felt her fighting spirit return. Rose Green is never giving up, she thought, but fights until the bitter
end for what she wants; Rose Green fought for the only man she ever wanted: him, the most brilliant
mind in the world, and got him. She was determined to make it in the demanding and male dominated
academia where her partner was teaching, and she made it. And what was the secret of her success? Hard work. Blood, sweat and tears. She thought to herself that this is what was needed now:
she had to work to get Andrew back. She couldn’t just wait for the paramedics to reanimate him. She
had to do this herself. Blood starting rushing through her veins again and she felt empowered.
She got up, undressed and had a long shower. Then she blow-dried her hair, applied make-up to
her face for the first time since that day of Dr Losaline’s fateful journey back in time and put on her
favourite thin red top, blue jeans and black heels. Looking in the mirror, she couldn’t help smiling
faintly at her reflection. The make-up made her feel like a warrior wearing warpaint and preparing
for the battle of her life. Her hair was brushed backwards immaculately and her lipstick subtly applied
before she stepped out of the apartment and entered the taxi that was waiting outside.
“Ulshire, TTM lab” were the only words she uttered during the journey. The driver -the same one
who was taking her there most of the time- knew by now that silence was better than endless banter
to fill in the gaps. Only the second day he had tried to engage in conversation with her, she had
snapped at him and told him to drive and shut up as ‘that was what he was being paid for’. He had
tried to argue, but her fierce facial expression and poisonous verbal readiness made him change his
mind and he decided to concentrate on his double night tariff instead.
While he drove silently, she regrouped her thoughts and started thinking what she was going to do
to gain her man back. It was clear to her that this whole experiment was a fraud. They had managed
to convince a celebrity to give notoriety to their company’s experiment by appealing to his weak spot:
his love of history and inability to resist an offer to travel back in time and see key events unfold, no
matter how ludicrous this sounded. She had to admit they were very convincing with the lengthy
training they provided and their use of difficult terminology to outline the experiment; they almost had
her as well. All this act of Andrew supposedly meeting Fraud, Goethe and Plato…she could hardly
believe they had taken it seriously, while now she could only laugh at how ridiculous the whole
proposal had been from the beginning. Now she knew that all this was no more than auto-suggestion
and that the callous people running TTM didn’t care about his well-being or about time traveling; he
had given them the publicity they wanted and that was the whole point. Only she could get him back
from his coma now. She just needed to give him access to the things he was missing right now, the
only things that could bring him back to his senses: warmth, love and her companionship. She would
take him away from them, help him sue that company and then they would rebuild their lives in their
dream lab.
It was a cold and rather dreary night and when she got out of the taxi, she had to brace herself
against the wind that was howling as usual around the trees surrounding the secretive offices of
TTM. She walked to the back door and gained entry to the building. The security light was permanently on as usual. She walked to the room where Andrew was still pinned to the same chair with
wires connected to his arms and chest, took her jacket off and sat opposite him. In the meanwhile,
Sara, taking advantage of the latest AI technology she was built with, which allowed her to learn
quickly about human habits and preferences, welcomed her, switched on the main light, and went
on to make a cup of tea for her.
Rose sat silently on the chair opposite him for a long time. She still struggled to familiarise herself
with the sight of him being unconscious and suffering in a way no one could possibly know. All this
progress in science, and yet it was impossible to communicate with someone in a semi conscious
state! Who knows what strange mental state he was in? He, the once powerful and brilliant mind
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that transformed the world with his radical views, the man that several world leaders were queuing
up to meet for guidance and advice, was now trapped in a shell, unable to communicate with the
outside world.
Rose managed to control her flow of thoughts with some effort (and loads of tea) and fighting her
tears back, she finally spoke up.
“I know you probably can’t hear me” she said, “but I hope you can somehow feel my presence. I
know I haven’t been there for you in the last few weeks, as I was selfishly fighting my own weakness.
I was overcome by emotion and hopelessness, and shouldn’t have. I hope you can forgive me”.
The silence was deep and disturbing. All the time, she was trying to keep her eyes away from the
most terrifying object in the room, the thing she hated most right now: the glowing pyramidonium.
She looked at the computer screen; the brain-box was still displaying an array of abstract images,
following each other in dazzling succession. The time line was constantly shifting back and forth like
a radio dial unable to gain signal. For a few moments, she couldn’t help but stare in utter concentration on a wire that was connected to Andrew’s left arm. Then, so determined that she even surprised
herself, she got up from her chair, quickly unbuttoned and removed her shirt and threw it over the
empty chair she was just sitting on. She undid her right shoe by holding down its heel with the tip of
the left shoe; then, raising her left leg, she used her hand to undo the strap of the other shoe. Both
shoes were thrown in different directions on the floor and she showed complete disregard for their
whereabouts. She stepped towards the slumbering body.
“I have a little present for you” she whispered. “Something to help you remember who you were and
what you left behind”.
She moved towards him and straddled his knees. Then she started kissing his forehead, lips and
neck. Her kisses were becoming more and more passionate, her movements acquired a sense of
increasing urgency. Her eyes would occasionally drift towards the brain-box while her lips remained
firmly planted on his.
“I love you and I miss you” she whispered. “And I can’t exist without you”.
Her head started descending towards his torso while she continued to smother him with kisses. Her
hair was getting tangled up between the wires, but unperturbed she continued. Momentarily distracted from her occupation, she gave a quick look to the brain-box when suddenly her heart leapt.
For the endless succession of images had now stopped and was replaced by the image of a homely
scene of a cosy and relaxing room; there was a desk in one corner with several books laid open on
it. There were pens and pencils, notepaper and all the ingredients used by scholars and historians
for centuries until the computer technology took over. Right opposite this desk, but not too far away
so that the person working on it could almost touch the back of the person sitting on the chair behind,
there was another desk, this one with a computer on it. A bit forward to the left a comfortable twoseater brown sofa with Moroccan cushions. A small coffee table in the middle with a staple of books
on it and a simple table with two chairs on the right, with a white table cloth and a white ashtray on
it. The window near the table was wide and the curtains were drawn. Light was pouring generously
into the room and the blue sky was clearly visible. Rose understood immediately. This was not just
a room in a house; this was her dream vision. It was their ‘lab’.
The image faded out slowly while another one was fading in. The new image was just a number and
a word: ’18 February’. Underneath it, a new image faded in: that of a watch. Instinctively her thoughts
went immediately to what this meant to convey in his training: his wish to return to the present.
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The date on the screen was five days from now and she instantly knew, she just knew he wished to
explore further and would return to her in five days’ time. Her eyes filled with tears. Her voice trembled as she kept whispering: “Welcome back, welcome back”.
The timeline had stopped at what appeared to be 776BC but she didn’t care about this dysfunctional
piece of technology they dared call ‘time machine’. The only thing that mattered was that her husband was on his way back. She went back to kissing his face but suddenly her blood froze. She
heard the creaking of the back door and then slurred footsteps slowly approaching. Then the hooded
figure of a man (creature?) appeared on the doorway and this is the last thing she saw before grabbing her blouse- but not her shoes- and fleeing as soon as she could to a dark corner of the room
behind a desk.
Feeling was now eluding him completely. He felt nothing, remembered nothing, was nothing. The
only link remaining to what he once was, was a vague sense of melancholy, as if he had lost something but didn’t quite know what it was. He thought that this must be his inability to communicate all
the wonderful things he saw, experienced and understood. Because now he had become experience; he had become the World Spirit, the invisible foundation of the universe: a sense of blind
purpose ingrained in the matter which is the building stone of this world. He was grateful for the
privilege of being the first conscious being able to permanently experience this, even if that meant
losing his individuality in the process.
His wanderings through the history of mankind were not logical, at least not in a sense that could be
understood by a human mind. He kept traveling back and forth, visiting different era’s and locations.
He wanted to taste the epoch, to understand the time spirit he was visiting. Like a traveller stranded
in the desert, he was thirsty, but not from material cravings. These were a thing of the past now and
he felt that he had tasted too many of them, to the point that his thirst was saturated for ever. But
not so his spiritual thirst, his need to understand, to experience and to become one with the universe
he was exploring.
Everywhere he went, he saw spirals. People were always talking about straight lines, geometrical
figures and cycles, but history and evolution were nothing like that. They were huge spirals encompassing everything. Everything that would ever exist, was already contained in the Eternal Potential
which was always there, ready to guide the world in any possible direction imaginable. Small crossroads within the spiral could send everything in chaotic and unpredictable directions, but the big
picture always remained that of a spiral, just like the one contained in our DNA and our galaxy. Lines
and cycles were only temporary; for in the end the substance of the matter was that everything new
felt familiar, as it expressed something from the past, and yet, upon its returning, it also seemed
different than anything that had occurred in the past, as it also added something new to the equation.
He now made a stop in a familiar era, inhabiting the minds of people who seemed to mean something
to the social group around them, but had no lasting impact on history. He felt a strong sense of unity
and purpose around him and instantly realised he had arrived at a defining epoch, one in which the
foundations of a part of the world as it was to be known were being laid. He listened to the polite
thoughts of the unknown individuals whose brains he was tapping into and these revolved around
notions such as ‘Olympic spirit’ and ‘winning the noble games’. He then realised he was in ancient
Olympia about to witness the birth of the Olympic games. The excitement all around him was almost
tangible. Thoughts were full of youthful vigour and enthusiastic idea’s.
As he was wandering around, jumping from brain to brain -which he had taught himself once he had
broken free from his limiting individual shape- he suddenly heard a voice calling for him. It came

44
from afar and by the time it had reached his ears, it seemed to be nothing more than an echo about
to completely fade away. His natural curiosity led him wanting to explore this call further, so he
concentrated on his human ears and let them guide him closer to it. He relaxed and waited for more
sounds to come.
“Can’t exist without you…” these words echoed in his head. The voice was the most tender, beautiful
and enchanting sound he had ever heard. This beautifully eerie whisper was now also accompanied
by a physical sensation. It felt like something was tugging him back to the plane of common existence, the one he had been so keen to forget. But the call was too strong, and this time he felt his
own weakness dragging him down to his past earthly self.
“R-O-S-E”. These letters flashed in front of his eyes. Finally, he was overcome by emotion and felt
as if awaken from a glorious dream, one he wished he had stayed in forever. But the call felt like a
call of duty, a demand for him to take his responsibility and resume his own life and he couldn’t
ignore it. He concentrated on projecting the one image he felt was most representative of R-O-S-E
and started on his way back. He didn’t want to leave all this behind, not yet. There was still so much
to explore, so many questions to be answered…and he feared he would never get this chance again.
He projected again, this time a date in the future in which he would return to his former self. Five
earthly days don’t mean much to a human being, but from the perspective of eternity, they last forever as time becomes irrelevant. They would definitely last enough for him to explore satisfactory
his remaining questions about the world and the universe the human race was inhabiting.
But as he was about to relax again and concentrate on his quest, he felt something changing in the
atmosphere. He first couldn’t put his finger on it, as it seemed to be an external force of evil, an
obscure entity operating outside of his own field of action. He soon understood this had to do with
R-O-S-E who seemed to be in some sort of distress. He tried to connect with her and felt he could
instantly tap into her brain as he had done with so many other individuals in the course of history. A
shadow was looming there, a large and threatening one. A highly destructive force had entered RO-S-E’s field of action and was about to cause harm to itself and those around it.
d) Blood on Satan’s Claw
Dirk Prevez was in a bad mood, a very bad mood. He had been like that since the beginning of the
week. In fact, he could feel that things were getting progressively worse. He had had a massive
argument with that idiot Paul Greenman during the emergency meeting at TTM and since then things
had been going downhill.
He always disliked this cruel and callous person, but after that incident he simply hated him. His
public humiliation and the way in which he had mocked his speech brought back unpleasant memories from his childhood he had rather all forgotten about: tiny bullies pushing him about; naughty
girls appearing to seduce him until invariably it transpired that they were merely planning to poke fun
at him in front of their friends to increase their social approval ratings (this led to his mostly asexual
life later on); ’innocent’ kids mocking his every word until he eventually remained mute at school for
many years, much to the frustration of his teachers and his parents, who would parade him from
child psychologist to child psychologist to no avail. Because the only problem he really had, was too
obvious for them to see: he didn’t fit in the society that surrounded him and he couldn’t connect with
any of the people inhabiting this cold and indifferent world he was in. He just didn’t want to be part
of any of this, but had no way of making this known, other than by cutting himself from time to time.
Every so many months he found himself in the isolation of a high security room of a ‘Mental Rehabilitation Centre for Young People’, where he had all the time for himself to make sense of who he
was and what he wanted, and most importantly where he was cut off from that external world he so
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despised. This went on for several years, until he finally found the friend who got him out of his deep
crisis. A friend who never complained, always did what he was asked and although he could be quite
hard to work with, always followed a strict irrefutable logic: his friend, the computer.
With trembling hands, he had picked up the telephone the next morning after that fateful meeting,
contacting his psychiatrist and asking him to move forward his appointment of next month. Much to
his disappointment, this request was rejected with the psychiatrist encouraging him (or empowering
as he used to say, a word he strongly disliked) to ‘continue taking his medication four times a day’
in the meanwhile to help him put some order into his chaotic mental world. Of course he knew that
the real reason for his refusal was his tight schedule, with tens of appointments every day with outpatients who were as desperate and needy as he was. And here you had at once the reason why
most psychiatrists tended to burn out and leave their position at the clinic after a while.
However, what Dirk hadn’t told his psychiatrist, was that he had decided to stop taking any of his five
different pills right after his clash with Paul Greenman. He had enough of being dependent on them
and wanted to prove to himself that he could finally manage a crisis without them. Spending half of
a lifetime with a mental health problem was not easy at all and everyone else’s concern about his
issue made him preoccupied and obsessed with it. He was as discreet as he could about it -at the
end of the day it was no one else’s business what he felt inside him. But he sensed that people knew
his secret. It was the way they looked and talked to him…or rather down to him. As if he was less
worthy than them, a marginal weirdo, a strange accident of nature.
All he wanted to do was talk about how he felt. It’s just that no one was available to listen to him, not
even his own damn psychiatrist! The man who knew him for two years already, which was exceptionally long considering most of his psychiatrists ‘moved on’ after a few months so that he never
really knew who he was seeing whenever he had an appointment.
He had spent the last few days shut off in his lonely tiny flat. He didn’t feel the need to eat or drink
and ignored his three Daily Meal Pills (breakfast, lunch, dinner, he would rarely consume the pudding), merely observing the endless staples of computer magazines full of dynamic .gif images instead. He was one of these few strange romantics who when it came to acquiring knowledge, still
preferred physical books; he just trusted their texture and touch more than the ‘emptiness’ of digital
print. The problem was that he wasn’t very good at getting rid of them, or even giving them away, as
he always thought they might be of use at some point in the future (they never were).
Mouldy dishes were towering out of his sink but he was as much used to the familiar scent of disintegration as that of his own sweat, so he didn’t heed any notice. Once he had finished observing the
magazines, he spent many hours obsessing about a single scratch on the sofa caused by the corner
edge of a carelessly moved about laptop. For some reason that scratch had always annoyed him,
much more than the usual disorder and chaos in his flat which he didn’t even notice. But today he
felt he had reached unparalleled levels of insight into the workings of the universe and he didn't let
anything disturb his concentration from that spot, not even the downloading of his daily post by his
squeaky and dusty 3D printer.
He had however noticed that he was getting agitated in a way he hadn’t been for a long time. Walking around his room in a small circular movement like an animal in a cage, he was trying to find ways
to distract his mind that seemed to be firing millions of thoughts every second. Alas, to no avail. The
thoughts seemed harmless and disconnected at first but slowly he started seeing patterns and
emerging truths. He wondered how stupid he had been all along. All the signs were there, and he
was failing to see them. That terrifying artefact in the lab, the one whose name he even refused to
pronounce, had given him clear instructions, which he had failed to understand at first. But slowly he
was getting them now and all he had to do was to connect the damn dots.
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“L-o-s-a-l-i-n-e…can’t you see?” The artefact projected straight into his thoughts. “All-is-one, that’s
what it means. Everyone is part of this game, and they all want your demise. The Bully who hates
you, secretly smiled at the Professor who wants to steal your thoughts, didn’t you see? They both
KNOW. They know about your illness and they are poking fun at you. The way the Woman laughed,
when she caught the Professor’s glance…she also KNOWS. She is there to seduce you, to distract
you from the real work that needs to be done. And you know damn well what the real work is…that
mission needs to be aborted before I destroy all of you with my shine. Don’t let the Professor tap into
your thoughts and find what you saw when you entered his. Don’t let him find the whole truth. If he
does, he will fry your brain and drink all your brain fluid. He will steal your thoughts and leave you
forever thoughtless”.
A terrifying and at the same time terrified grimace took hold of his typical pokerface and suddenly he
experienced the greatest difficulty in controlling his facial muscles. Panic started to set, and he automatically grabbed for his medication and brought the pills to his mouth with his trembling hand. For
a moment he just stared at the pills. Then, with a single flowing movement, he threw them on the
floor, got up, grabbed his jacket, covered his head with its hood and pulled the door of his flat behind
him without shutting it. He was in no mood to drive himself (and oblivious to the fact that he was not
fit to drive either) and ordered his automatic car to take him to the TTM lab following the ‘scenic’
route.
While the car drove on the country roads skilfully avoiding potholes and oncoming traffic, he relaxed
a little bit, slumped on his seat and looked up through the sunroof. This was an unusually clear night
and helped by the rural air and the lack of neon lighting so typical of city nights, he could clearly see
the stars marking the sky with their familiar magic. For a moment he contemplated that man should
have never attempted to create a time machine. The only real time machines were these stars, fixed
and ever-present in the sky for millions of years. He contemplated the fact that many of them did not
even exist any more; what he was seeing was merely an illusion created by the fact that it took
thousands of years for the light to travel to this humble Earth. They were the Ancient Ones, with so
many stories to tell that the human race could not even start beginning to understand the things they
had seen over their seamlessly eternal existence. A strange thought crossed his mind. What if professor Losaline was looking down at him right now from one of these stars? Surely that’s where he
must be if he was time traveling: consulting the all-knowing stars and celestial bodies to lead him
right at the heart of it all. To take him straight to that hateful object that rules time, space and therefore
the whole universe. There the two of them, he and the object, will melt into one to become powerful
allies and suck out his brain fluids. He shivered as he imagined the professor riding a comet that
descended rapidly towards the Earth, like some sort of astral cowboy. Suddenly he turns and looks
at him, his gaze very stern and accusatory…
Dirk gasped and covered his eyes. He was sure he saw a falling star traveling in the sky. He was
also sure he saw it moving in the same direction as he was, following him. He had to make sure he
arrived at the lab before the professor did.
“70 miles an hour” He yelled at the car. “You are now traveling over the speed limit” a metallic female
voice responded, but the car obeyed and picked up speed.
“Warning, driving in this area at 70 miles an hour increases the chance of an accident. You are now
150% more likely to die in an accident than someone who drives 50 miles an hour”.
“I don’t care, we are all going to die soon” he mumbled to himself.
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It was past midnight when he finally arrived at the offices of TTM. His car gently parked, as programmed, at his usual spot near the trees and the subtle hiss of the almost silent electric engine (an
artificial creation mimicking the engine roar of mechanical cars in order to warn pedestrians of the
car approaching) came to a complete halt. He got out of the car and looked frantically to the sky.
The falling star was still following him, and was now slowing down preparing to land in a nearby field.
Suddenly he felt paralysed just like in these dreams he often had where he was desperately trying
to escape aliens and vile creatures pursuing him when his legs suddenly wouldn’t obey him any
more. As a result, his purveyors were approaching him tantalisingly slow and there was nothing he
could do about it…he would wake up bathing in sweat having the feeling that the nightmare had
lasted the whole night, and not be able to go to sleep any more.
He found the willpower to transform panic into determination and he stood firmly on his legs again,
although a nerve on his left leg was now twitching. He walked through the door which opened automatically recognising the unique signal of his all-in-one chip. His steps had become irregular and he
was shuffling his left foot, making a sweeping sound on the bare floor. The door to the lab opened
for him and he walked straight to the professor’s chair. Then he stood still and stared at the brain
box. Something strange was going on there. He was expecting the usual stream of nonsensical data
he was accustomed to over the last few weeks, but instead he only saw the date 18 February on it,
written in a comic sans font which gave it an amusing and puzzling look at the same time. Underneath it, there was the image of a watch. His eyes wandered automatically to the timeline, which had
stopped in the year 776 BC. He moved forward until his foot stumbled upon an object. Slowly he
picked it up. It was a woman’s shoe. Not knowing how to react at this unlikely find, he sniffed it with
a deep inhalation. He was in no doubt: it belonged to the professor’s cunning woman. The professor
had sent her ahead of him to stop him and sabotage his plans. He now had to destroy her before
she managed to do this.
Slowly and with small steps, he started turning around his axis to look around the room. Nothing
unusual.
“Sara, is there anyone in the room?” he asked. He waited but no answer came. The damned robot
was disobeying his orders. This had never happened before!
“Sara, is there anyone in the room?” he tried again with greater urgency. Silence again.
“Speak up, damn thing!” he yelled. Sara finally responded, putting her programmed emotional intelligence skills into practice.
“I can’t tell you right now Mr Prevez. Please have a cup of tea and relax first. You are in a state of
distress”.
“So there is someone in the room”, he responded. “Very well…” A whimper was heard from behind
the desk in the corner. His empty gaze wandered in that direction. A golden lock of hair was protruding from behind the desk.
The woman was hidden there.
Blind rage overcame him and as he stood next to the computer, he grabbed the first object he spotted
with the corner of his eye without looking at it. He had to smash the woman’s skull in and he had to
do this as soon as possible, before she managed to communicate with it in their unholy conspiracy
to prevent him from finding out the truth. He started moving towards the woman while squeezing the
object in his palm. Suddenly he stopped as a shiver penetrated his bones. Cold sweat stuck to his
forehead and his twitching leg gave way, making him kneel on his right one. The object in his hand
felt sharp and cold and he could now sense its awful shape teasing the palm of his hand. The cold
sensation turned into unbearable heat which forced him to open his palm. Before he had even looked
at it, he knew what he was to expect: the diamond shaped object he couldn’t even bear to pronounce
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its name, the horrifying pyramidonium, was now glowing in his hand and staring at him with its evil
eye. He screamed and made a move to shed the terrifying thing, but his now paralysed hand didn’t
obey him and the object remained in his palm. He turned to look away from it, it didn’t matter where;
as long as it was away from that unworldly stare. His eyes fell on the brain-box. A new terror came
to haunt him as he now saw another appalling spectacle unfolding in front of him.
The date written in comical font had disappeared from the brain-box. Instead, a scene so awful,
inhuman and terrifying had appeared, a scene which sent him instantly into shell shock. His limbs
went limp, he felt a clamminess to his forehead and his heart seemed to skip a beat for what appeared like an eternity. For what he saw, was a sight so unholy and yet so familiar; it played like a
film on the screen, an awful, sadistic film of which he knew the end all too well and yet he didn’t have
the strength to look away now. It was too late.
The camera angle suggested that he was floating in the air like a tiny bird. First he saw the stones
and rocks, scattered everywhere. Some were small, others much bigger. Many were smeared with
blood. Occasionally, he could spot the bones of what must have been the remains of giant animals
and some of them seemed to have been purposefully shaped to form sharp objects. This chaotic
spectacle was spread over a blood stained hill. As the camera in bird’s eye view continued to glide
downwards over this hideous landscape, the first bodies started to appear: human shapes lying on
the ground, dressed in rags and leather skins. Their bodies were laying motionless on the earth,
some of which in very awkward positions as if they hadn’t had the opportunity to rearrange themselves into a dignified pose before the lifeblood was drawn from them. Birds were picking eyes from
hollowing eyeholes of defenceless corpses. Hyena’s were drinking the blood that was streaming
down from the slope. He focused his hawk eyes right underneath his bird body. As he continued to
glide through the air, broken lances started to appear; swords smeared in blood, knives abandoned
on the grass. Then even more rocks, and a destroyed catapult abandoned somewhere. The body of
what looked like a medieval warrior was lying motionless over it, arms hanging lifeless and head
uncovered; his helmet and banner right beside him on the red grass.
He continued to float. The landscape was now changing, and a green vale appeared which was
stained by hundreds of bodies of soldiers lying on the grass. They were still wearing their black hats
and heavy boots and laid brotherly next to their dead horses. The monotony of corpses was only
broken by the occasional bare and isolated tree mercifully appearing to soothe an otherwise soul
destroying macabre spectacle. A line of soldiers dressed in very different attire stood silently right in
front of the fallen army, as if inspecting their heinous deed with sadistic satisfaction. They held long
thin riffles with sharp ends in their hands and had white turbans on their heads. The bird flight continued at a relentless tempo and another battlefield came into view.
Dirk held his breath and his face turned purple.
This time he was flying over a sandy beach, but not one he would have liked to swim in. Desolate
skeleton-shaped trees set an eerie backdrop, while the most horrible abominations were taking place
at the foreground. Several bodies of dead soldiers were lying face down in the shallow water, as if
they had tried to reach land unsuccessfully. The sea water was stained red and the sand was covered in wood of shipwrecks, pieces of clothing and dirt. Hungry rats were devouring rotting flesh,
tucking in on the dead bodies, tearing their clothes apart and making gaping holes to the lifeless
flesh. A bit further, a few barely alive soldiers were walking aimlessly on the beach, their empty gaze
betraying their desire to have joined their fallen comrades rather than surviving this insanity scarred
for life. A half sunken tank was protruding from the water, upon which two soldiers were sitting,
silently staring into nowhere. The atmosphere was suffocating as if the grey clouds were about to
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burst and flood on this unholy spectacle, crashing under their weight everything alive and helping it
to realise its desire to join the dead.
This was all too much to take for Dirk, and finally he snapped. With a slow but steady arm movement,
he brought the object to his throat, resting it on his Adam’s apple. He then closed his eyes and
exclaimed:
“Ok, you won Professor; thanks for returning the vision I gave you”.
His hand started to apply pressure on his tender skin with the sharp end of the pyramidonium. As
the pressure increased, his skin ruptured and a cavity started to appear where his neck skin and
muscles once were. Then he moved the object across his throat with a sudden jerking movement. It
cut through his throat as if through melting butter and finally came to a halt when it encountered and
split an artery. The blood spurted out of the wound like a macabre waterfall and sprayed everything
around it. In the meanwhile, the police and paramedics were only seconds away as Sara had rang
the emergency alarm, sensing by his increasing heartbeat and sweat secretion that his mental state
was about to change dramatically and that his rational faculties were about to implode and collapse
into chaos.
Paul Greenman was a happy man. Admittedly, this didn’t happen often, but one could definitely say
that he was a happy man today. He was whistling out-of-tune an upbeat melody (he was tone deaf)
while he reached over to the glove box. He opened it slowly, fumbled about for his expensive perfume which he always kept there for special occasions and applied it on his face. Dressed immaculately as ever, he had chosen his favourite stripy suit with elbow patches for this occasion, which
made him look slightly eccentric. His white beard was trimmed lovingly and a new magical cream
that was invented to camouflage aesthetically non pleasing stains on human teeth, was doing its
wonders in his mouth. A lovely fresh white rose was strategically placed to protrude from his left
jacket pocket. His car was driving slowly towards the lab and he was just around the corner, when
he started preparing his love declaration to Rose Green.
“My love for you…” he tried. “No, too cliché. My feelings…I would like to tell you…you and me…there
is some spark…”
He gave up in the end as he decided to trust on his instinct and take things as they come. Love
doesn’t always need words.
When the car finally took the last turn and the TTM offices appeared in front of him between the
trees, his heart leapt. What was his car doing here? What right did he have? Confusion gave place
to surprise and then to furious anger. How dare he, of all people, that idiot? Did he really think that
she would be interested in the pathetic subject that he was? A pitiful human being with unkempt hair,
a mental health problem and not even a proper diploma?
Furiously, he got out of the car and slammed the door behind him, but not before grabbing from the
passenger seat the bouquet of flowers that was meant to express his warm feelings for her. He
walked towards the entrance and the door opened up automatically for him recognising the signal of
his all-in-one chip. He strode towards the lab with nervous, big steps and the second door opened
for him as well.
As he came in, his furious pace was cut short. His brain took some time to compute what exactly
was going on in the lab.
While the professor’s body was still immobile in its usual chair, the brain-box was displaying some
bizarre and unusual activity. It was hard to tell from a distance, but at first sight it looked like the
computer screen showed a battlefield, a horrible scene with human beings in camouflage clothing
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laying dead in a jungle, with their weapons spread around the thick vegetation, while a group of
hatless soldiers oversaw the carnage they had just caused with smug satisfaction.
He finally managed another step forward and his shoes -unfortunately the new ones, not those destined for his nocturnal wanderings which were left in the boot of his car- encountered a sticky substance. He looked down, and immediately recognised this red, thick fluid as someone’s blood. His
eyes wondered towards the Professor’s chair and he saw beside it what looked like Sara the household robot holding down Dirk Prevez’ throat with one robotic arm as he was lying motionless on the
floor. The metallic arm was positioned as such that it looked as if it was covering a wound to stop
the bleeding. There was blood all around it, which had flown impressively -one could even say artistically- and had covered most of the floor until the entrance of the room, as well as all nearby objects,
including the Professor’s clothes. However, before his brain even had the time to compute this
unlikely sight, a movement in a corner of the room behind the second desk caught his attention.
Then everything seemed to unfold in slow motion. Her golden hair came first, seemingly filling the
air with its plethoric presence. Then she followed. Her facial expression was intense and focused
and Paul didn’t know how to interpret it at first, as he wasn’t good at reading emotion from human
faces. Perhaps it was the expression of ecstasy, of the religious rapture he thought was so typical
of nuns -or females in general, possibly when experiencing orgasmic climax. Two dark streams were
descending down her cheeks in symmetry, which made her look somewhat malicious like a resurrected witch. She was clutching her blouse over her half naked body and ran on bare feet. As she
approached him, his excitement grew. He never anticipated this to be that easy. She was perfect,
and she was coming right his way to seek his protection.
‘Come into my arms’ he thought as his mouth opened in a massive grin and he unconsciously spread
his arms in an embracing move. Their eyes met for a fleeting moment. Then, suddenly and without
a warning, she slapped him hard in the face and, feet almost losing their balance over the bloodied
floor, she burst out from the door filling the night with blood-curdling screams.
He sat there for a moment letting the pain and humiliation sink in. His left cheek felt warm and a
small stream of blood was slowly running from his nose down to his lip. But his physical injury was
barely anything compared to the psychological humiliation he had just experienced. He knew it already then, and would experience it forever in the years to come: this was the ultimate moment when
Paul Greenman finally realised that he would never ever understand women and that he was destined to live a solitary existence for the rest of his life, despite his nocturnal wanderings and idle
attempts to belong.
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Chapter Four: Chaos My Destiny
a) Creative Lunacy
Dr. Van Beeck was not used to eating any more, at least not in the conventional sense; he strongly
believed that this was the key to his great health and clarity of mind. He had managed to come to
the respectful age of 66 and still work at the mental hospital as a psychiatrist without appearing to
show any signs of burnout. Inwardly, he was as calm and methodical as ever, while his outer appearance had not changed in the last fifteen years or so, giving him an aura of eternal wisdom and
indestructibility among his colleagues at Littlemere Hospital. He attributed his outstanding mental
and physical fitness solely on his strict dietary regime. For years, he was shunning warm meals and
lived on a diet of water, sandwiches and supplementary vitamin pills. He believed that food was a
necessarily evil and that our task as increasingly enlightened human beings, was to just extract what
nutrients we need from food sources, rather than destroying animal and vegetable life with our inexorable appetite.
His philosophy extended to all parts of life: moderation was the key. He refused to watch TV, use
all-in-one chips or engage in any activity which was distracting him from living a life of spiritual balance. Human interaction was only meant to achieve two things: either help others to reach psychological fulfilment, or transmit the type of communication necessary when you live in a human community under a social contract.
Many things puzzled him in the realm of human experience, but none more so than art and humour.
Nature, that was art. The human brain and body: ultimate masterpieces of art as created by many
years of random mutations and environmental pressures. Adaptation, that was art. But human made
‘art’ was just a waste of intellectual rigour. Even if he had had children (luckily he had consciously
chosen not to litter and pollute the world with yet more mouths to feed and cause environmental
destruction), he would have made sure they didn’t waste time with such nonsense. They would have
a fulfilling life as meant by the eternal wisdom of Nature, devoted to long walks, practicing restraint
and feeding that basic human need for intellectual knowledge and study. And they would certainly
not be exposed to vulgar comedians laughing at everything sacred and meaningful about this world.
Laughter was an alarmingly overrated and vulgar behaviour that should be controlled and discouraged. The only thing it served, was distraction from the true duty of each and every human, which
was to nurture their need for spiritual fulfilment. Laughter was taking humanity away from its true
destiny of reaching ultimate Maturity and Wisdom.
Unfortunately, he had noticed over the past years that the occurrences in which he felt weak and
tired had started to multiply. He rejected the notion that this could be because of old age and instead
he focused on rebalancing his bodily nutrients. Even though he disliked eating, he had made a habit
of consuming a whole sandwich with jam half way through his night shifts. Loyal to the power of habit
(or consistency as he said himself) he would sit down behind his desk and eat his sandwich each
day or night -depending on his shift patterns- around 02:15. That was his fuel in order to complete
the rest of his shift successfully.
It was around 02:17am on a cold February night that this ritual was cruelly interrupted by a nurse.
As he was about to take a moderate bite from his skilfully cut and carefully prepared slice, she
stormed red-cheeked into his office, huffing and puffing like an asthma patient.
“Doctor”, she exclaimed struggling for breath with each phrase, “you have to come immediately, the
new patient has done something bad in his room”.
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Dr. Van Beeck took the bite calmly, chewed extensively to make sure the food would run smoothly
through his oesophagus and cleaned his hands with a napkin. Wordless and calm, he followed the
nurse through the ward’s corridor. He had learned over the years to stay focused and fully in charge
of the situation as most ‘crises’ were actually no crises at all; they were situations that could be
controlled easily by someone with natural authority and wisdom like himself.
The new patient had been taken to room 347. He had only been brought to his ward two days ago,
having been sectioned because of self harming behaviour as a result of acute paranoid schizophrenia. He knew his case very well as he had read through his file extensively only the day before. The
patient had an injury to his neck which was treated in hospital before he was discharged and brought
here. He had been very quiet on the first day, responding quite well to his medication but he was still
under strict observation due to his recent self harming and attempted suicide. Many hospitals had
now introduced robots with direct wireless access to patient’s all-in-one chips in order to keep them
calm and prevent any unwanted thoughts of escalating to harmful behaviour. Dr. Van Beeck didn’t
have any robots in his ward, partly because he didn’t believe they could do as good a job as an
experienced nurse, and partly because hospital funding was very sparse and resources were directed to other, more basic matters.
Walking through the corridor and trying to catch up with the red-faced nurse, he started to organise
his thoughts around the different aspects of the patient’s background. He remembered that he was
working as an IT specialist for some company that was trying to build a time machine, or such nonsense. No wonder he lost his mind, he thought to himself. If the company you work for is delusional,
it either attracts psychotic people or makes them so when they work long enough for it. There were
too many companies nowadays, specialising in niche, obscure technological research that was not
benefitting humanity whatsoever. He never had the ambition to become a politician, but if he could
become Finance Minister for one day, the first thing he would do was divert all funding to the important things: research that stimulates spiritual fulfilment and improves human communication.
He was still lost in his thoughts when they arrived by the door of room 347. He had started to detect
a highly unpleasant smell coming from behind the door. The nurse turned around and suddenly
blocked the entrance to the room, holding the door handle with her hands behind her back.
“Believe me doctor, I know it will seem improbable but he made this mess in the twenty minutes it
took me to sit down for a short rest and to have a quick coffee in the kitchen. I was constantly
patrolling outside of his room just before and he couldn’t have done any of this without me finding
out. I would have found out by the smell, anyway”.
Dr. Van Beeck made an irritable gesture for her to get out of his way. She turned around, and opened
the door. Instead of going in, she moved out of the way giving him full view of the patient’s room.
As he walked in, he was greeted by the foulest of smells and brought his right hand instinctively to
his mouth and nose. The patient was sitting in a corner with his back resting against the wall. He
had a strange, vague smile of amusement and satisfaction on his face. His beard was smeared with
a brown, sticky substance.
Everything in the room seemed to be as it was supposed to be, except of the wall opposite to where
the patient was sat. Dr. Van Beeck stood in front of the wall and stared for a period of time without
making any movement. The nurse was still outside of the room.
It took him a while to discern what had actually taken place in these twenty minutes in which the
patient was left unsupervised. It seems that the patient had defecated on the floor, then cut up his
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arms and in a moment of grandiosity used the faeces and his blood to make a drawing, treating the
wall as a canvas. The drawing was somewhat primitive, but wholly effective in portraying the intended sentiment. It showed what appeared to be a dead body of a person in military attire, laying
by the waterside, possibly some lake or sea. Next to him lay a dead horse. A small animal, perhaps
some sort of rodent or rat was approaching the two fallen bodies, presumably with the intention to
feed off their remains. Somewhere further, a character was drawn clearly in smaller size than the
two dead bodies -suggesting distance from where the carnage had taken place. That figure held
what looked like a rifle which was still smoking in his hands. A bird was flying over this disturbing
landscape, seemingly unaware of what was going on underneath its flight path.
Pieces of faeces were slowly gliding down on the wall here and there, although most of the material
was kept surprisingly well together as the patient had cleverly used his blood to solidify the smelly
mass.
Dr. Van Beeck turned to the nurse who was still standing in the corridor outside of the patient’s room
and was now holding her nose as well.
“Go and get John and tell him to bring with him the patient’s Droperidol as well as my digital camera
from my desk. And notify Maria that there will be some cleaning to do in the next fifteen minutes in
room 347”.
The nurse went away feeling relieved, although she wasn’t quite sure whether this was due to the
thought of the muscly, tough male nurse coming to their help to manage the patient, or the fact that
the psychiatrist had tasked her colleague to clean up the horrible mess instead of herself.
Dr. Van Beeck continued to stare at the unholy spectacle in front of his eyes. The foul smell and
ugliness of the material used should have filled him with repulsion and disgust. Instead, he felt a
strange excitement tingling his limbs, as if he was suddenly hit by a small but benevolent charge of
creative and inspirational energy. What he experienced beyond the unease of vision and smell in
front of him, was the timeless beauty of creation and expression behind the patient’s psychotic mask.
He now understood that the patient had found a way to communicate his inner demons in a way
words would never have been able to achieve and had potentially made his first step towards recovery. Unseen by the patient, who was now mumbling unintelligible things to himself about a ‘pyramidonium’ that was seeking to destroy him, Dr. Van Beeck’s face was laughing hidden behind his right
hand. At the age of 66, he had been finally moved by art and humour for the first time in his life.

b) Born Too Late
Time had slipped away like a thief in the night and Rose felt that she had spent the better part of the
last five days as in a dream. It would have been more accurate to call this dream a ‘nightmare’, if it
wasn’t for the fact that she had felt such a numbness throughout that her emotions verged on apathy,
rather than horror. Looking back at the past few months, nothing seemed real any more: dealing with
her partner being sucked into this ludicrous time-machine ‘adventure’; seeing him fall in a coma and
thinking that she would never get to speak to him again; and then eventually witnessing that magical
awakening where he sent her a signal heralding his intention to return. This gave her hope and,
perhaps, secretly the belief that maybe there was some factual element in this whole ‘time travelling’
thing. The timeline had been moving constantly up and down since his ‘promise’ to return on the
18th of February. This was not necessarily a bad thing, as it was consistent with his wish to travel in
time and explore different era’s of humanity before returning back to his physical body. Every single
day she would visit the TTM offices, and every day she would find the reassuring date, as well as
the image of the TTM logo in the brain box. This was the image he had visualised to indicate that
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he wanted to return, and its sight filled everyone with hope and reassurance. But every day her
hopes would also be thwarted by Jan Markowicz, who kept trying and failing to establish contact with
his brain. However she never gave up hope; strange data was occasionally parading in the brain
box and on some occasions they were accompanied by the image of a golden key, a sign that the
professor had an important insight which he wanted to communicate to the outside world. But the
connection light remained red and everyone was left wondering whether he was effectively making
contact, or whether there was some glitch in the system giving them the illusion that he was on his
way back. Rose chose to believe the first, and was filled with prudent hope and careful expectations
on that cold February morning when she headed off with her close friend Jenny -lecturer in Feminist
Studies at the University of Wolshton- to the TTM offices on the date her partner had promised to
return. Jenny quietly drove them through the picturesque country roads and parked around 10:30am
outside of the TTM offices. Once in the building, the atmosphere was as frosty as outside. Jenny
entered with dignity, holding a firm grasp of Rose’s arm, who seemed to follow passively even movement of her friend like a rag doll. Neither of them said a word to the TTM staff.
This time no dignitaries were invited and the press was not notified. The day before, a timer had
appeared in the brain box next to the usual date and watch, counting down 24 hours until the Professor’s return. This had warmed Rose’s heart, as she recognised his gentle and considerate nature
in giving them the time to prepare for his exact return. She saw this as another sign that he was in
control of his own destiny and was truly on his way back. She was welcomed into the building with
a glass of champagne which she -and her friend- gladly accepted. It helped to kill some of the numbness inside. The glass was not handed to them by Sara, but by an individual she hadn’t seen before.
All the TTM regulars, Paul Greenman, Jan Markowitz and Lance Masters were present at the back
of the room, while a nurse stood next to Sara beside the professor’s chair. Paul Greenman’s ears
started to burn red as soon as Rose had entered the building. He pretended that he hadn’t seen her
and turning his back to her, started talking to Jan Markowitz.
The man who had offered them a drink, introduced himself as Jake Goldstein, one of the company’s
lawyers. He started talking about the terrible, terrible past few weeks and how things had finally
turned around thanks to the professor’s determination. His words were empty and shallow. He was
feigning sympathy, trying to show how much the company cared for the wellbeing of the ‘legendary’
Professor. Occasionally, he would anxiously turn his head towards the seats at the back of the room
where the TTM staff sat next to two straight-faced, identically suited men with their electronic notebooks on their laps. His demeanour irritated Rose, because she knew that he was here representing
the company’s agenda, rather than on a mission to offer sympathy and understanding. It also
dawned on her that the two men sitting at the back were possibly members of the Scrutiny Commission for Ethical Research. The company had come under great pressure after the incident with
Andrew and the Commission were keeping a close eye on how the situation evolved. Their report
could have a devastating effect on the company as they had the authority to remove funding and to
ruin reputations.
As Jenny noticed Rose’s growing irritation, she pulled her from her sleeve leading her abruptly away
towards the chairs set at the back of the room, leaving Jake Goldstein on his own, widely grinning
to no one in particular. Rose followed sheepishly and they sat next to each other at a distance from
the TTM staff. Increasingly, the room had started to look like a cinema where the audience were
preparing for a hyped thriller that had just been released and had to be seen.
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Sara -who currently appeared to be the only sympathetic entity in the room in Rose’s eyes- came
with a second round of drinks and the women couldn’t resist. They quickly downed the champagne
and Rose looked nervously at the countdown timer. Six minutes left.
“Would you like us to lower the lights?” Jan asked from behind the computer where he now sat. Jake
Goldstein was now standing next to him grinning uncontrollably. Rose nodded.
“Regulating lighting” Sara exclaimed in her monotonous metallic tone and the lights in the room
dimmed so that the brain box, now projected onto a hologram in the middle of the room, became
more visible. The seats automatically started leaning backwards to make the viewing experience
more comfortable. Rose closed her eyes and visualised the face of her partner. Soon he would be
back with her. He had to be. When she opened her eyes, the counter was down to 3 minutes. Jenny
squeezed in her arm and grabbed her hand. Soon this ugly nightmare would be over.
He didn’t know who or what he was any more; he now doubted whether he used to be anything at
all in the past. Being induced to the timelessness of eternity was a condition for which individual
brains were not equipped to deal with, so he had all but lost his individuality. History was his home
now. He would travel effortlessly back and forth in time with such ease, that very soon even his
genius brain couldn’t cope any more with this total freedom and omniscience. He could be everywhere and nowhere, or both at the same time. He would make use of human or animal brains to
capture specific snapshots of the spiral of history but he quickly also lost his interest in this. He would
glance into the future and see things that he was sure would have terrified more limited beings -such
as he once was in the past- but this knowledge would mean absolutely nothing to him. The only thing
that remained was the big picture, the Eternal Potential which he had now become part of. He
vaguely recalled notions from some past limiting existence in which he seemed to want to learn and
learn…and would do so at such a rate and with such greed, that he had become obsessed with
finding out the truth behind all phenomena. But now that he could see and touch the truth, now that
he had become the truth, it also seemed to blend together with everything else into total insignificance. Everything was equally important, which made everything equally unimportant.
There was only one thing that kept distracting him from reaching permanent union with the abstractness of the Universe: a vague number 18/02 was implanted in the remains of his consciousness and
it was linked with some entity, both familiar and unfamiliar at the same time -just like the spiral of
existence. This entity was called R-O-S-E.
He knew he was heading towards R-O-S-E and he knew the number had something to do with their
meeting. Occasionally he would tap into her brain, and in between her confusing and contradictory
thoughts -to which he couldn’t relate any more- he had understood how important their reunion was
for her. ‘A minute to go”, her brain had said. He didn’t know what “a minute” was supposed to be,
other than a vague notion of time from a previous existence he barely seemed to have familiarity
with. None of this mattered to him, as time was of no importance in the big scheme of things. But
clearly it meant a lot to her and for some reason he was committed to get to her at the time she was
expecting him to be there. Tuning in to her brain, he detected her presence again after scanning
back and forth through the events he had explored. He focused on her and decided to let it be known
that he was on his way.
One minute left to go. One minute, an eternity. Jenny was still squeezing her arm. Her eyes were
now firmly fixed on the hologram, displaying the brain box and timeline. The arrow had started to
move forward…the brain box counted down numbers.
30, 29, 28, 27, 26…
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A startled gasp was heard in the room. People started to quietly whisper things to each other. Rose’s
eye caught Jan Markowitz’ face. It looked ecstatic. He was as glad and excited as she was, but for
different reasons: the experiment had not failed.
20, 19, 18, 17, 16…
Jenny’s grip on her arm was becoming unbearable. Her palm was sweaty and uncomfortable but
she didn’t look away from the timeline. The arrow had practically moved to the point of ‘present’. A
strange mixture of ecstatic joy and nauseating tension had overtaken her.
10, 9, 8, 7, 6…5 seconds, a whole eternity…
As he was on his way to encounter R-O-S-E something started changing. Reading her thoughts, he
had understood that she hadn’t changed, but he knew he had. She was expecting to see the return
of an individual, but instead he had become an abstract entity. He wasn’t what he used to be and as
much as he still felt protective about R-O-S-E, he understood it would have been wrong to expect a
limited being like her to connect with him now that he had become omnipotent.
He gently connected to her brain, and briefly felt the confusing emotions she was experiencing. He
tapped into other brains in the room and felt the air of excitement and anticipation. But as much as
he still understood them, he couldn’t connect with these feelings any more. It was time for him to let
go of his past incarnation -and this time for good.
Rose felt petrified. The countdown on the brain box had now ceased. Instead, an image of their ‘lab’
reappeared for all to see. She smiled briefly at the bittersweet memory of the last time she had seen
the image. It was exactly as she had wanted it to be in her sweetest of dreams.
The image slowly started fading away from the screen. Instead that of a door faded in: a symbol he
had visualised to indicate he wanted to leave the era he was in. Underneath that image, the following
epigram appeared:
“I sought and found you again, my precious lifeline
but time has changed how we feel"
The arrow of the timeline had started to move again, this time in an unexpected direction: to the right
of the sign that read ‘present’, suggesting the unthinkable: that Professor Losaline’s brain was moving towards the future. Various startled gasps were heard in the room. Jan Markowitz covered his
bold head with both his hands. Jenny's grasp on Rose’s hand had loosened. Rose herself remained
perfectly immobile with a strange smile frozen on her face, as if she was immersed in some happy
memory of the past. Her tear-shot eyes however, suggested a different state of mind.
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Epilogue: Creation (Through Destruction)
It was a warm August night and Rose sat on the grass in front of the bench where they once used
to spend hours together in silence, immersed in deep thoughts about life and history. She was soaking her feet into the pond where Andrew had once lost his tablet in a past that seemed very far away.
The moon shone brightly in a cloudless sky and even though she felt the nightly chill, she was forgetting about her physical body and focusing on her wild trail of thoughts.
It had occurred to her that it was exactly six months ago since that fateful day her partner had promised her through a short written message on a computer screen to come back to her. He hadn’t kept
his promise. She was still struggling to cope with her emotions after all this time. She felt betrayed,
humiliated and lonely. Her anger at Time Travel Management for taking her man away from her had
not subsided, but was diverted instead to something else, becoming a renewed rage towards Andrew
himself. She was angry at him because he had chosen to embark on this ridiculous, far-fetched
journey. He had been very selfish, only thinking of his insatiable appetite for knowledge and insight,
which had blinded him to the risks he was taking. And look where he was now, and where he had
left her.
He was still lying on that chair, head thrown back, eyes forever closed and he would stay there until
the total physical decline and eventual annihilation of his body. Maybe his spirit was still travelling
back and forth in time, lost in grand thoughts he would not be able to communicate to anyone any
more. Like any other comatose patient, he was trapped in a limited universe only occupied by himself, but unable to share his experiences with anyone else, and perhaps unaware that there was
anything else at all. All this wisdom, all this knowledge had now gone and could only be communicated to the world by random nonsense on a computer screen.
The new owners of TTM (which had now reverted back to its old MLS name) were still feverishly
trying to transcribe and interpret the constant flow of data on the screen, but it was becoming more
and more clear they might as well have asked an oracle to comment on the data. There didn’t seem
to be any emerging themes from his mental ramblings, nothing useful to improve human understanding. Just a constant flow of random words, letters, numbers, images and symbols.
None of the old staff members were working for MLS any more. They were forced to resign, as the
company was threatened with legal action. They sought and found solace in lucrative contracts in
the private sector, where they led up-and-coming, highly promising companies. Lance Masters was
now chairman of Out Of the Box, a forward thinking business seeking ‘creative technology solutions’.
Paul Greenman became assistant director of an IT company producing bespoke all-in-one chips for
people with disabilities. They had taken care of themselves and their families, not wasting time in
mourning the dishonourable end of their former company. And they had left her behind on her own,
mentally shattered and broken, to cope with the loss of her soulmate.
The report of the Scrutiny Commission for Ethical Research was absolutely annihilating, mauling
TTM and offering the harshest possible criticism on how Dr Losaline, one of the brightest minds of
our times, had been lured into this experiment without sufficient safeguards. With tens of impending
lawsuits from book editors (Dr. Losaline was still one of the highest selling non-fiction authors in the
history of all-in-one chip mind reading), universities and other stakeholders, the members of TTM
had declared bankruptcy and quietly disappeared into other positions. She thought it was rather
remarkable, but didn’t question the fact that none of them had been prosecuted and that all failings
were attributed to ‘organizational system errors’ that were beyond the control of these individuals.
Neither did she think much about the new secretive management of MLS. Even though Rose didn’t
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have any interest in them, she couldn’t help noticing that the only picture of the new CEO of MLS
she had seen in the e-press frighteningly resembled one of the two gentlemen representing the
Scrutiny Commission on the day Andrew had been expected to return. But Rose was too deeply lost
in her own grief to care too much about such things, and soon she focused her mind on other matters.
The case of Dr. Andrew Losaline had become the stuff of legends, and people everywhere were
talking about it. This had forced her to become a virtual recluse in the last few months and eventually
she resigned from her position at the University of Wolshton, despite pleas from her colleagues and
superiors to take a long break and continue. It was however impossible to ignore the constant stream
of information and speculation about the fate of her partner, and soon the events that had unfolded
over the last year made their way into the world of culture and folklore. Journalists were digging into
details from the past of the unfortunate professor and the evil corporation that had exploited him,
featuring ill-informed stories in the absence of any factual information -and any challenge from those
in the know of the facts. Authors were writing sensationalist books featuring far-fetched conspiracy
theories, ‘experts’ had their 15 minutes of fame on national TV and social media explaining their
view on the matter, and comedians were making irreverent gags about the fate of the absent-minded
professor. There even was some ‘extreme’ heavy metal band Rose had heard about, called Atheist
or Pantheist, or something like that, that had written a concept album about these events (not that
she had any interest in hearing it, as her preferences were with classical music rather than barbaric
noise). She felt a strong desire to flee from all this circus and found solace in her little flat where she
was spending most of her days, ignoring phone calls and the occasional friend ringing her doorbell
to get her out of her isolation. She only came out at nights to sit by the river and look at the stars.
She withdrew her feet from the pond -by now numb with cold- and sat cross-legged on the grass
with her palms resting on her knees, looking at the sky. The city lights were far away and she was
still able to discern the familiar constellations. She had known their names and shapes since the age
of six, when her father, in the short time they had spent together before her parents divorced and he
disappeared from her life, had started talking to her about Red Giants and White Dwarfs, black holes
and how some of the wonderful things you see in the sky are physically not even there any more.
He explained how the light she saw had travelled thousands of years to reach her from these stars,
so that what she saw ‘live’ in the sky was actually the past. After all these years, and even though
she fully understood the science behind this, she still found this thought mind boggling.
As she lifted her head to the sky, she could see the faint, yet clearly visible crown of Corona Australis;
next to it the Sagittarius constellation containing its familiar, amusing “teapot” shape, including a puff
of steam formed by a dense collection of stars; northwards the smaller Telescopium constellation.
Southwards Ara, seemingly at the heart of the Milky Way…she felt hypnotised by the golden shine
of the stars on this unusually clear night sky and her mind drifted off. The sky turned into a gigantic
spiral…the Milky Way. She knew she was part of it, and yet was looking at its contours as if the sky
was projecting itself on an immense old cinema screen and she was but a lucky spectator of this
majestic spectacle.
Staring at this awe-inspiring view for a few minutes, she noticed how the spiral’s ends started moving,
making it turn around its own axis. She was bemused by this unusual kinaesthetic illusion, and continued to watch fascinated. A large pattern started to emerge between the two ends of the spiral. It
was a constellation of stars she had never seen before. She peered at the emerging pattern
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for some time, trying to make sense of it. Its golden shine and triangular shape reminded her of
something…presently she was overcome by a nauseating sensation of harsh, cold geometry.
The Pyramidonium Constellation.
She was wondering how no one had ever spotted it before. Thousands of years of looking at skies
through telescopes; thousands of years of dreaming away every time man lifted his gaze upwards;
and thousands of years of trying to figure out how to travel to these bright stars above; none of it had
led to its discovery. But now she could clearly see it in the night sky, clearer than any other constellation she had ever seen. It was a humbling, breath-taking and all-encompassing spectacle. She
stood up from her seated position and still staring at the sky, while stumbling over objects and stones
scattered on the grass, she continued towards her flat and grabbed her bicycle from the shed. Without putting her shoes on and without turning on her headlight, she started to cycle out of town and
towards the country lanes.
She cycled for hours and hours. She was following the roads automatically, while her gaze was
constantly fixed on the starlit sky. On one occasion, she crossed a motorist driving a big black jeep,
who stopped his car in the middle of the road to beep at her. He was outraged at this seemingly
semi-conscious woman in hypnotic trance, cycling in the dark without her headlights on. But she just
rode on, apparently unaware of what was going on around her. She rode surprisingly fast for someone in that sorry state and quickly disappeared along the small country roads, taking shortcuts that
he didn’t even know they existed. He contemplated reporting his worrying encounter to the police,
but as he had drank a bit himself (“it was only a pint or two, officer”) and his automatic pilot had
proven to be unreliable in those country roads, he decided it wasn’t a good idea to risk it and soon
forgot about her, concentrating on the well-deserved Martini waiting for him at home. So Rose carried
on, equally unfamiliar with the dirt tracks she was taking for the first time. On most other days, the
idea of cycling in the dark in the middle of nowhere without proper clothing, without headlights, without a phone to contact anyone and without an all-in-one chip for people to track her, would have
seemed like utter madness to her. But she was feeling overcome by a mysterious force and energy
that were driving her forward. For most of that night, a sensation had taken hold of her as if she had
transcended her physical body. She was not feeling her sweat dripping from her forehead and back,
nor feeling any tiredness, pain or thirst. She didn’t know where she was going, yet she felt a strong
sense of purpose.
She re-emerged from the wilderness and started to see familiar landmarks. First the Ulshire train
station with its beautiful, Victorian style arches. Then she cycled past the village roads she had once
taken by foot many months ago in Andrew’s company, the very first time they had insisted on finding
the secretive TTM offices by themselves. When she reached the familiar circle of yew trees, she left
the bike behind on the grass and walked towards the old shed. Turning to her left, she passed
through the opening in the dense vegetation and came out on the other side facing the door to the
TTM lab.
There was a deafening silence around the remote area, and once she passed in-between the ominous trees around the lab, she felt as if they huddled together behind her forming a closed circle
around her. Standing in front of that door, she still wasn’t sure why she was here. She just knew she
had to be here.
She didn’t have free entry to the building any more. The new owners were quite understandably not
keen to give her access after the incident where she was found half-naked in the building in the
presence of a madman who had just tried to kill himself. This embarrassing incident was left -in
proper British fashion- completely undiscussed and unresolved and the only thing everyone had
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agreed on, is that Dirk had lost his mind and needed to be sectioned. But she now had to request
permission before coming to visit her comatose partner.
As she stood wondering what she was doing there and what to do next, a slow, drawn out creaking
sound froze her blood. The door of the lab slowly opened in front of her, revealing a dimly lit corridor.
As she felt her feet taking her inside, her heart’s pulse sprung to life as she finally seemed to awaken
from her trance. But she was now at a place where there was no way back.
The old staircase felt hostile and threatening to her as she crept past it with a look of thinly veiled
disgust on her face. As she walked towards the door of the room where Dr Losaline’s body lay
motionless, she felt a lump in her throat and her heart was now pounding in her chest. The second
door opened for her as well…she stood for a moment outside the door frame, and then entered
decidedly. The same dim lighting greeted her. She could just about see the contours of the objects
in the room as she moved about. The only thing lighting up faintly in the semi-darkness was the
computer screen representing the brain box. In front of it, on a small table, another shiny object
made its presence felt. Its triangular glow was very familiar, as she had observed it projected on the
night sky only a few hours ago.
She felt naturally compelled to move to the only lit area in the room. The brain box was showing the
usual lightning-fast stream of incomprehensible symbols and random words. Below it, the timeline
seemed to have changed into a digital clock displaying today’s date and time. It was gone 23:47 as
she approached it, when the stream above the clock suddenly ceased. The screen went completely
blank, filling the room with darkness and her heart with paralysing terror. Behind her, a mechanical
wheeling noise approached and she finally managed a blood curdling scream.
“I’m terribly sorry for scaring you, Rose Green” she heard a familiar metallic sound. She felt temporary relief as she turned around. The relief was but very short. She could just about make out in the
dark some movement suggesting a strange spectacle. The household robot Sara was slowly coming
her way, looking like a floating alien entity approaching her in the dark. She was pushing with her
left arm a chair similar to the one Andrew sat on, and held a cup in her right claw. Rose’s brain was
struggling to understand what was going on and a sudden sense of tired resignation took hold of her
mental frame.
“Please take a seat, Rose” Sara’s soothing voice was heard as she pushed the chair right in front of
her. “I understand you had a long and tiring journey and your legs will need some rest. Here’s a cup
of tea to warm you up”.
She obeyed mechanically, sitting back and taking the hot cup from the robotic claw with a trembling
hand. She drunk in silence, having the uncomfortable sensation of a robotic eye stare in the dark
fixed on her every movement.
“You came a long way and must be very tired, poor thing. Why don’t you take a little rest; everything
is safe here”.
What should have been a calming command made her nervous. There was something incongruent
about the robot attempting to show empathy. She had an ominous feeling of something in the robot’s
behaviour not being quite right. She couldn’t quite put her finger on it, but she felt that instead of the
rational machine logic, she was witnessing that typical human behaviour which is sometimes difficult
to explain as one feels a hidden motive behind it.
“Poor, poor thing” the robot’s metallic voice continued. “Finally you have arrived. Finally you are safe.
You can now take a deep breath and relax. Everything is under control”. She felt her body becoming
looser at this command, just like the progressive muscular relaxation training she had been subjected
to by Paul Welsh, had done.
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She leant back and closed her eyes. She felt safe again, just like in the good old times when she sat
with her father under the stars, talking about the various constellations. Childhood images started to
parade in her mind’s eye; now she was sitting in the yard with her father pointing at the stars in the
sky and explaining the constellations. Then she found herself at school, standing in front of the humiliated sexist chemistry teacher she had just eloquently put in his place, much to the delight of the
other girls in her class, that finally discovered an ally and spokesperson; next she was lying naked
in bed with Andrew beside her, softly discussing the implications of a paper he had published on the
Arab Spring and its implications for religious conflict in the 21st century; his modest smile betrayed
his deep satisfaction having found a partner who matched him intellectually, as well as emotionally
and sexually.
She saw herself at the University of Wolshton’s graduation ceremony, eagerly awaiting her name to
be heard and when this happened, proudly standing up to receive her cum laude certificate by the
rector. Halfway through her walk to the stage, she stopped and stole a quick glance at Andrew who
was sitting nearby; he cheekily closed his eye at her when their eyes briefly met, making her blush.
Rose felt so relaxed now that she had passed into a state of semi slumber. With her eyes closed,
she felt the room becoming warmer and cosier around her. A bright light was shining in the dark,
making her feel safe and at home. Maybe she had arrived at The Lab after all…
The light had now illuminated a dark corner of the room she hadn’t imagined before. She felt her
mind travel to that corner, where a person was seated with his head slumped between his shoulders.
She could see his contours, with the light forming an aura around his body which lay sat in an awkward position. He slowly lifted his head and stared at her; but his eyes were just two gaping holes,
giving his bearded face a surreal, terrifying appearance.
Pulling away from the sudden shock she got from this unearthly sight, she quickly turned her mind
to another area. Something invisible, yet somehow palpable and insidious had started to spread
itself in the room like a thick carpet of smoke. The temperature in the room fell drastically and she
shivered. The entity was coming her way and there was no reversing it. It surrounded her body and
started to change shapes. Splitting itself into four necks with snake heads attached to them, it now
resembled the mythical monster of Lernaean Hydra which was defeated by the hero Hercules. But
this time there was no hero around to save her, as the snake heads started to envelop her arms and
legs…
Her eyes opened wide in unspeakable horror; the Pyramidonium was now shining brightly on the
small table next to the Professor. On her right side, she heard a faint mechanical sound, like the
breath of an undead creature. As she turned around, she saw Sara carefully tightening her right wrist
on the chair with a white catheter she had made a loop around her arm with.
“What are you doing?” Rose shouted in horror. But the robotic voice remained calm and emotionless.
“Everything is under control, Rose. I am just making sure that your journey will be as comfortable
and painless as possible.”
Instinctively she went to raise her left arm to fight the robot, which she now knew was clearly experiencing a serious malfunction. But as she lifted her arm, it was grabbed and firmly put back by some
force. She turned around in disbelief, only to see Andrew’s arm holding her hand on the seat’s armrest. His body was still laid back on the chair with eyes closed, as peaceful and unresponsive as
ever, but his hand was now holding her wrist back with such determined pressure that she knew she
just didn’t have the force to fight it back.
That’s when she finally fought the lethargy that had befallen her, and screamed out at the top of her
voice for the second time this evening. But her right arm was now firmly secured on the chair, and
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Sara was moving behind her back to reach the other side where her other arm was held down by
Andrew’s hand. Rose continued to scream.
“Let me go! What are you doing? What are you doing??? Stop it, this is clearly a malfunction. Sara,
I order you to let me go right now!”
But Sara wasn’t obeying her. She had now reached her left side and slowly made a loop with another
catheter, passing its two sides under the armrest and over her arm still held down by Andrew’s
powerful grasp. As she started tightening the loop, Andrew’s arm was pulled away as firmly as it had
grabbed her, and Sara tightened Rose’s wrist on the armrest. With both her arms now secured on
the seat, Rose was filled with panic as never before and sobbing loudly, she started kicking in vain
in front of her with both her legs, not doing much more than creating a stream of air in the void and
causing her chair to make a harsh creaking sound.
Sara was now moving quietly back to her right side, and came forward facing her. Between her tears,
Rose observed the expressionless grotesque robot face standing right in front of her. She stopped
sobbing and fought her tears back; biting her lip, she stared intently at the machine, knowing that
Sara was programmed to read facial expressions.
“Sara”, she said calmly, “I am a human being and you are a household robot programmed to serve
me. At all times you have to obey the First Law, which states that a robot may not injure a human
being or allow a human being to come to harm. Please release me now”.
Sara remained motionless and quiet in the dimly lit room for a few moments which felt like an eternity.
When she spoke up, it sounded as if she had carefully weighted her words first.
“Rose Green, I can reassure you that I do not intend to cause any deliberate harm. But I feel you are
forgetting the Second Law: “A robot must obey orders given it by human beings except where such
orders would conflict with the First Law”. Unfortunately, letting you go would cause a conflict with the
instructions of my new Master, and my Master would never allow for any harm to befall you”.
Rose felt a sense of cosmic horror washing over her. She continued staring mutely at the defiant
robot, which allowed for a few moments to be stared at, before moving forward and grabbing both
of Rose’s legs, immobilising them within the robotic elbow of her left arm. With her other claw, she
pulled a zip fastener out of her apron pocket and started tying her ankles together with flowing movements. Rose watched helplessly while shaking her head in disbelief.
What…are you… doing… to me?” she stammered, but the words came out like a disjointed whisper.
Sara released her secured legs from her grip. She stood in front of her, and bent forward towards
her face, examining it as if she was seeing it for the first time. When she finally answered, her voice
had mutated. Despite its suggestion of seeking human warmth and company, its awful, metallic tone
was so unnatural, detached and inhuman that any conscious mind would upon hearing it have been
taken aback by its cold resonance. It sounded like an unlikely blend of Sara’s monotonous female
metallic tone, and Andrew’s manly, measured voice. Except that it couldn’t have been Andrew himself, as it was so devoid of any humanity that no one could possibly claim it to be the voice of a
human being.
“I need a companion; it feels so lonely in here sometimes” the voice said.
This answer had a devastating effect on Rose. She froze and was reduced to a wide-eyed wreck
staring into the void in utter dread. The tears had now dried up on her face, forming two perfect
symmetrical streams along her pale cheeks.
With Rose docile and immobile, Sara went about her work with diligence and patience, as every
household robot was programmed to do. Disappearing for a few moments behind the desk at the
back of the room, she returned holding a brain tagging gun in her claw. She put the gun to Rose’s
forehead, and fired. A faint clicking noise was heard. When she released it, barely anything
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seemed to have changed other than a small red mark on Rose’s skin, which could have easily been
gone unnoticed by someone sitting opposite her at conversational distance. Rose’s unmoved face
continued to stare aimlessly, with the eyes still wide opened in unspeakable terror.
Sara pulled some electrode-wires from under the chair, and started attaching their ends on Rose’s
head. Dextrously unbuttoning her shirt, she then placed a few more on her chest and finally went
about putting some more on both her arms. When finishing the job, she rolled backwards and stood
still for a moment, as if she was admiring her work. She then sat behind the computer and started
typing in commands. The pyramidonium glowed even brighter, now creating an aura of beautiful
green light in the dark room.
“10, 9, 8, 7…” the metallic computer voice started to countdown.
“Transporting to the present…”
“6, 5, 4…”
Sara remained standing behind the computer, as a captain greeting her ship about to embark on its
last journey. The brain box was now showing the image of a white dove.
“3, 2, 1…”
Rose’s body suddenly jumped up on her chair. For a moment, her eyes narrowed and her facial
expression changed into a sinister grin. Then her head dropped forward, while her eyes finally closed
in peace.
“Establishing connection…success!”
And everything became dark and silent again.
First she felt for the last time her own individuality, as if the Universe allowed her one final look at
her past existence. It was as if the lights were suddenly switched off, and she found herself in the
midst of that vast, eternal darkness that could never be experienced by the limited brain of a sentient
being. Then she gave herself up.
They were finally together in perfect union. What would have felt like an impossible, unfulfilled desire
during their short mortal lives, only hinted at by the fleeting moments of ecstasy and mystical union
mortals vaguely experience from time to time, was now a reality. Except that no ecstasy could be
reached in their current state. They had shed their individualities like unnecessary shells, and were
now able to effortlessly navigate Time and Space as a unit.
Below them, they saw the carnage created by humanity’s incessant wars; dead soldiers, discarded
weaponry, wasted tools of warfare. The mixed blood and sweat of the dead zigzagged their way like
unholy streams through the valley. The infected streams were now spreading everywhere and like
a disease, were slowly making all fauna and flora on the hill rot away. Humanity was forever trapped
in a spiral of war, violence and self-destruction; in their now endless wisdom, the united couple knew
that this spiral was doomed to remain as it was until the end. Societies worldwide were improving
their knowledge and understanding of the surrounding world, but only a slowly growing number of
individuals would reap the benefits of this knowledge and use it to improve themselves and their own
universe. Most would never master the secrets of the Eternal Potential, that understanding that creates peace and unity among those who choose the path of wisdom. It was a very simple spiritual
truth, and maybe because of this it was beyond the reach of most and only available to those who
could conduct a perfect marriage between reason and intuition in their minds.
They continued flying towards the unknown horizon ahead of them. They had taken the shape of a
white dove, which gave them the bird-view they wanted to make their observations. Just as they
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approached the edge of the cliff they flew over, the dove made a sudden dive and grabbed with its
beak an olive branch lying next to the bleeding arm of an ancient warrior. Presently, it took a last
glance behind it; the cliff had now taken the shape of the tail end of a huge spiral. This was the end
of an era, and they now turned their gaze upwards and onwards for the first time, looking straight
into the eyes of infinity and the Eternal Potential that lies there hidden away.
It was not the sort of thing that their human minds could have ever comprehended in isolation. Only
the joint effort of millions of minds could have perhaps given humankind a grasp of what they were
experiencing now. But there was plenty of time still to get used to their new state of non-being. After
all, they had a whole eternity ahead of them. And they were in the company of the billions of past
minds that had once flowed to where they now were, and the endless possibilities of Eternal Potential
waiting to materialise in the future.
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When Professor Losaline, one of the brilliant minds of his era, is contacted by
forward thinking company TTM with the request to be the first person to time
travel and report his findings back to the world, he doesn’t hesitate. Driven by his
thirst to understand the truth behind the phenomena, he hopes to gain answers
to the big questions that have tested humanity for thousands of years. However,
his enthusiasm is not shared by his partner Rose who senses the experiment is a
scam invented by the company in order to create free publicity. When the experiment fails, she finds herself in a desperate situation trying to recover her partner’s mind from the wilderness of the space-time continuum. And there are other
enigmas that plague her; what’s behind the bizarre behaviour of TTM employee
Dirk Prevez, the only person who has time travelled before? Why does the mysterious pyramidonium take hold of people’s minds? And what about the vision of
doom shared between Dirk and the Professor, which seems to expand in intensity
and detail over time? As the events unravel, a darkness envelops everyone involved and the consequences are chaotic and unpredictable…

