
 

 

Chapter One: Enter in Time 
 

(Where Professor Losaline and his partner Rose meet the staff of TTM and are kindly 
introduced to his mission and the Pyramidonium) 

 
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 river. 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 blase- 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 trees in the middle of a rather 
remote field 30 minutes walk from the Ulshire train station. Although they were evergreens 
and thus 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 the trees 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 demeanor 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 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 at a few meters, 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 realized 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 chap 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 small robot, 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 Masters 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 technological progress” 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, I think you can do better 
than that”.  
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 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 tantalizingly 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 neurons 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 
neurons 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 tacheia particles were triggered and activated in their 
brains, causing a post-synaptic domino response which subjected the neurons 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 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 social 
sciences, 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 
wondered about 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! 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 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 Ethical Commission 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. 
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 traveled 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 traveler 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 traveler, 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?” 
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 tacheia. 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 traveled 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 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, which spun around its axis 
several times. 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. 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. 
“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. 
“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 neurons 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 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 in an objective manner, 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 existence 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 tacheia -particles with the ability to bend time and space and 
travel faster than light- and 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 exact 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.  
“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 traveler- 
tries 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 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 with some of our known past 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:    
“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 molded 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 looking 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, stroking 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. 
“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 had a glance 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. The dish was grabbed, glasses were filled with masterful skill 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 grabbed 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 jewelry. With exaggerated ceremonial movements -and with trembling hands 
from excitement, Rose noticed- he opened the box. Instead of a ring or a 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 depersonalization 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 it. 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 
defenseless 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 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… 


