
Chapter Two: Journey Through Lands Unknown

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 half stared 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 alcohol-fuelled 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 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, so 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 where 
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 seemed to crawl 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.    



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 Health and Safety 
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 clothes-which 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 the right armrest, clearly 
designed for this purpose.  
“Mr. Losaline, your safety is paramount with us” Paul Welsh said while Rose and Andrew 
were still greedily crunching their tea-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 man-robot 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 visualize 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:
“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 apologizing. 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 realize 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”.
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 realize 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 Scientific Ethical Commission. 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 recognized 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 probably spent hours and hours 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 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 scene was brought back to 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 traveling 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 on 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 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 re-creating their brains within replicas of their bodies. Frankenstein doesn’t seem 
such a remote 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 that looked like a price tagging gun in his hands 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 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 telepathic 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:
“Historical representations of how time machines would be like in the future appeared to 
be just 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 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 displayed as visual images. 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 went 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 in the background, 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 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 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 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 the crap, 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- and six in the evening. During the breaks he continued to 
work incessantly, running his existing university  projects from a TTM computer, to which he 
had exclusive constant access upon his request. Rose in the meanwhile, worked hard to 
rearrange and postpone appointments. She took it upon herself to 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 damage 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 passing 
from 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 wisely. “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 letting the experimenter know that he 
wanted to be taken away from a certain place. It was agreed that he would visualize 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 in 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 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.
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, he decided to connect to other contemporaries instead 
whose whereabouts where 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 back onwards 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 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 summarizing 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, observing from 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 things 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 7pm, the 
finishing touches were finally laid, 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 
realisation. 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 of 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 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 realised 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 the control of his legs and fell on his knees right in front of 
the seated creature or 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 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 right 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. You see, empires collapse, my friend; and when dust settles, 
only their ruins remain”.
Andrew tried to pull away from the man’s mouth, but was too weak to resist. The hand was 
released, 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 getting wet while he sensed the triumphant tone in the man’s delivery.
“It’s that damn diamond” it 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 with reliving 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 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 stopped. 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 exit door and crawled outside. Footsteps 
followed him closely behind. Panic stricken, he got up  and started to run. As he 



disappeared into the trees, he hid behind the thick evergreen branches and 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  turned as if they had changed their mind, and walked away 
from him and the TTM office. Professor Losaline was finally left alone, panting and 
sweating like he never had before, while his ears were following the footsteps of Dirk 
Prevez slowly fading away and disappearing into the falling dusk. 

 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 visualisation 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. 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, where most of the TTM staff had gathered to 
watch the historical event as it unfolded on hologram screens projected in sky presentation 
mode to the ceiling. Only the VIPs elite were allowed downstairs.
None of the dignitaries had rejected the invitation to be here 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’, ‘pseudo-science’ 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 was an element of truth in any 
of this time travel business, it would have been something akin to public suicide not to be 
present, when history was being written. 
They were all crammed in this small, hot room and had to take 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 
doctor who was 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-in-chief 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 tomorrow‘s 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 age- surely  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. A little behind him, at a more discrete distance, Paul 
Greenman was standing quietly.
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 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 this 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 
visualisation of establishing contact with Alan Turing’s brain.
A big cheer echoed in the room. 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.       
“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 visualisation. As the timeline 
was moving more and more backwards, the TTM staff and Rose started to get increasingly 
nervous, as 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 at a much slower tempo in 
chronological order to re-connect 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 started to check for Andrew’s coordinates. 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 said the following words:
“Dr. Masters, It looks like we lost connection with Dr Losaline’s brain”.  


