
Chapter Three: When Fire is Father!!!
a) Lust!
Paul Greenman had never really loved a woman. He had spent half of his life trying to 
figure out the mystery of the female psyche, understand it from inside out, and had failed. 
The other half of his life he had spent trying to live together with a woman -and with the 
gradual arrival of his daughters two, and then three women- and there he felt he had failed 
too.!!
It's not that he was a misogynist; at least not in the typical sense of the word. He didn't 
hate women as such. Rather, he felt that he didn't understand them. One could have 
guessed things would turn out wrong if one had seen his early interactions with his own 
mother. His parents had tried for years to conceive a child; they had taken advantage of 
every rare opportunity his dad, who was a scientific consultant for the government and 
ambitious enough to have several consulting businesses of his own, was at home between 
his demanding work and  business traveling ventures. But no matter how much they had 
tried, nothing had happened for nine long years and they had started to resign themselves 
to the horrifying idea that they would remain childless forever. Just when they had started 
to discuss the possibility of adoption -which felt like an inevitability by that stage- Paul was 
conceived. One glorious morning, just as they had scheduled their second appointment 
with the National Adoption Agency to discuss Verinea, that gorgeous dark-skinned girl with 
curly hair from Lesotho they had decided to adopt, his dad, who was in yet another work 
related meeting, received a triumphant message from his wife that she was finally 
pregnant. It was fair to say that the call was received with relief rather than enthusiasm by 
his dad.!!
The parents were overjoyed at the prospect of a child and his mum set herself the task of 
preparing as thoroughly as possible for the impending arrival, not in the slightest hindered 
by the constant absence of her husband. Pink towels and clothes were bought. The baby 
room in their large semi detached house had pink curtains with girly patterns. Generous 
funds were invested in expensive combs for that abundant baby hair that was expected, 
and the fluffy teddybears and pillows for the bed had pink hearts and kissing lip patterns 
on them. Because although Marc and Sue Greenman did not wish to know the sex of their 
child before its birth, Sue was convinced that it would be a girl.!
Unfortunately however, it turned out to be a boy.!!
His mum spent the first two years of Paul's life, in a state which friends and relatives often 
described as ‘being in denial'. She would insist on dressing him up in girly clothes, talking 
to him in an exaggerated high pitched voice as if she was addressing a girl, and when no 
one was around to see her, she would even call him Paula. That didn't seem to be an 
issue until Paul started to talk: Sue would have much rather preferred he had stayed mute 
forever; and when his dad, in one of his few interactions with the child, asked him what his 
name was, he replied with 'Paula'. The sudden look of anger and disgust at his wife, which 
was never followed up with any conversation or clarification on the matter, perhaps 
summed up best the dynamics of their marriage: a constant balancing act between 
passive aggression and outright denial between two people who never understood, or tried 
to understand, each other.!!
After these awkward first two years, his mum finally resigned herself to the idea that she 
was raising a son and not a daughter. She never showed much affection for Paul, although 



at first sight he seemed to have everything a child needed: a stable home environment 
with two parents who were financially well off, and Paul didn't seem to suffer from any 
ailments or mental health problems. Contrary to what some people in its wider social circle 
would have perhaps predicted, the child didn't seem to have developed a trauma from his 
unnatural treatment during his early life. He grew up normally, did all the things boys do, 
including collecting Panini stickers and riding a BMX bike. He also ended up taking interest 
in the same fields his dad had once taken up: science, technology and business 
consultancy.!!
But things were looking very different on the inside. In Paul's universe there was not much 
place for love, empathy or even a basic understanding of how differently the other sex -or 
anyone else for that matter- experienced life in their own terms. Paul had a very 
methodical, logical approach to what came his way and he expected everyone else to be 
exactly the same. From the moment he had obtained his master's degree, he immediately 
felt he had an advantage over those poor souls who weren't smart enough to get university 
education. When he got his PhD, he felt he automatically became a natural leader over all 
the herds of people who didn't have the right to bear the title of doctor in front of their 
names. When he received the news from Dr. Lance Masters, one of the scientists he 
admired most in the whole world, that he was successful in his job application and that he 
was to be employed by TTM (at the time still called MLS, Modern Living Solutions), the 
world's most forward thinking technological company, he found people's congratulations 
and praise empty and hollow. Of course he got the job; he had never doubted that this 
would happen, as he knew he was the most talented and able person for that particular 
position. And the truth of the matter is that he was. He worked really hard, was a good 
team player, and came up with many ideas that helped develop the company's prestige 
and reputation throughout the last two decades.!!
But building a time travel machine was not one of his ideas. In fact, he had expressed very 
serious reservations from the day they had started to discuss this crazy idea, and had 
been sceptical about the whole venture. Yes, he had remained professional while the 
company had put more and more of their resources into this particular field, neglecting or 
delegating work on technological innovations which, in Paul Greenman's eyes, would have 
more chance of finding applications in real life and would bring the company more 
immediate profit, both financial and reputational. But he also felt that Dr. Masters, for all his 
obvious genius, was sometimes a bit of a dreamer, an entrepreneurial visionary who had 
to be protected from his own brilliance. The quick succession of ideas he came up with 
often seemed like brainstorming sessions, as if he was challenging the other intelligent 
people around him to test whether these ideas could be transformed into things which 
people could actually use in their day-to-day lives. Consequently, it had always seemed as 
if only one out of ten of Lance's ideas passed through the filter from that magical realm of 
Ideal Perfection into the world of real life limitations. A world where physical space, money 
and time were always an enemy and stood in the way of Perfection and Truth. No, Lance's 
ideas were not always easy to implement, although they often sounded perfect on paper, 
and one of Paul's tasks was to advise him with logical arguments to help reign in his 
enthusiasm, something which he was very good at. But the building of a time travel 
machine was the first company project which Paul felt was slowly slipping out of his 
control. The technological advancements in this field were very fast and Paul found himself 
lagging behind in knowledge and having difficulty to catch up on conversations between 
the brilliant minds of this company, in particular Lance and Jan Markowicz.!!



He was getting increasingly frustrated by this project but saw that everyone else, perhaps 
with the exception of Dirk Prewez who seemed to have his own reservations, was so 
enthusiastic about it that, for years now, they couldn't think of anything else. Every meeting 
was about time travel. Every press contact, research and technological development, 
everything was now to be sacrificed at the altar of time travel. Eventually, the name of the 
company changed to TTM to reflect this, something which didn't do much to help with 
Paul's frustration.!!
He felt that there was a lot of tension building up within himself, but he couldn't find ways 
of releasing it. At home the relationship with his wife was rather uneventful to say the least. 
Their interaction was minimal as both of them spent their spare time separately pursuing 
different hobbies. Or to be more precise, his wife had hobbies while he didn't; he spent all 
his spare time catching up on technological advancements and reading  scientific papers 
downloaded to his all-in-one chip, while seated on his favourite sofa with a glass of 
whiskey in hand. !
Things were not that different in his relationship with his daughters. As soon as they 
became teenagers, they lost interest in their dad and started behaving towards him as if 
he was some sort of village idiot. He felt he had lost all authority over them, and the few 
times he tried to talk to them about their inappropriate clothing or outrageous partying 
lifestyles, they mocked him with these hateful little voices, voices that were but a cruel 
parody mimicking his constant talking about weird scientific stuff in which they didn't have 
any interest whatsoever. Paul felt a sense of disappointment seeing his daughters being 
drawn more and more to his uneducated wife, forming little alliances with her against him. 
His wife only had a master's degree in psychology, a field which he thought off as a semi-
science without any substance or the capacity to say something substantial about the 
things that truly mattered in life.      !!
He would happily join his colleagues in the local Ulshire pub and have a few drinks before 
heading home. Sometimes however, the emptiness inside would grow and grow and he 
would feel the need for immediate release. He would wander around aimlessly through the 
picturesque Ulshire country roads without really wanting to return home. At no time would 
he ever receive a phone call from his wife wondering where he was. If he wasn't home by 
6 as he usually was, his wife and two daughters would dine together and then get on with 
their lives, totally ignoring his. He would come home, warm up the leftovers and eat by 
himself on his favourite sofa, sometimes watching a pre-recorded scientific TV program on 
his all-in-one chip. !
He often felt a little stupid wandering about like this. Walking aimlessly was not always the 
cure he was hoping for and the mounting tension inside would not subside; it would even 
grow further. When night had set, he would drive in the slow lane of the A-road that would 
take him home. There was one particular section of the hard shoulder where there were 
invariably several cars parked at all times of the day. The cars were empty and seemingly 
abandoned, and drivers-by would often wonder where these drivers were.!
Paul knew where they were. He would park his car behind one of these vehicles, dim his 
lights and swap his shoes with a spare pair he would always carry in the boot of his car. 
He would wait until the motorway was empty. He would then jump out of his car, jump over 
the protective barrier and slowly climb down in darkness, trampling moist grass and feeling 
the wet earth under his shoes. When reaching solid ground, he would hear faint whispers 
and see the occasional flame of a lighter flickering uncertainly in the dark. No one was 
talking, but everybody knew where they were and why.!
He would slowly undo his belt and let his trousers drop. Before he knew it, the soft 
whispering of trampled grass and flowers would suggest footsteps approaching him. 



Someone would approach and lie down on all fours a few inches away with his back at 
him. He would reach out his arms in the dark and he would invariably feel the leathery, 
hairy skin he was looking for. He would then also drop his underwear and feel the warmth 
of his manhood entering foreign territory, introducing him time and again to a whole new 
world where only pleasure, satisfaction and beautiful sensations mattered, where the pains 
of everyday life seemed totally harmless and insignificant... !
He would do this at irregular intervals, maybe 5-6 times a year. No one would ever disturb 
them, with the exception of the occasional lost and horrified Geocacher, who would 
disappear immediately. There was a beautiful sense of similar purpose and belonging 
there. Everyone was the same in the dark and it didn't matter what social class you were, 
what your skin colour was and whether you had a degree or a PhD. They would all be 
exactly the same under the caress of darkness and that was the most beautiful sense of 
community Paul Greenman would ever experience.!
But that sense of satisfaction would only last for a few days, maybe weeks. The usual 
emptiness would always return, much as he was trying to hide from it by finding solace in 
the noble pursuit of his work. And he would always recognize that feeling as it came back 
to him. It started with a vague sense of dissatisfaction -a Weltschmerz as he would think of 
it himself- which became a nagging voice in the background. Like the aura of an 
impending migraine or the compulsive need of an artist to release a new idea from his 
tortured brain, it ended up like a demon screaming in his ear, commanding him to stop 
immediately with what he was doing and deal with the matter urgently.!
    !
He had never expected a woman to finally help him break through this destructive cycle, 
but that was exactly what had happened. Because Dr. Paul Greenman fell in love for the 
first time in his life. He fell in love with Rose Green. For weeks, even months he would go 
to work and stay totally calm in the light of countless stressors, failed experiments and the 
incomprehensible ramblings of Jan Markowicz. He would endure pointless meetings, 
Dirk’s irritating tiny voice, Lance’s delusions of grandeur and people’s usual lack of 
intelligence and practical sense; and all this because when at work, he would have the 
opportunity to see Rose. Even if she wasn’t there, the sense of anticipation made 
everything still worthwhile. Because every day, there was something in the air reminding 
him of her. They would regularly discuss her through their usual talks about that professor. 
The silly fool who was now trapped in a machine in some sort of coma from which he 
wasn’t likely to ever come out again. The room where the big experiment was taking place 
was now a hospital scene with doctors and nurses coming in and out to take care of the 
quasi lifeless, ailing body that lay on the chair with head thrown backwards and eyes 
hermetically sealed. The wires extending from that body connecting it to a computer, now 
looked like those connecting the comatose patient to an ECG monitor.!
No one knew what was going on behind these eyes, although Paul subscribed to the point 
of view that you needn’t be a neurologist to realise that there wasn’t much activity there. 
The brain-box was now a collection of strange and incoherent images moving in quick 
succession that didn’t make any sense. Even the most enthusiastic amateur charlatan 
would not be able to see anything meaningful in them or make up a story about them. The 
timeline was shifting up and down unrelentingly, which to him suggested that there was 
some malfunction to the machine that damaged his brain and brought it into a coma.!
 The atmosphere had completely transformed to the gloomy and pessimistic in the last few 
weeks. The press, two weeks ago still lyrical and enthusiastic about the project, was now 
injecting its venom again by accusing TTM of not having taken due care of their celebrity 
subject by subjecting him to a horrible, inhumane experiment of which the consequences 
were difficult to foresee. In the meanwhile, potential criminal charges and lawsuits were 
looming on the horizon, threatening to destroy the company.!



But all this was rather insignificant to Dr Greenman. What really mattered was that the 
professor’s mind was trapped in a machine, unable to give this world a sign of conscious 
activity. That was bad news for the professor, but good news for Paul. The way he looked 
at it, Professor Losaline was as good as dead. With that came the consequence that his 
woman was free. A woman that was feisty, moody, mouthy and disrespectful of his 
intellectual authority and natural superiority. But at the same time she was also improbably 
good looking, young, intelligent and with the spark of life in her eyes. She made him feel 
young and happy again. All the troubles at home and at work were quickly forgotten as he 
was longing for union with her. And he suspected there was a chance she felt the same 
way too. Their eyes had locked a few times and although he thought he saw disdain in her 
gaze, he couldn’t be fooled by such tricks. Yes, he knew what women really meant when 
they were behaving condescendingly towards a man. Of course they meant right the 
opposite.  Tricky, tricky creatures they were.!
All these thoughts were inhabiting his head all the while as he attended emergency 
meetings with Lance, Dirk, Jan and Paul Masters to discuss how to proceed after the 
disastrous developments of the experiment. He made sure to be utterly professional during 
these meetings, as was expected of a man in such a high position within the company. But 
inwardly he would smile, because he didn’t really care. Yes, he might lose his job and the 
company might never be able to recover from potential fines and lawsuits, let alone from 
reputational damage and criminal charges. But it was all clear in his mind: it was all 
Lance’s fault. He was the big boss, and in the same way he always got credit for the 
company’s success -while Paul felt that his own contribution was usually underrated and 
shamefully unnoticed- Lance should now also be the one to blame for the impeding failure. 
But Paul also felt that he himself could only win no matter what happened. He could end 
up with the girl, as well as with a new high flying job, to which he no doubt was entitled 
with his obvious talent and hard work.!
All this made him decide to play his usual role in the meetings: trying to calm down Lance  
when he was getting too excitable, especially now that he was badly stressed due to the 
developments with professor Losaline, while scoffing at the idiot that was Dirk Prevez. In 
all seriousness, Paul didn’t know what that lunatic was doing in the company. He obviously 
had some technical IT skills, but surely there were many others who had the skill without 
the mental health problems. If he had to be perfectly honest, he would have to admit that 
this weak individual was winding him up so much that he was rather cruel to him most of 
the time, and things were not any different at the last emergency meeting they had. Dirk 
had started to panic like a fool and exclaimed with that horrible lisp of his which seemed to 
get ten times worse when he was stressed:!
“We are in therious trouble! Have you read the newthpaperth? They are all attacking uth 
from all thides. We thould have never protheeded with thith ekthperiment, we knew it wath 
a rithky thing to do and we didn’t have enough evidenth that it would work with thomeone 
elth than mythelf. We are going to end up in prithon!”  !
Lance tried to argue with him and give him reasonable arguments why it would be much 
better to work together in this time of need rather than panicking, but Dirk was not one of 
these people who were susceptible to logical argument and reason. Paul ended up losing 
his temper and spoke at him sarcastically, mocking his lisp:!
“Tho the exthperiment failed, did it? And where were you all thith time? If you had such 
grave rethervations about it, why didn’t you thay anything earlier? Why couldn’t you open 
that lithpy mouth of yours to tell us exactly what you think? Or did you think you would 
convince us with the sound of silence?”!
“That’th ekthactly why!" Dirk cried.  “How could I ever be free to thay ekthactly what I think 
when you treat me like thith? You conthtantly pick on me and mock me. You are a bully!”!
But Paul was on a roll now.!



“Do me a favour, will you? Check that head of yours because I think something is wrong 
with it. And what is your current role here anyway? What have you been doing lately, other 
than strolling around endlessly like a confused patient in the corridors of a lunatic asylum? 
The only thing I remember you doing in the last month or so is stare at that professor and 
his woman!”!
“Gentlemen, please don’t get personal” Lance shouted, holding his head in his two hands 
as if it was about to explode. “We are going through a crisis, but we are TTM, remember? 
The most forward thinking company in the world. We provide solutions, not problems. And 
we will find a solution for this. Now we need to regroup and think about how we are going 
to tackle this problem. There is still a good chance the professor will wake up from his 
coma, our medics are working on him on a daily basis. In the meanwhile, we need to take 
care of Rose. She is obviously very upset and angry at the moment, and we will need to 
talk to her to make sure she is on our side. She needs to realise that there is more chance 
to get her partner back if she works with us rather than against us. Someone needs to talk 
to her regarding this. I know that at the moment she needs her privacy, that’s why she is 
only coming to our office at nights when no one else is here. The medics are closely 
monitoring the professor’s body remotely and don’t need to be physically here. If 
something changes in his condition or heart rate, Sara has been programmed to provide 
first aid and a doctor will be here within maximum a few minutes. We cannot disconnect 
his brain without risking permanent brain damage, as he needs to return to point zero, his 
personal mental state and disconnect himself from any other brains he is connected to, 
before this happens.” !
Paul’s eyes gleamed.“If she is here on her own at nights, it will be a prime opportunity to 
talk to her then. Let me handle this” he exclaimed all too eagerly as all heads turned to 
him. Unperturbed, he continued. “She is obviously in a very emotional state right now and 
due to this vulnerability, if one of us -I- speak to her about this, I am sure she will be more 
susceptible to our message. We need to take advantage of the situation”.!
“That’s an excellent idea” Lance proclaimed. But Paul Masters and Dirk only gave him a 
dark look and said nothing.!
Yes, he would turn her around, he would. That was his chance. Dr. Greenman smiled and 
sat back in his chair comfortably. Tonight he would pay Miss Green a visit while she was at 
the side of her comatose man.!
“Just give me the night, and I will report back to you tomorrow” he said to Lance. !!
b) Wisdom Floats!
He had seen and understood many things during his rich and fulfilling life and had always 
been prepared for the unexpected, but he certainly hadn’t expected this; he had started by 
steadily and consciously traveling back in time, stopping at specific intervals to report back 
to the lab and making the pre-agreed mental visualisations. Connecting to all these brilliant 
historical minds was an extraordinary process. He felt his brain turning numb for a fraction 
of a second, then he was seeing stars for a few minutes reminding him of the time when 
he was a child and used to close his eyes after staring at the sun for too long. First he felt 
connected to Alan Turing’s brain, picking up lightning fast thoughts about mathematical 
models and computers. Most of his life he had been called a genius by the public, but only 
now he understood what it must be like to be a true genius. Not that he could pretend to 
understand the thoughts he was now receiving, which made him feel like a parasite that 
had penetrated external organic mass. Instead he let them wash over him as a massive 
slab of knowledge and skill that would otherwise overwhelm him.!
Despite his thirst to know and understand a language he felt he didn’t speak adequately 
yet, he knew he was not going to stay too long here, he had to gradually descend back in 



time as he was instructed. So he did, visualising the door that was the cue for transporting 
his brain to a previous era.!
The same numbness followed by dizziness was felt again; he smiled inwardly as he was 
confronted with more lightning fast thoughts, but this time of a totally different nature; he 
was now connected to the brain of Sigmund Freud, and the thoughts he picked up 
revolved around sex and the working of the human mind. He only got a taste of them, just 
like the desperately thirsty man who only wets his dry lips at first to avoid overdosing on 
fresh water. Then he had to move on again, and move on he did. He connected to the 
brains of Wolfgang Goethe, Voltaire, Constantine Palaiologos, Thomas Aquinas, Pontius 
Pilate and Plato respectively. They all left different tastes in his mind. He felt at times razor 
sharp intellects, cunningness, endless erudition, religious conviction, determination, hope, 
then despair, then happiness, then elation. A wonderful whirlwind of emotions and mental 
images were parading in front of him and then he started to feel disorientated. With so 
many thoughts, so many possibilities and directions, he didn’t know where to go to 
anymore. He wished he could let the people back in the lab know about all these 
overwhelming thought processes that were bombarding his cortex. But he panicked at the 
thought that they might pull him back if he did, and he might never experience this 
wonderful feeling of connectedness to the most brilliant minds ever again. He felt like an 
aphasia patient who experiences a lucid dream, yet feels totally unable to communicate 
this to the outside world. He started wondering around in Plato’s mind without a goal and 
purpose, feeling lost in abstract thoughts that included a perfect world where only ideas 
mattered… !
  !
He suddenly heard a click like the turning off of a massive light switch. Except that he 
didn’t just hear it; to be more precise, he felt as if a switch was being turned off in his own 
head. Then everything seemed to fall silent for a second that could have lasted an eternity 
as time stopped mattering and then…serenity befell him. !
It was the sort of peace he had never felt before, and he knew instantly that this was the 
sort of state mystics and religious ascetics strove to achieve and learned to experience 
profoundly since time immemorial; it was the type of state which most people only had the 
occasional fleeting glimpse of during their lives, maybe while playing with their kids in the 
garden, while fixing a faulty electrical device or while having a particularly good 
conversation with a group of friends who shared a deeper connection and understanding; 
it was the feeling of being THE world rather than IN the world.  !!
Except that in his case, it felt so pervasive, so…permanent. All suffering, pain and daily 
hassle of human life were instantly banned from his mental plane and with them went the 
last bastion of individuality, the illusion that runs and feeds human mental life: his own self.!
Together with his self, time and space also became instantly unimportant. He felt he could 
travel forward and back in time, stop whenever he wanted and go wherever he wanted. He 
would feel the presence of fire and how it transformed the human mind; he would ‘see’ 
mentally how civilisations spiralled into existence and then as quickly went out of control 
and into oblivion, as if they never existed; he would sense the presence of the World Spirit 
permeating and guiding history; he would feel how time became ripe for the Enlightened 
Ones of the Golden Age of history who brought spirituality and a sense of direction to 
human civilizations; he would sense how that universal spirit evolved towards the modern 
age, bringing a new order to the world and new layers of complexity; and yes, he would 
also feel the presence of the future, and see the universal destruction and potential re-
creation it would bring. All this he could see in one glance, not anymore like the human 
being he used to be, but like an omnipotent observer, an all-knowing and all-understanding 
deity which was nevertheless condemned to intuit and observe without having any 



conscious contribution to the process that gave shape to history. Indeed, he had become 
history himself now and was guided by the natural inevitability of events, chance 
occurrences and the occasional chaos steering the world into all sorts of unpredictable 
directions. But rather than seeing a linear unfolding of events, instead he saw, he 
understood how history and evolution were shaped like massive spirals; and how could 
they not be when everything from our tiny DNA helix to the structure of gigantic galaxies 
were spirals as well?!!
This newfound ability to be everywhere and nowhere at once fascinated him most. He felt 
that no matter how long he would be travelling back and forth, discovering history’s darkest 
secrets -past and future- he would never grow tired of this unique privilege. His individual 
shape, everything he had accomplished in his fickle human existence, was instantly 
forgotten and left behind. He could not identify with it anymore, as it felt so insignificant, so 
unimportant. His thirst to know and to understand was leading him to continuously search, 
making connections between things he hadn't seen before through his ability to be in 
places and era’s in which he had never been before. He was pondering that this must be 
what religious people understood as paradise, or what he would prefer to describe as ‘the 
joys of eternal existence’: the ability to do the things you always wanted to do forever and 
ever and ever…!!
c) Return!
Rose sat for a long time fully dressed on the bed of their small flat. Around her lay piles of 
books, some of which covered her desk and computer. The kitchen was untidy and several 
utensils lay unwashed on top of each other. She hadn’t had the energy to wash up or 
clean in the last few days. She was numb and emotionless, as if her brain was robbed of 
its nerve ends by some mysterious disease. She reflected for a moment that this was what 
it must be like to be Sara, the household robot: empty and cold from the inside and only 
obeying external stimuli; unable to take initiative, or to have any expectations. Maybe this 
wasn’t as bad as it sounded. Maybe the inability to feel pain, loss and heartache was an 
underestimated quality that should be reappraised. !!
For two weeks now, she didn’t know what to do or how to react. Years of happiness and 
joy had been brutally shattered in one moment. It was the equivalent of watching a loved 
one being hit by a truck in front of your eyes. Most of her day she spent in the flat, where 
her activities were limited to eating chocolate, smoking cigarettes and drinking water, 
crying uncontrollably for a period of time or just sitting still, not doing anything for the rest 
of the time. She had tried to get on with some work, but soon understood that it was 
impossible to concentrate in this state of mind. The backlog depressed her even more. 
Luckily her university employees were sympathetic enough to give her compassionate 
leave, so that at least for the moment she didn’t have to think too much about that.!!
She would make a few phone calls during the day and only go out at nights to do some 
minimal shopping for necessities and to visit Andrew when she was sure that no one 
would be around in the TTM offices. She had been given the office key by Lance two days 
after her partner had gone into coma. He had been trying to be sympathetic to a sickening 
degree and after getting the key, she had been avoiding him at all costs;. She did not 
return any phone calls or spoke to anyone related to the project other than the paramedics 
and doctors who were taking care of her husband on a daily basis -and the police officers 
who were investigating whether there was criminal intent. She would then disappear into 
the night like a shadow and take a taxi to Ulshire -at TTM’s expense, as offered by Lance. 
She would spend most of the night keeping her partner company and hoping for some 



sign of life. She would then leave in the morning hours with the first train back to town. At 
home, she would only manage to sleep for a few hours before the cycle of hopelessness 
would start all over again. She felt she was on a downward spiral, just like Andrew had 
always said the universe was since its inception.!!
So there she sat on the bed, absent-mindedly staring at her computer’s screensaver which 
was now browsing through happy pictures of Andrew and her together when suddenly, 
without warning, she felt her fighting spirit return. Rose Green never gives up, she thought, 
but fights until the bitter end; Rose Green had fought for the only man she ever wanted: 
him, the most brilliant mind in the world, and she got him. She had been determined to 
make it in the demanding and male dominated academia where her partner was teaching, 
and she had made it. And what was the secret of her success? Hard work. Blood, sweat 
and tears. She thought to herself that this was what was needed right now: she had to 
work to get her Andrew back. She couldn’t just wait for the paramedics to reanimate him. 
She had to do this herself. She felt her blood starting rushing through her veins again and 
a sense of empowerment overcame her. !
She got up, undressed and took a long shower. After calling for her personal taxi to be 
there in thirty minutes, she applied make-up to her face for the first time since the day of 
Dr. Losaline’s fateful journey back in time, and put on her favourite thin red top, blue jeans 
and black heels. Looking in the mirror, she couldn’t help smiling faintly at her reception. 
The make-up made her feel like a warrior woman, wearing warpaint and preparing for the 
battle of her life. She brushed her hair immaculately backwards and applied subtle red 
lipstick to her lips. Then after uttering a sigh of relief and newfound hope, she stepped out 
of the apartment and entered the taxi that was waiting outside.!
“Ulshire, TTM lab” were the only words she uttered during the whole journey. The driver -
the same one who was taking her there most of the time- knew by now that silence was 
better than endless banter to fill in the gaps. Only the second day he had tried to engage 
in conversation with her, when she had snapped at him and told him to drive and shut up 
as ‘that was what he was being paid for’. He had tried to argue, but her fierce facial 
expression and poisonous verbal readiness made him change his mind quickly and he 
decided to concentrate on the double tariff he was getting paid at nights instead.!!
While he drove silently, she regrouped her thoughts and started thinking about how she 
was going to gain her man back again. It was clear to her that this whole experiment was a 
fraud. They had managed to convince a celebrity to give notoriety to their company’s 
experiment by appealing to his weak spot: his love of history and inability to resist an offer 
to travel back in time and see key events unfold, no matter how ludicrous it had sounded. 
She had to admit they had been very convincing with the lengthy training they had 
provided and their use of difficult terminology to outline the experiment; they almost got her 
as well. All this act of Andrew supposedly meeting Freud, Goethe and Plato…she could 
hardly believe they had taken it seriously. Now she could only laugh at how ridiculous the 
whole proposal had been from the beginning. Now she knew that all this was no more than 
auto-suggestion and that the callous people running TTM didn’t care about his well-being 
or about time travelling; he had given them the publicity they wanted and that was the 
whole point. Only she could get him back from his coma now. She just needed to give him 
access to the things he was missing right now, the only things that could bring him back to 
his senses: warmth, love and her companionship. She would take him away from them, 
help him sue that company and then they would rebuild their lives in their dream lab.!!
It was a cold and rather dreary night and when she got out of the taxi, she had to brace 
herself against the wind that howled as usual through the trees surrounding the secretive 



offices of TTM. She walked to the back door and gained entry to the building. The security 
light was permanently on as usual. She walked to the room where Andrew was still pinned 
to the same chair with wires connected to his arms and chest. She took her jacket off and 
sat opposite him. In the meanwhile Sara, driven by  the latest AI technology she was built 
with, which allowed her to learn quickly about human habits and preferences, welcomed 
her, switched on the main light, and went to make a cup of tea for her.  !
Rose sat silently on the chair opposite Andrew for a long time. She still struggled to 
familiarise herself with the sight of him being unconscious and suffering in a way no one 
could possibly understand. All this scientific progress, and yet it was impossible to 
communicate with someone in a semi conscious state! Who knows what strange kind of 
mental state he was in? He, the once powerful and brilliant mind that transformed the 
world with his radical views, the man that several world leaders were queuing up to meet 
for guidance and advice, was now trapped in a shell, unable to communicate with the 
outside world.!
Rose managed to control her flow of thoughts with some effort (and lots of tea) and 
fighting her tears back, she finally spoke up.!
“I know you probably can’t hear me” she said, “but I hope you can somehow feel my 
presence. I know I haven’t been there for you in the last few weeks, as I was selfishly 
fighting my own weakness. I was overcome by emotion and hopelessness, and shouldn’t 
have been. I hope you can forgive me”.!
The silence was deep and disturbing. All the time, she was trying to keep her eyes away 
from the most terrifying object in the room, the thing she hated most right now: the glowing 
pyramidonium. She looked at the computer screen; the brain-box was still displaying an 
array of abstract images, following each other in dazzling succession. The time line was 
constantly shifting back and forth like a radio dial unable to gain signal. For a few 
moments, she couldn’t help but stare in utter concentration at a wire that was connected to 
Andrew’s left arm. Then, so determined that she even surprised herself, she got up from 
her chair, quickly unbuttoned and removed her shirt and threw it over the empty chair she 
had just been sitting on. She undid her right shoe by holding down its heel with the tip of 
the left shoe; then, raising her left leg, she used her hand to undo the strap of the other 
shoe. Both shoes were thrown in different directions on the floor in complete disregard for 
their whereabouts. She stepped towards the slumbering body.!
“I have a little present for you” she whispered. “Something to help you remember who you 
were and what you left behind”.!
She moved towards him and straddled his knees. Then she started kissing his forehead, 
lips and neck. Her kisses were becoming more and more passionate, her movements 
acquired a sense of increasing urgency. Her eyes would occasionally drift towards the 
brain-box while her lips remained firmly planted on his.!
“I love you and I miss you” she said. “And I can’t exist without you”.!
Her head started descending towards his torso while she continued to smother him with 
kisses. Her hair was getting tangled up between the wires, but unperturbed she continued. 
Momentarily distracted from her occupation, she gave a quick look to the brain-box when 
suddenly her heart leapt. For the endless succession of images had now stopped and was 
replaced by just one image: the homely scene of a cosy and relaxing room; there was a 
desk in one corner with several books laid open on it. There were pens and pencils, 
notepaper and all the ingredients used by scholars and historians for centuries until 
computer technology took over. Right opposite this desk, but not too far away so that the 
person working on it could almost touch the back of the person sitting on the chair behind, 
there was another desk, this one with a computer on it. A bit forward to the left a 
comfortable two-seater brown sofa with Moroccan cushions. A small coffee table in the 
middle with a pile of books on it and a simple table with two chairs on the right, with a 



white table cloth and a white ashtray. The window near the table was wide and the curtains 
were drawn. Light was pouring generously into the room and the blue sky was clearly 
visible. Rose understood immediately. This was not just a room in a house; this was her 
dream vision. It was their ‘lab’.!
The image faded out slowly while another one was fading in. The new image consisted 
just a number and a word: ‛18 February’. That was five days from now and she instantly of 
knew, she just knew he wished to explore further and would return to her in five days time. 
Her eyes filled with tears. Her voice trembled as she kept whispering: “Welcome back, 
welcome back”.!
The timeline had stopped at what appeared to be 776BC but she didn’t care about this 
dysfunctional piece of technology which TTM dared call ‘time machine’. The only thing that 
mattered was that her husband was on his way back. She went back to kissing his face 
but suddenly her blood froze. She heard the creaking of the back door and then slurred 
footsteps slowly approaching. Then the hooded figure of a man (creature?) appeared at 
the doorway and this was the last thing she saw before grabbing her blouse -but not her 
shoes- and fleeing as soon as she could to a dark corner of the room behind a desk.!!
Feeling was now eluding him completely. He felt nothing, remembered nothing, was 
nothing. The only link remaining to what he once was, was a vague sense of melancholy, 
as if he had lost something but didn’t quite know what it was. He thought that this must be 
his inability to communicate all the wonderful things he saw, experienced and understood. 
Because now he had become experience; he had become the World Spirit, the invisible 
foundation of the universe: a sense of blind purpose ingrained in the matter which is the 
building stone of this world. He was grateful for the privilege of being the first conscious 
being able to permanently experience this, even if that meant losing his individuality in the 
process. !
His wanderings through the history of mankind were not logical, at least not in a sense that 
could be understood by a human mind. He kept travelling back and forth, visiting different 
eras and locations. He wanted to taste the epoch, to understand the time spirit he was 
visiting. Like a traveller stranded in the desert, he was thirsty, but not for material cravings. 
These were things of the past now and he felt that he had tasted too many of them, to the 
point that his thirst was saturated forever. But not so his spiritual thirst, his need to 
understand, to experience and to become one with the universe he was exploring.!
Everywhere he went, he saw spirals. People were always talking about lines and cycles, 
but history and evolution were nothing like that. They were huge spirals encompassing 
everything. Everything that would ever exist, was already contained in the Eternal 
Potential which was always there, ready to guide the world in any possible direction 
imaginable. Small crossroads within the spiral could send everything in chaotic and 
unpredictable directions, but the big picture always remained that of a spiral, just like the 
one contained in our DNA and our galaxy. Lines and cycles were only temporary, for in the 
end the substance of the matter was that everything was familiar, and yet slightly different 
upon their returning.   !
He now made a stop in a familiar era, inhabiting the minds of people who seemed to mean 
something to the social group around them, but had no lasting impact on history. He felt a 
strong sense of unity and purpose around him and instantly realised he had arrived at a 
defining epoch, one which was laying the foundations of a part of the world as it was to be 
known. He listened to the polite thoughts of the unknown individuals whose brains he was 
tapping into, which revolved around notions such as ‘the Olympic spirit’ and ‘winning the 
noble games’. He then realised he was in ancient Olympia, about to witness the birth of 
the Olympic games. The excitement all around him was almost tangible. Thoughts were 
full of youthful vigour and enthusiastic ideas. !



 As he was wandering around, jumping from brain to brain -which he had taught himself 
once he had broken free from his limiting human shape- he suddenly heard a voice calling 
for him. It came from afar and by the time it had reached his ears, it seemed to be nothing 
more than an echo about to fade away completely. His natural curiosity led him to want to 
explore this call further, so he concentrated on his human ears and let them guide him 
closer to it. He simply relaxed and waited for more sounds to come.!
“Can’t exist without you…” these words echoed in his head. The voice was the tenderest, 
most beautiful and enchanting sound he had ever heard. This beautifully eerie whisper 
was now also accompanied by a physical sensation. It felt like something was tugging him 
back to the plane of common existence, the one he had been keen to forget. But the call 
was too strong, and this time he felt his own weakness dragging him down to his past 
earthly self. !
“R-O-S-E”. These letters flashed in front of his eyes. Finally he was overcome by emotion 
and felt as if awakened from a glorious dream, one he wished he had stayed in forever. 
But he felt a call of duty, a demand for him to take on his responsibility and resume his 
own life, which he couldn’t ignore. He concentrated on projecting the one image he felt 
was most representative of R-O-S-E and started on his way back. He didn’t want to leave 
all this behind, not yet. There was still so much to be explored, so many questions to be 
answered…and he feared he would never get this chance again. He projected an image 
again; this time it was a date in the future in which he would return to his former self. Five 
earthly days don’t mean much to a human being, but from the perspective of eternity, they 
last forever because time becomes irrelevant. They would definitely last long enough for 
him to explore satisfactorily his remaining questions about the world and the universe that 
the human race inhabited.!
But as he was about to relax again and concentrate on his quest, he felt something 
changing in the atmosphere. At first he couldn’t put his finger on it, as it seemed to be 
something external, outside of his own field of action. He soon understood this had to do 
with R-O-S-E, who seemed to be in some sort of distress. He tried to connect with her and 
felt he could instantly tap into her brain as he had done with so many other individuals in 
the course of history. A shadow was looming there, a large and threatening one. A highly 
destructive force had entered R-O-S-E’s field of action and was about to cause harm to 
itself and those around it.!!
d) Blood on Satan’s Claw    !
Dirk Prevez was in a bad mood, a very bad mood. He had been like that since the 
beginning of the week. In fact, he could feel that things were getting progressively worse. 
He had had a massive argument with that idiot Paul Greenman during the emergency 
meeting at TTM and since then things had been going downhill.!
  !
He had always disliked this cruel and callous person, but after that incident he had begun 
hating him. His public humiliation and mockery of his speech brought back unpleasant 
memories from his childhood he had rather forgotten all about: tiny bullies pushing him 
about; naughty girls appearing to seduce him until it invariably transpired that they were 
merely planning to poke fun at him in front of their friends to win coolness points (this led 
to his mostly asexual life later on); ’innocent’ kids mocking his every word until he 
eventually remained mute at school for many years, much to the frustration of his teachers 
and his parents, who would parade him from child psychologist to child psychologist to no 
avail. Because the only problem he really had, was too obvious for them to see: he didn’t 
fit in the society that surrounded him and he couldn’t connect with any of the people 
inhabiting the cold and indifferent world he was in. He just didn’t want to be part of any of 
this, but had no way of making this known, other than by cutting himself from time to time. 



Every so many months he found himself in the isolation of a high security room of a 
‘Mental Rehabilitation Centre for Young People’, where he had all the time for himself to 
make sense of who he was and what he wanted, and most importantly where he was cut 
off from that external world he so despised. This went on for several years, until he finally 
found the friend who got him out of his deep crisis. A friend who never complained, always 
did what he was asked, and although he could be quite hard to work with, always followed 
a strict irrefutable logic: his friend, the computer.!!
With trembling hands he had picked up the telephone the next morning after that fateful 
meeting, contacting his psychiatrist and asking him to move forward his appointment for 
next month. Much to his disappointment, this request was refused with the psychiatrist 
encouraging him (or empowering as he used to say, a word he strongly disliked) to 
‘continue taking his medication four times a day’ in the meanwhile to help him put some 
order into his chaotic mental world. Of course he knew that the real reason for his refusal 
was his tight schedule, with tens of appointments every day with outpatients who were as 
desperate and needy as he was. And here was at once the reason why most psychiatrists 
tended to burn out and leave their position at the clinic after a while. !!
However, what Dirk hadn’t told his psychiatrist, was that he had decided to stop taking any 
of his five different pills right after his clash with Paul Greenman. He had had enough of 
being dependent on them and wanted to prove to himself that he could finally manage a 
crisis on his own. Spending half of a lifetime with a mental health problem was not easy at 
all and everyone else’s concern about this issue made him preoccupied and obsessed 
with it. He was as discreet as he could be about it -at the end of the day it was no one 
else’s business what he felt inside him. But he sensed that people knew his secret. It was 
the way they looked and talked to him…or rather down to him. As if he was less worthy 
than them, a marginal weirdo, a strange accident of nature.   !!
All he wanted to do was talk about how he felt, but no one was available to listen to him, 
not even his own damn psychiatrist! The man had known him for two years already, which 
was exceptionally long considering most of his psychiatrists ‘moved on’ after a few months 
so that he never really knew who he was seeing whenever he had an appointment.!!
He had spent the last few days shut off in his lonely tiny flat. He didn’t feel the need to eat 
or drink and ignored his three Daily Meal Pills (breakfast, lunch, dinner, he would rarely 
consume the pudding), merely observing the endless piles of computer magazines full of 
dynamic .gif images instead. He was one of these few strange romantics who, when it 
came to acquiring knowledge, still preferred physical books; he just trusted their texture 
and touch more than the ‘emptiness’ of digital print. The problem was that he wasn’t very 
good at getting rid of them, or even giving them away, as he always thought they might be 
of use at some point in the future (they never were).!
 !
Mouldy dishes were towering out of his sink but he was as much used to the familiar scent 
of disintegration as that of his own sweat, so he didn’t heed any notice. Once he had 
finished observing the magazines, he spent many hours obsessing about a single scratch 
on the sofa caused by the corner of a carelessly moved about laptop. For some reason 
that scratch had always annoyed him, much more than the usual disorder and chaos in his 
flat which he didn’t even notice. But today he felt he had reached unparalleled levels of 
insight into the workings of the universe and he didn't let anything disturb his concentration 
from that spot, not even the downloading of his daily post by his squeaky and dusty 3D 
printer.!



 !
He had however noticed that he was getting agitated in a way he hadn’t been for a long 
time. Walking around his room in a small circular movement like an animal in a cage, he 
was trying to find ways to distract his mind from the millions of thoughts it was firing every 
second. Alas, to no avail. Although the thoughts had seemed harmless and disconnected 
at first, he slowly started seeing patterns and emerging truths. He wondered how stupid he 
had been all along. All the signs were there, and he had failed to see them. That terrifying 
artefact in the lab, the one whose name he even refused to pronounce, had given him 
clear instructions, which he had not understood at first. But slowly he was getting their 
meaning now and all he had to do was to connect the damn dots. !
“L-o-s-a-l-i-n-e…can’t you see?” The artefact projected straight into his thoughts. “All is 
one, that’s what it means. Everyone is part of this game, and they all want your demise. 
The Bully who hates you, secretly smiles at the Professor who wants to steal your 
thoughts, don’t you see? They both KNOW. They know about your illness and they are 
poking fun at you. The way the Woman laughed, when she caught the Professor’s 
glance…she also KNOWS. She is there to seduce you, to distract you from your true 
tasks. And you know damn well what these are…that mission needs to be aborted before I 
destroy all of you with my glow. Don’t let the Professor tap into your thoughts and find what 
you saw when you entered his. Don’t let him find the whole truth. If he does, he will fry 
your brain and drink all your brain fluid. He will steal your thoughts and leave you forever 
thoughtless”.!
A terrifying and at the same time terrified grimace took hold of his otherwise typical 
pokerface. Suddenly he experienced the greatest difficulty in controlling his facial muscles. 
Panic started to set in, and he automatically grabbed for his medication and brought the 
pills to his mouth with his trembling hand. For a moment he just stared at the pills. Then, 
with a single flowing movement, he threw them on the floor, got up, grabbed his jacket, 
covered his head with its hood and pulled the door of his flat behind him without shutting it. 
He was in no mood to drive (and oblivious to the fact that he was not fit to drive either) and 
ordered his automatic car to take him to the TTM lab.!
 !
While the car drove along the country roads, skillfully avoiding potholes and oncoming 
traffic, he relaxed a little bit, slumped into his seat and looked up through the sunroof. This 
was an unusually clear night and helped by the rural air and the lack of neon lighting so 
typical of urban areas, he could clearly see the stars marking the sky with their familiar 
magic. For a moment he contemplated that man should have never attempted to create a 
time machine. The only real time machines were these stars, fixed and ever-present in the 
sky for millions of years. He contemplated the fact that many of them did not even exist 
anymore; what he was seeing was merely an illusion created by the fact that it took 
thousands of years for the light to travel to this humble earth. They were the Ancient Ones, 
with so many stories to tell that the human race could not even start beginning to 
understand the things they had seen over their seamlessly eternal existence. A strange 
thought crossed his mind. What if Professor Losaline was looking down at him right now 
from one of these stars? Surely that’s where he must be if he was time travelling: 
consulting the all-knowing stars and celestial bodies to lead him right to the heart of it all. 
To take him straight to that hateful object that rules time, space and therefore the whole 
universe. There the two of them, he and the object, will melt into one to become powerful 
allies and suck out his brain fluids. He shivered as he imagined the professor riding a 
comet descending rapidly towards the earth like some sort of astral cowboy. Suddenly he 
turns and looks at him, his gaze very stern and accusatory…!



Dirk gasped and covered his eyes. He was sure he saw a falling star travelling through the 
sky. He was also sure he saw it moving in the same direction as he was; it was following 
him. He had to make sure he arrived at the lab before the professor did. !
“70 miles an hour” He yelled at the car. “You are now travelling over the speed limit” a 
metallic female voice responded, but the car obeyed and picked up speed. !
“Warning, driving in this area at 70 miles an hour increases the chance of an accident. You 
are now 50% more likely to die in an accident than someone who drives 50 miles an hour”.!
“I don’t care, we are all going to die soon” he mumbled to himself.!!
It was past midnight when he finally arrived at the offices of TTM. His car gently parked, as 
programmed, at his usual spot near the trees. The subtle hiss of the almost silent electric 
engine (an artificial creation mimicking the engine roar of mechanical cars in order to warn 
pedestrians of the car approaching) came to a complete halt. Struggling to regain his 
sense of movement, he crawled out of the car and looked frantically to the sky. The falling 
star was still following him. It was now slowing down preparing to land in a nearby field. 
Suddenly he felt paralysed just like in those dreams he often had, where he was 
desperately trying to escape aliens and vile creatures pursuing him when his legs 
suddenly wouldn’t obey him anymore. As a result his purveyors would approach him 
agonisingly slowly and he was powerless to do anything about it…he would wake up 
bathing in sweat having the feeling that the nightmare had lasted the whole night, and 
would not be able to go to sleep anymore.!
This time, he found the willpower to transform panic into determination and stood firmly on 
his legs again, although a nerve on his left leg was now twitching. He walked through the 
door, which opened automatically, recognising the unique signal of his all-in-one chip. His 
steps had become irregular and he was shuffling his left foot, making a sweeping sound 
on the bare floor. The door to the lab opened for him and he walked straight to the 
professor’s chair. Then he stood still and stared at the brain box which drew his attention 
at once. Something strange was going on there. He was expecting the usual stream of 
nonsensical data he was accustomed to over the last few weeks, but instead he only saw 
the date 18th February on it, written in a Comic Sans font which gave it an amusing yet 
puzzling look. His eyes wandered automatically to the timeline, which had stopped at the 
year 776 BC. He moved forward until his foot stumbled upon an object. Slowly he picked it 
up. It was a woman’s shoe. Not knowing how to react to this unlikely find, he sniffed it with 
a deep inhalation. He was in no doubt: it belonged to the professor’s cunning woman. The 
professor had sent her ahead of him to stop him and sabotage his plans. He now had to 
destroy her before she managed to do this.!
Slowly and with small steps, he started turning around on his axis to look around the room. 
Nothing unusual.!
“Sara, is there anyone in the room?” he asked. He waited but no answer came. The 
damned robot was disobeying his orders. This had never happened before!!
“Sara, is there anyone in the room?” he tried again with greater urgency. Silence again.!
“Speak up, damn thing!” he yelled. Sara finally responded.!
“I can’t tell you right now Mr. Prevez. Please have a cup of tea and relax first. You are in 
quite a state”. !
“So there is someone in the room”, he responded. “Very well…”  He heard a gasp from 
behind the desk in the corner. His empty gaze wandered in that direction. A golden lock of 
hair was protruding from behind the desk. !
The woman was hiding there. !
Blind rage overcame him and as he stood next to the computer, he grabbed the first object 
he spotted with the corner of his eye without looking at it. He had to smash the woman’s 
skull in and he had to do this as soon as possible, before she managed to communicate 



with it in their unholy conspiracy to distract him from his true tasks. He started to move 
towards the woman while squeezing the object in his palm. A sudden shiver penetrated his 
bones. Cold sweat stuck to his forehead and his twitching leg gave way, making him kneel 
on his right one. The object in his hand felt sharp and cold and he could now sense its 
awful shape teasing the palm of his hand. The cold sensation grew into an unbearable 
heat which forced him to open his palm. Before he had even looked at it, he knew exactly 
what he was to expect: the diamond shaped object whose name he couldn’t even bear to 
pronounce, the horrifying pyramidonium, was now glowing in his hand and staring at him 
with its evil eye. He screamed and made a move to shed the terrifying thing, but his now 
paralysed hand didn’t obey him and the object remained in his palm. He screamed and 
turned to look away from it, it didn’t matter where to; as long as it was away from that 
unworldly stare. His eyes fell on the brain-box. A new terror came over him as he now saw 
another appalling spectacle unfold in front of him.           !
The date written in comical font had disappeared from the brain-box. Instead, a scene so 
awful, inhuman and terrifying had appeared, a scene which sent him instantly into shell 
shock. His limbs went limp, he felt a clamminess to his forehead and his heart skipped a 
beat for what appeared like an eternity. What he saw, was a sight so unholy and yet so 
familiar; it played like a film on the screen, an awful, sadistic film of which he knew the end 
all too well, and yet he didn’t have the strength to look away now. It was too late.!
The camera angle suggested that he was floating in the air like a tiny bird. He could almost 
feel the wind caressing his face as he gently descended towards the earth. First there 
were the stones and rocks, scattered everywhere. Some were small, others much bigger. 
Many were smeared with blood. Occasionally, one could spot the bones of what must have 
been the remains of giant animals and some of them seemed to have been purposefully 
shaped to form sharp objects. This chaotic spectacle was spread over a blood stained hill. 
As the camera in bird’s eye view continued to glide downwards over this hideous 
landscape, the first bodies started to appear: human shapes lying on the ground, dressed 
in rags and leather skins. Their bodies were motionless on the earth, some of which in 
very awkward positions as if they hadn’t had the opportunity to rearrange themselves into 
a dignified pose before the lifeblood was drawn from them. Birds were picking eyes from 
hollowing eyeholes of defenceless corpses. Hyenas were drinking the blood that was 
streaming down from the slope. The camera-bird had its hawk eyes focused right below its 
body, seemingly unable to look up at what lay ahead. As it continued to glide through the 
air, broken lances started to appear; blood-soaked swords and 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.!
 The bird continued to float. The landscape was now changing. A green vale appeared 
which was stained by hundreds of bodies of soldiers lying on the grass. They were still 
wearing their black hats and heavy boots and laid brotherly next to their dead horses. The 
monotony of corpses was only interrupted by the occasional barren tree mercifully 
appearing to soothe an otherwise hideous and morose spectacle. A line of soldiers 
dressed in very different attire stood silently right in front of the fallen army, as if inspecting 
their heinous deed with sadistic satisfaction. They held bayonets with sharp ends in their 
hands and wore white turbans.      !
The bird’s flight continued at a relentless tempo. Another battlefield came into view. Dirk 
held his breath and his face turned purple. This time he was flying over a sandy beach, but 
not one he would have liked to swim in. Desolate skeleton-shaped trees set an eerie 
backdrop, while the most horrible abominations were taking place in the foreground. 
Several bodies of dead soldiers were lying face down in the shallow water, as if they had 
tried to reach land unsuccessfully. The sea water was stained red and the sand was 



covered in the wood of shipwrecks, pieces of clothing and dirt. Hungry rats were scurrying 
around, climbing on the dead bodies, tearing their clothes apart and making gaping holes 
in the lifeless flesh. A bit further away, a few barely alive soldiers wandered aimlessly on 
the beach, their empty gaze betraying their desire to join their fallen comrades rather than 
surviving this life-scarring insanity. A half sunken tank was protruding from the water, upon 
which two soldiers were sitting, silently staring into nowhere. They seemed oblivious to the 
suffocating atmosphere, which felt as if the grey clouds were about to burst and flood onto 
this unholy spectacle, crushing under their weight everything alive and helping them to 
realise their desire to join the dead.   !
This was all too much to take for Dirk, and finally he snapped. With a slow but steady arm 
movement, he brought the object to his throat, resting it on his Adam’s apple. He then 
closed his eyes and whispered:!
“Ok, I get it Professor; thanks for returning the vision I gave you”.!
His hand started to apply pressure on his tender skin with the sharp end of the 
pyramidonium. As the pressure increased, his skin ruptured and a cavity started to appear 
where his neck skin and muscles once were. Then he moved the object across his throat 
with a sudden jerking movement. It cut through his throat as if through melting butter and 
finally came to a halt when it encountered and split an artery. The blood spurted out of the 
wound like a macabre waterfall and sprayed everything around it. In the meantime, the 
paramedics were only seconds away as Sara had made an automatic emergency call, 
sensing by Dirk’s increasing heartbeat and sweat secretion that his mental state was about 
to change dramatically.!!
Paul Greenman was a happy man. Admittedly, this didn’t happen often, but one could 
definitely say that he was a happy man today. He was whistling an out-of-tune upbeat 
melody (he was tone deaf) while he reached over to the glove box. He opened it slowly, 
fumbled about for his expensive perfume which he always kept there for special occasions 
and applied it on his face. Dressed immaculately as ever, he had chosen his favourite 
stripy suit with elbow patches for this occasion, which made him look slightly eccentric. His 
white beard was trimmed lovingly and a new magical cream that was invented to 
camouflage aesthetically unpleasing colours in human teeth was working its wonders in 
his mouth. A lovely fresh white rose was strategically placed to protrude from his left jacket 
pocket. His car was driving slowly towards the lab and he was just around the corner, 
when he started preparing his love declaration to Rose Green.!
“My love for you…” he tried. “Nah, too cliché. My feelings…I would like to tell you…you 
and me…there is some spark…”!
He gave up in the end as he decided to trust on his instinct and take things as they come. 
Love doesn’t always need words.!!
When the car finally took the last turn and the TTM offices appeared in front of him 
between the trees, his heart leapt. What was his car doing here? What right did he have? 
Confusion gave place to surprise and then to furious anger. How dare he, of all people, 
that idiot? Did he really think that she would be interested in the pathetic subject that he 
was? A pitiful human being with unkempt hair, a mental health problem and not even a 
proper diploma?!
Furiously, he got out of the car and slammed the door behind him, but not before grabbing 
from the passenger seat the bouquet of flowers that was meant to express his warm 
feelings for her. He walked towards the entrance and the door opened up automatically for 
him, recognising the signal of his all-in-one chip. He strode towards the lab with big, 
nervous steps and the second door opened for him as well.!



As he entered, his furious pace was cut short. It took some time for his brain to compute 
what exactly was going on in the lab.!
While the professor’s body was still immobile in its usual chair, the brain-box was 
displaying some bizarre and unusual activity. It was hard to tell from a distance, but at first 
sight it looked like the computer screen showed a battlefield, a horrible scene with human 
beings in camouflage clothing dead in a jungle, with their weapons spread around the thick 
vegetation, while a group of hatless soldiers oversaw the carnage they had just caused 
with smug satisfaction. !
He finally managed another step forward and his shoes -unfortunately the new ones, not 
those destined for his nocturnal wanderings which were left in the boot of his car- 
encountered a sticky substance. He looked down, and immediately recognised this red, 
thick fluid as someone’s blood. His eyes wondered towards the Professor’s chair and he 
saw beside it what looked like Sara the household robot holding down Dirk Prevez’ throat 
with one robotic arm as he was lying motionless on the floor. The metallic arm was 
positioned as such that it looked as if it was covering a wound to stop the bleeding. There 
was blood all around it, which had flown impressively -one could even say artistically- and 
had covered most of the floor until the entrance of the room, as well as all nearby objects, 
including the Professor’s clothes.  However, before his brain even had the time to compute 
this unlikely sight, a movement in a corner of the room behind the second desk caught his 
attention. Then everything seemed to unfold in slow motion. Her golden hair came first, 
seemingly filling the air with its plethoric presence. Then she followed. Her facial 
expression was intense and focused. Paul didn’t know how to interpret it at first, as he 
wasn’t good at reading emotion from human faces. Perhaps it was the expression of 
ecstasy, of the religious rapture he thought to be so typical of nuns -or females in general- 
possibly when experiencing an orgasmic climax. Two dark streams were descending down 
her cheeks in symmetry, which made her look somewhat malicious, like a resurrected 
witch. She was clutching her blouse over her half naked body and ran on bare feet. As she 
approached him, his excitement grew. He never anticipated this to be that easy. She was 
perfect, and she was coming right his way to declare her devotion to him.!
‘Come into my arms’ he thought as his mouth opened in a massive grin and he 
unconsciously spread his arms in an embracing move. Their eyes met for a fleeting 
moment. Then, suddenly and without warning, she slapped him hard in the face and, feet 
almost losing their balance over the bloodied floor, she burst out from the door filling the 
night with blood-curdling screams. !
He sat there for a moment letting the pain and humiliation sink in. His left cheek felt warm 
and a small stream of blood was slowly running down to his lip. But his physical injury was 
barely anything compared to the psychological damage he had just experienced. He knew 
it already then, and would experience it forever in the years to come: this was the ultimate 
moment when Paul Greenman finally realised that he would never ever understand 
women. He was destined to live a solitary existence for the rest of his life, despite his 
nocturnal wanderings and idle attempts to belong. !!!!


