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Chapter 1 – Prologue
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By the 2200s, the World had changed greatly in some ways and not so much in others. Most nations were the same and while some borders changed, they somehow managed to avoid a third World War despite the ongoing arguments over issues that had plagued the planet for centuries. The widening gap between rich and poor, racial issues, and the hauling in of greenhouse gases, a battle that was somehow still at the fore despite a consensus that authorities still needed to do something. Then there was the ongoing tyrannical approach of militant groups that continued to wage terror over anyone who didn’t agree with them.

The biggest changes, however, were natural. The pandemic of 2111 to 2113 was thought to have been under control when it mutated into a much more lethal form. Around a billion people died over the next five years. 

Medical authorities were always a step behind until it was discovered that many people had become immune to the illness, just like the milk maids of the late 1700s who were immune to smallpox because of their exposure to cowpox. These individuals all worked in Chinese wet markets and, after much negotiation between the United Nations and Chinese authorities, an agreeable compensatory deal was met to enable the antibodies of the immune to be harvested and a vaccine made available around the World. In a few short years the disease was eradicated, but the cost to the Western World was significant and gave China the absolute title of Superpower on its own.

It was also a time of great change technologically, with day-to-day life aided by artificial intelligence, robotics and supercomputing, which became available at a household level, at least for first world countries. Some say that technology was indeed the catalyst of a kind of Economic war, with China and the United States staking their claims in the artificial intelligence market, but again the Chinese proved victorious...until a breakthrough was achieved in Europe involving the fifth generation Super Collider Particle Accelerator in the Cern Nuclear facility outside Geneva, Switzerland. They managed to capture neutrinos and were able to study them, unravelling their secrets. In time physicists were able to, not only capture more of these minute particles, but produce them in great numbers and ultimately create machines that worked in ways only the imagination could give limit to.

The prize was, of course, the ability to manipulate space and time. In the year 2147, the Infinity Generator, a time machine, was created and with that, a new dilemma faced the World, what to do with it?

It was opened to global debate at the United Nations in New York where it was decided that a World authority would be formed to define the rules and regulations of time travel. The committee was represented from all corners of the Earth with most members coming from continental or oceanic regions, however, China and Russia opted to represent themselves.

The result was the International Future Directions Committee, which was something of a misnomer because the Infinity Generator or IG Machine could only send you back in time, not forward. Inevitably the machine lay dormant as debate raged about what should or shouldn’t be done with it.

Over the next few decades, the committee and its subsequent sub-committees decided how the machine should be used for the betterment of humanity but as expected, the betterment of humanity differed from nation to nation and culture to culture. Rules were drawn up; a secondary IG authority was created to oversee the many checks and balances required to keep the whole project under control.

The rules were not simple, but one rule became a sticking point; any agreed change in history would not be allowed to alter the future global timeline. Astrophysicists argued that such a directive was impossible because sending back even one person could, theoretically, change the World as it was known but then, such a change would become part of history and any such knowledge that was in people’s minds until that change of circumstance may simply not exist anymore.

That concept created hostile debate within the committee and the Governments of the World. No-one could agree, and it looked like the entire project would be shelved until it was suggested a test be conducted, one that could be easily monitored with no negative impact on World history.

And so, it was agreed that the Infinity Generator would send an individual back in time, one week and, once they caught up to their moment of departure, they could then report on their experience. Finding a volunteer wasn’t difficult with many people within the IG faculty excited by the idea of a short trip back in time.

A young intern was selected, briefed, and, after his orientation, placed in the transfer chamber for the hop back to the same time a week earlier. He would emerge in an isolated zone away from the population area to avoid potential mishaps or terrifying people by materialising in the street. There was also a concern, despite confidence in the targeting telemetry, that materialising within a populated area could have dire consequences for anyone nearby at the time the vortex opened. They also discovered it was impossible to deposit a candidate to the interior of a building, probably due to the saturation of molecules, so an isolated outdoor area was targeted in the open.

He entered the chamber, the machine spooled up, power generators in the bowels of the building vibrating up through the floor, resulting in a brilliant white light within the transfer zone. When it dissipated, the chamber was vacant. The transfer was complete.

Almost immediately though, everyone felt strange. They were all aware that they’d tested the machine and sent someone or something back, but they couldn’t recall the details. It was a weird feeling. They checked the IG machine logs and confirmed the transition was complete, but no-one knew exactly what had happened.

Further investigations revealed that those directly involved with the candidate had mixed memories of the event. They knew they sent the intern; some even recalled his name but at the same time they believed there was no such person. It didn’t make sense and an enquiry was launched to try and come up with an answer. 

The investigation revealed that they had indeed sent someone back in time one week. The telemetry from the Infinity Generator demonstrated as much, but no-one considered the possible creation of a time paradox.

It was ultimately proven that sending someone back to a place where they already existed caused a rift in time and the individual simply vanished from existence.

It became apparent that to succeed with such an experiment the individual would have to be sent back to a time preceding their birth and, further, not be around when they were born or a paradox would, most likely, be created. That meant anyone going back would have a one-way ticket and live out their life in two timelines, the first part of their life in the present, the second part in the past, never to cross over. The idea was both intriguing and horrifying.

To die before you were born was indeed hard to fathom but it was essentially the only way to successfully travel in time with no ill effect on the traveller.

Further experiments were carried out, this time with mice, dogs, cats and other, mostly short-lived creatures. Some were successful while others, having been clearly documented, were confusing for the physicists who conducted the experiments with the same mixed memories resulting from the paradoxical effects, the only actual proof being the machine logs. They gleaned that, in some cases, test animals sent back in time, had lived up to the time of their birth and subsequently vanished. The effect of a paradox was a solid theory and balanced against the machine logs was proof positive that the effect was real.

But how could there be evidence of these experiments when the animals had vanished from memory for most people? The physicists decided that because the events were all historical, the machine logs remained intact. Perhaps the machine, being a non-biologic, kept event records regardless of outcomes. It didn’t add up but that was a problem for another time.

The paradox also seemed to apply to inanimate objects, which confirmed that any paradox could indeed be caused by the co-existence of the identical nanoparticles arriving at the same moment in time. It made sense, how could one thing be in two places at once? It ultimately couldn’t.

Further experiments with inanimate objects revealed that there was a distance limit on the paradoxical effect. A coin was sent back one week but to the other side of the world and yet the coin was found and retrieved. It was thought that the Earth’s magnetic field, created by the planet’s molten core protected the coin, just like it protects the planet from radiation in space. So, the coin coexisted in the same time frame. Interestingly, there was one significant exception, lead. It seemed to be immune from the effects, perhaps because of its density. Sending things back in lead lined containers enabled them to co-exist in close proximity to themselves until the container was opened and then both things evaporated from existence.

The discovery did, however, give the physicists hope for a more workable approach to time travel, should there be circumstances where the risk of a potential paradox became necessary, although no-one could think of a reason why that might be the case.

A series of similar experiments showed that the paradox was also limited to a reasonably small area, a few miles or so, which meant you could co-exist within a pre-existing timeline without living in a lead shell but could never get too close to yourself or both copies would be erased.

The theory was proven with a living pot plant that was sent back one week and found in the designated location intact but as it was carried back to the IG facility, it evaporated before the scientists’ eyes when it got within a few miles. It became clear that there was a protective effect of some kind, probably created by the Earth’s magnetic field but it only worked until the two objects were within line of sight and the nanoparticles then destroyed each other.

With this new revelation, the International Future Directions IG Committee at Cern recommended that no human could ever be sent back to a time where they’d previously existed. 

Despite the safety buffer, the risks were considered too high. Further, there were serious questions over the possibility that time travellers could make changes that might extinguish pieces of the present, including people and that the World as it was in the 2200s could be dramatically altered. Of course, any such change would be unknown to almost everyone in the present, which was a paradox. It could even result in one or more of the committee members not existing or not following a career line that saw them become members of the committee. The more they debated and discussed the ramifications, the more difficult it became.

Then one member of what became known as the IG committee, Anastasia Kuznetsov from Russia, tabled a proposal, that a volunteer from the Russian Federation be sent back in time to live out a new life, document everything they experienced and file their journals within a depository that existed then and now.

The idea was incredibly simple and would give the committee immediate feedback. The only hitch: who would want to give up life in the present and live in a past that would seem prehistoric? Kuznetsov didn’t appear phased by that tiny detail.

After much more debate a series of points were agreed to that would guarantee that this person would not change history enough to disrupt the now and the committee would, once and for all know if time travel was indeed a tenable concept.

The Committee took their proposal to the United Nations and again debate raged, but after weeks of discussion the experiment was approved; zero hour 0001 hours, January 1st, 2214.
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Chapter 2 – The Traveller


[image: ]


The vetting process had to be thorough; finding the right person to go back in time was an imperative but so was the era, a period when the World was relatively calm so the candidate would not be faced with deprivation, war, hatred or some other threat, so the post-World War 2 era was agreed upon, when life was easier than the preceding decades and better than the beginning of the 21st Century.

The committee also agreed that the individual should be female, as they would most likely be better able to observe the World independently and less likely to be influential. Their age would not be a factor as they would be long dead before 2214 regardless and thus, no paradox issues.

Jean Claude Pinet, the Infinity Generator Committee President and representative of Europe, co-chaired the vetting committee with Anastasia Kuznetsov, Gabrielle Fawcett of North America, Luciana Gonzalez from South America and Davis Brigalow of Australasia. The panel was based on their similar lifestyles and those of the candidates.

Committee members representing China, Africa, The Middle East, and the Sub-Continent did not object as they felt the experiment would have no impact on their territories but were keen to observe the process and expected to add their thoughts later.

The Russian Federation handpicked a series of candidates they felt had the attributes required, strong willed and independent women. Most were attractive, well-schooled and multilingual. They were assessed as being self-sufficient and confident. Those attributes should enable any one of them to integrate into a world that might seem totally inferior to that of the current world.

Several rules were set down that the winning candidate must adhere to, which would be discussed as a part of the interview process. Relations between the West and the Russian Federation were considered amiable in the 2200s so there were no concerns regarding ulterior motives and most agreed that a Russian woman was as good a choice as any, despite the Cold War era they were being sent back to. Clearly, they would need to be able to speak fluent English without an accent. French too.

The first candidate entered the interview room and seemed a little shocked by the gallery of interested observers in their seats behind the selection committee, “Good afternoon, Miss Tahlia Goncharov, I’m Jean Claude Pinet,” and he went on to introduce the other committee members for her benefit.

“Firstly, we want to know if you understand why, you are here?”

In perfect English she replied, “Indeed I do.”

She was a stunning specimen of Eastern Block femininity, a picture postcard of Russian beauty with long brunette hair, blue eyes, light, spotless skin and that perfect Russian doll face.

“Please indulge us if you will,” asked Luciana Gonzalez with her Mexican accent, “We would very much like to hear you explain what you believe your role will be.”

“Very well. In short, you wish to send me back in time where I will live my life freely, as I see fit and record my experiences and observations which you will study long after my death. You are wanting to see if this experiment of yours works and what might be the effect on the World of today,” she explained.

Davis Brigalow spoke next, “Very good, now tell us why you would be willing to do this?”

“It’s an adventure, an exciting opportunity. I would be honoured to be a part of it, and I would be making history for women everywhere. The first true time traveller? That thrills me.”

Brigalow then added, “You know this is a one-way trip, you can’t come back?”

“I understand that.”

“You will never live to see any accolades, in fact no one will know about what you have achieved until 2214 and you cannot talk about it in the 20th Century because, well no-one would believe you and you would probably be accused of lunacy,” suggested Anastasia Kuznetsov.

“I know. My duty to this World is enough to keep me motivated,” Goncharov explained.

Jean Claude Pinet then asked her a question that she wasn’t anticipating, “And how do you feel about living out your life alone, no marriage, no children, strictly as an observer of the past with very little money and menial jobs, jobs with no influence? Could you handle that? Because that is what we are asking.”

Goncharov balked, “I don’t know. I thought I would be living a normal life, perhaps as a housewife. I hadn’t considered...” She didn’t finish the sentence then added, “I would have to think about it.”

“We understand,” replied Pinet, “We will end the interview there if you don’t mind.”

“Of course, thank you.” Tahlia Goncharov made a hasty exit.

“This might be more difficult than we thought,” suggested Brigalow.

“Perhaps,” agreed Kuznetsov, “but one interview doesn’t mean much at this point.”

“True,” Brigalow said but he was dubious.

The next candidate reacted the same way, and it continued like that for a while. The information had been deliberately omitted from the initial data given to the candidates so their reactions could be considered. There was nowhere to hide if you didn’t know what was coming and none of the women felt comfortable with some of the directives they would be required to meet, and the list was long. No roles of influence, no writing to the papers, no doing interviews, running for political parties, or even joining clubs; basically, nothing that could in any way alter the timeline.

The role would be live and let be, which came with a lot of baggage, and they would be giving up freedoms and equality that, while common now, were only just starting to be debated in the 20th Century.

As the day wore on, the candidates were discarded one after another, all falling flat at the revelation of their required lifestyle. Then a new candidate entered the interview hall, a plain woman of medium build. She had dishevelled hair and average features, an unremarkable candidate. She wasn't someone the committee expected, given the parameters that had been set for this task.

After the formal introductions and initial set of questions Pinet asked, “Miss Yahontov, we have asked each candidate the same questions and they have all impressed us up to this point, including you but they failed this question, all of them,” and he asked her about living alone, isolated from marriage, children, influence and identity and her reaction was without hesitation,

“These things do not matter to me. I have never desired marriage or children. I am not the least interested in men, or women for that matter. I prefer to be alone; I am happiest in isolation and if I may, it would not matter to me if that was in the 23rd Century or the 20th. I require only simple things in life and so, I am not perturbed by what you ask.”

“You wouldn’t miss the technology or the equality,” asked Gonzales.

“Not in the slightest. I love to be by myself and read. I am not someone who must be centre of attention, in fact I would rather go unnoticed.”

The interview panel members and the gallery gasped with delight. She was perfect.

More questions followed and Yahontov answered them all with ease. Nothing they threw at her phased her in the slightest.

She was given a scenario and asked how she might deal with it, “You walk around a corner and witness a man running from the scene of a stabbing and clearly the victim will die if you don’t do something to help. How do you react?”

“I would turn the other way, leave him to die or be saved by someone else. I cannot intervene. That could change the future. I cannot allow that,” she explained.

“Not even if he pleaded with you for help,” added Brigalow.

“No, not under any circumstances.” She seemed almost angry that he doubted her.

Gabrielle Fawcett tried to throw her a curve ball, “What if it were a child?”

Without hesitation Yahontov replied, “Same situation, I would walk away.”

“Are you sure you could?”

“Yes!” She didn’t need to elaborate.

Anna Yahontov seemed cold and to a degree callous, but she was also believable. She wasn’t saying what she thought they wanted to hear, she was being honest; brutally so, but that made her even more perfect for the role.

When the interview concluded it was clear that this candidate was not at all concerned about travelling back to the 20th Century, living a basic life and staying out of everything, simply observing and recording what she experienced.

More interviews followed but none of them could get past the trick questions, only Yahontov.

With further discussion, which included the observers from the committee, it was decided; Anna Yahontov would be the committee’s Time Traveller.
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Chapter 3 – The Test
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The training for the upcoming time slip was intense. The first decision was where to send Anna Yahontov. Russia wasn’t logical given the political issues of the time, so it was agreed that Western Europe may be a better option. She had to know everything about the era she was being sent to; the politics, the mindset of the people, how a woman was treated and expected to act. 

France seemed a good choice, not only because she spoke the language fluently, but also because the women there were more liberated than most countries of the time and she would find it easier, psychologically. That too was tested heavily, to see if she might crack under the strain of being taken out of her ‘known world’ for another. She didn’t. 

She was also given a new identity, Phoebe Bisset. They didn’t want her to sound like she was Russian and the necessary identity documentation was recreated from the archives. The chosen year was heavily scrutinised, and it was agreed that Anna, or Phoebe would be transported back to 1974.

The Vietnam war would be over, and Europe would be focussed on the World Cup. The seventies were a relatively quiet time in World history, and it would give Phoebe time to settle in and adjust to her surroundings. She would arrive at 0001 hours on January 1st, 1974.

To make certain she didn’t slip up, everyone referred to her as Phoebe and a history was created to ensure she could explain herself. She moved to Paris from the Reims region after her parents died in a car crash. She sold their home and decided to get a fresh start. The story was no-frills to make it easy to sell. Besides, anything more complicated might have too many holes in it. Car accidents were common and no-one would be suspicious.

The training was always gruelling, but Phoebe never faltered. Her language skills were exemplary, and she absorbed knowledge like a sponge, memorising as much detail as she could. She was quizzed and tested regularly and never slipped up.

The committee even tried to trick her into reacting to her real name on several occasions, but she didn’t flinch once; not that anyone in 1974 would ever know her identity. She was ready.

On the evening of the transfer, she dressed in 1970s clothing, smart casual attire for a European winter arrival. Being Russian, the cold wasn’t a concern to Phoebe.

She was also equipped with a Globite suitcase of the era containing an array of materials she would need, more clothing, cosmetics, personal items and she had a reasonable amount of French francs to help her on her way. The IG Committee had a great deal of trouble sourcing the right notes from the era, but they managed to find enough to get her started.

Arriving on the stroke of the New Year seemed like a good idea given that most Parisians would be distracted by the party atmosphere and she could slip into the population virtually undetected. Even so, a target point was chosen that kept her well away from the major landmarks and celebration zones around the Ach de Triomphe and Eiffel Tower.

Her biggest problem may well be finding somewhere to stay that first night, but she wasn’t concerned. Phoebe had not only demonstrated resilience, but she was also resourceful. No-one doubted she would make do when she arrived.

Once in Paris (1974) she would settle into a simple life and, as agreed, would never marry, never have children and never do anything that might influence the future. She was, however, allowed to have a pet.

Phoebe was moved into the transfer chamber of the Infinity Generator, an unremarkable spherical room with what appeared to be shiny metal tiles sealing its walls.

Nothing else was in there besides Phoebe and her suitcase with all the arc arrays and generators surrounding the exterior of the orb. She had been instructed to stand normally, as she would be deposited in a side street and should simply appear quietly in a flash of light.

If there was noise that might be created by her arrival, it was hoped that it would be written off as part of the New Year celebrations, but no-one could tell her what would happen with any certainty.

Every member of the Infinity Generator Committee was there to farewell her and wish her well on her historic journey. Jean Claude Pinet spoke with her before leaving the transfer room. 

“How are you feeling Phoebe?”

“I’m perfectly fine.”

“I can see that, you don’t even look nervous,” he added.

“That’s because I am not.”

“Good.” Pinet looked her in the eye. “You are doing something incredible and very brave. I admire you for that. We will learn so much I feel. You may well be paving the way to a better world if this works.”

“Perhaps, but I will never know. I will just do as I have been instructed, write my journals and deposit them as requested.”

Pinet smiled, “I have no doubt.” Then he kissed her on each cheek. “God speed Anna Yahontov.” He deliberately used her real name for her benefit.

She smiled and nodded but didn’t say another word. He left the transfer room and sealed the door.

It would only be a few minutes until the Infinity Generator was fired. Already the committee members, engineers and scientists could hear the power generators spooling up and when the power reached critical mass a simple button push would punch a brief hole in time which should, quite simply, deposit Phoebe onto a Paris street in 1974 at the dawning of a new year, 240 years ago.

Everyone felt apprehensive and quite a few had grave doubts about the test, but it was too late to stop; it was about to happen.

Sunil Patel, committee member for the Subcontinent had the ear of Zhang Jie of China,

“It’s odd when you think about it. For Phoebe this will be a lifetime but for us, the results will be instant. We will know of her entire life by tomorrow.”

“Yes,” replied Jie, “If she survives the transfer.”

“Even if she doesn’t, there may be a news report in the archives to reveal what happened to her,” Patel suggested.

“Unless we have a repeat of the first failure and she is simply extinguished from existence. We will only know that someone or something was sent back and nothing more,” Jie explained.

Patel crossed his arms, “Hmm, that is a truly disturbing thought but that is the nature of space time is it not?”

“Indeed,” said Jie.

At exactly midnight, January 1st, 2214, the Infinity Generator erupted into life. The orb within which Phoebe Bisset was standing lit with such intensity that no-one could watch it.

Those observing felt a weird combination of cold and heat all at the same time and the noise was like a jet engine hovering in the room.

Then with a blinding flash and a cataclysmic whip crack there was silence except for the wind down of the electrical turbines. The room dimmed back to normal as Jean Claude Pinet approach the transfer room. He popped the latch and opened the door. A puff of frigid air filled his lungs, and he could smell what he thought were fireworks. Interesting he thought. He peered at the place where Phoebe Bisset had been standing but she wasn’t there.

Given that he still remembered her brought a smile to his face. He could only assume that the transfer had been a success and that Phoebe Bisset was now in Paris in 1974. He turned to the others in the room and asked out loud, “Do you remember what we just did?”

Everyone either nodded or replied yes.

“We have success,” he cried and those assembled cheered and applauded.

At the stroke of midnight +1 second on January 1st, 1974, the entire populous of Paris were cheering and fireworks exploded in the skies. Every face was turned skyward as they welcomed the new year. The Arc de Triomphe and Eiffel Tower strobed in different colours as the fireworks erupted over them.

In the quiet of a dead-end street, well away from the festivities, a bright, white human sized sphere of light grew out of the gloom, flashed briefly then dissipated with a soft crackle, leaving a woman and her suitcase standing on the cobblestones.

No-one was there to witness the arrival of Phoebe Bisset. She stood for a moment, looked around and took a breath of cold Paris air, catching a whiff of firework smoke as she did so. She coughed.

She didn’t move at first, except to place her Globite on the ground. She felt a wisp of cold air as a breeze blew into the street. After catching her breath, she looked herself over to make sure that everything was intact and yes, she still had all her arms and legs. She smiled with relief.

She’d been told that there was a remote chance of a glitch that might send only parts of her through, leaving her missing a limb or two.

Phoebe picked up her suitcase and walked down the street, her shoes clip clopping loudly on the cobblestones. As she emerged, she saw a young couple in a loving embrace, kissing passionately. They didn’t notice her. She continued towards the city looking for a cheap hotel but doubted that there would be any vacancies.

Suddenly a group of youngsters burst around a corner giggling and chattering. They saw her and cried out, “Bonjour, bonne annee (Happy New Year).” 

It took her a moment to translate in her head but then she replied in French, “Hello, Happy New Year to you too,” to which they chorused “Merci,” as they trotted on by, laughing as they went.

The committee was right, the reverie of the evening provided a perfect curtain behind which to hide, and she walked a few miles into the city without incident, observing the celebrations of the young and a few older residents of this magical city.

As she neared the business centre of Paris, the number of people grew. Some lingered, lovers kissed, many sat in various states of drunkenness while others wandered here and there, probably headed home. The smell of fireworks smoke was rife as it descended in the cold night air and Phoebe brushed some ash from her tunic.

She spied a hotel on a busy intersection carrying much traffic, even at this hour, and began to walk towards it when two Gendarmeries caught her eye. “Bonsoir,” said one.

“Good evening,” Phoebe replied in perfect French.

They then spied her suitcase.

“An odd hour to be travelling Mademoiselle?”

She had to think fast. “Perhaps, but it was the traffic you know? It took longer to get here than I expected.”

“Of course. May we be of assistance?”

Surprised, she instinctively answered,

“Well, yes, I hope so, I need a hotel. I failed to book ahead.”

“Hmm, that is unfortunate. I can see you are headed for the Old Grand Hotel. It will be full and is quite expensive,” explained the officer while making his assessment of Phoebe’s social standing.

“I see. Where might you suggest?

“The Saint Pierre. It’s no palace but it is clean and cheap. And they always spare a room for late arrivals. You might be lucky.”

“Oh, thank you officer, um...” she stammered, not knowing where to go.

“It’s not far, just walk down there,” he pointed, “about two blocks and turn left then another block and you’re there. Tell the clerk that Sargent Benoir sent you.”

“Sargent Benoir? I will, thank you.”

“It is my pleasure Mademoiselle. Have a lovely evening,” and they walked on.

Phoebe zigzagged through the traffic and made her way down the street turning where she was told and walked the next block to the Saint Pierre Hotel. It was, to say the least, a little worse for wear but she didn’t care; she was tired and it was cold.

She walked through the front door to reception where the lone figure of the clerk sat reading a magazine. Clearly, he hadn’t partaken in the New Year celebrations. He was unkempt, his shirt stained, and he had at least a four-day growth of stubble on his face and appeared not to care what day it was.

“Bonjour,” Phoebe said.

“Hmmff,” was the only reply she got.

“I have just arrived in Paris and am hopeful you have a room?”

The man just shook his head to the negative.

“Oh, um, well I was told you might, by Sargent Benoir?”

The man practically jumped out of his skin, “Why of course er?”

“Phoebe. Phoebe Bisset.”

“Yes, Miss Bisset, welcome. Please, if you sign the register I will get you a key. We have a room. It’s only small but it is comfortable and warm,” he explained, blushing.

“Thank you. I didn’t think I would find anything on a night like this.” She played the damsel in distress very well, which annoyed her somewhat.

“Normally that would be true but any friend of Sargent Benoir...”

“He must be important?”

“Oh yes, he takes very good care of us here. We respect him very much,” said the clerk.

“In that case I feel very fortunate.” She scrawled out a signature in the register.

The clerk handed her a key, Room 107, on the first floor, “Do you need any assistance?”

“No, thank you, it’s just the one bag.” She had a room.

Phoebe settled in and found the room to her liking. The carpet was well worn and the bedding old, but it was warm and she quickly changed, went to bed and drifted off to sleep wondering about her new adventure.

At the Cern facility in Switzerland, the Infinity Generator Committee met for the first time after the delivery of Phoebe Bisset to Paris. They immediately scoured the digital archives for any information about their test subject but there was nothing. Well almost nothing. A small death notice in the La Parisian newspaper, dated August 17th, 1986, indicated that a Phoebe Bisset had died and it gave an address. Probably an apartment. There were no other details. They then searched digital church records and found her funeral information, a single line in a register, name, address, which matched, age, date of burial and the plot number of her grave.

They gleaned that she had lived 12 years in Paris before her passing. She would have been 50 years old at the time, and they all wondered what might have befallen her.

They had to wait another few days to retrieve the diaries they hoped she had written. It had been agreed that she would deposit her diaries with the Banque Nagelmackers in Belgium, a bank they knew still existed in 2214 but was operating in 1974. In fact, it had been established in 1747 and was one of the oldest banking institutions ever to have existed that was still in operation.

It was hoped that she had followed the instructions and named three committee members as signatories so they could retrieve the diaries. Noone could be certain that the bank would follow the instructions or if indeed they would even know about the safety deposit boxes after all this time, but they would soon find out.

Jean Claude Pinet, Muhammad Samy Galal of the Middle East and Hamid Kanumbra of Africa journeyed to Belgium and entered the bank. They were greeted by a security guard and then a bank officer,

“Good day, how may I help you?”

Pinet explained, “This will seem a little odd, but we are here to retrieve a set of safety deposit boxes which would have been held here since the period 1974 to 1986.”

The banker looked nonplussed, “Oh, that is a little out of the ordinary, but this bank has been operating for a very long time. We will be able to check on the digital register, please follow me,” the young woman offered as she led them to a private office where they sat down as she woke a computer and started tapping, “Do you know what name it might have been in?”

“Yes. Phoebe Bisset,” said Pinet.

“OK, let us see.” She typed in the name. “Oh! Yes, we have safety deposit boxes in that name, and I can see there are four signatories listed, Phoebe Bisset, Jean Claude Pinet, Hamid Kanumbra and Muhammad Samy Galal,” which she pronounced perfectly as she looked up at the men with a smile.

“Yes,” answered Pinet, “that’s us.”

The girl’s smile evaporated as she absorbed the improbability of them being named over 200 years previously, “But that is impossible.”

“You might think so but here we are,” Kanumbra added.

The girl blushed. “Um, yes, well I will need to bring in the manager. I’m at a loss...this isn’t...” but she didn’t finish the remark as she hurried off.

The trio all smiled. “Poor girl, she must be at her whits end,” Galal said and they all laughed.

It took about five minutes for the girl to return and with her, a suited and distinguished man, clearly the Bank Manager who introduced himself, “Good day gentlemen, I am Lucas Peeters.” He shook hands with all three.

Pinet introduced himself and his companions, “Firstly Mr Peeters, I must apologise. It must have been quite a shock to Miss...?”

“Claes,” the girl said.

“Miss Claes, I apologise,” reiterated Pinet. “We are from the Infinity Generator Committee; a committee of the United Nations and these deposit boxes are of the utmost importance to us. We can provide credentials.” They all produced identification.

“Of course, we will have this all sorted out for you as quickly as possible,” Peeters said.

With their identities verified they were escorted down a set of stairs into a large room with several caged off cells, each containing safes and rooms. They entered an antechamber where rows and rows of double locked draws filled every wall. The Manager and Miss Claes searched for the draw containing the diaries, “Here we are,” called Peeters, “number 1161.”

He found the correct keys and handed one to Miss Claes and she turned them for the first time in 228 years. Miss Claes struggled a little given how long they’d been inert, but it finally clacked.

Everyone watched in anticipation as the draw was pulled open. Inside were a set of diaries, all dated and all in chronological order. Pinet smiled, “Very good. She did as we had hoped. “May I,” he asked Peeters and gestured to the draw.

“Of course,” Peeters answered.

Pinet took a diary at the very front of the draw, dated 1986 and opened it, then flicked the pages back with his thumb until he saw handwriting. He pinched a few pages to get back to the last entry and read what Phoebe had written. 

After reading it to himself he turned to Kanumbra and Galal and read it aloud to them, not caring that Peeters and Claes could hear. 

This will be my last entry. I am in the final stages of breast cancer now and have chosen not to seek treatment for fear that I may interrupt the needs of someone else in this time. I am weak and tired and do not believe there is much time left. I wish to convey my thanks to the committee for choosing me for this unprecedented task, it has been a great honour. I have lived a very happy life here with my cat Rastus. Rest assured I have maintained my anonymity and was of no influence in this time. To be frank, I think you will find my entries to be quite boring. She signed the diary entry Phoebe Bisset and dated it 7th July 1986.

Pinet looked up at his colleagues, “We have been successful gentlemen,” but he could already see from their smiles that they were fully aware of the achievement.

Peeters and Claes on the other hand were bewildered and at a loss for words.

Pinet, Galal and Kanumbra retrieved the diaries, all 13 of them, thanked Peeters and Claes and left without further explanation.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 4 – The New Dilemma
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After the success of the Bisset experiment, further tests were commissioned, all aimed at assessing the limits to which sending people back in time could be enacted without overly influencing the existing timeline. The tests were mostly successful with two exceptions. In one instance, the candidate was murdered almost immediately after arrival. They were sent back to 1899 to witness and report on the Boer War in Africa and manifested near a village and set upon as a demon.

The committee learned of the incident through a notation in the historical records of a Missionary who witnessed the attack.

In another instance the traveller lived only a few years before being killed while crossing the street in New York city. They’d been sent back to witness the Great Depression and report their findings. Newspaper articles describing the incident suggested the victim was drunk.

The committee was concerned there may have been an adverse effect on the driver but the trouble with historical change was that those in the “now” were oblivious to it because the reality was defined by proxy and therefore, they expunged whatever might have been written into history in the previous timeline. In simple terms the proxy was entrusted with following rules that were unpunishable if broken. It came down to intense screening of each individual and ultimately faith.

The committee members were clearly concerned with the impact of some kind of mistake or intentional alteration to the current reality, so they debated the pros and cons of testing the potential for change and eventually agreed to something subtle.

The plan would be to select something that would have no bearing on humanity at all but would be able to be documented so that after the experiment, the notes could be analysed. It was hoped that having the data sent back with the candidate before the change would mean that the original timeline evidence would be intact and thus enable a comparison.

The next problem was finding something that could be changed without any variation to life in the now. It seemed simple enough but the more they investigated, the more difficult it became to find a viable option, until David Brigalow came up with a proposal. 

He suggested that a candidate be sent back to the Australian island state of Tasmania, a place of mostly wilderness, and be charged with capturing and keeping a colony of Thylacine, or Tasmanian Tigers. These creatures looked like dogs, were striped like tigers, but were in fact marsupials. They were decimated by hunting and when the authorities finally ordered they be protected it was too late and the last living specimen died at Hobart Zoo in 1933. 

If someone could return and save them, it would resolve one of Man’s mistakes. The committee debated the concept for weeks and eventually agreed that the human impact would be minimal. The traveller would live alone, in remote Tasmania and breed the creatures with the aim of releasing them into the wild. post 1933.
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