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Dedication

To my son, Abe, who gave me basic idea:

"...where the main character is able to remember it when a time traveller has gone to the past and committed a murder..."


Preface -
The Three Observable Facts of Time Travel



	What really happens when you jump back to an earlier time and prevent your own birth? Do you produce a time-space paradox? Do you create another parallel universe?
 
No, you become a Time Orphan. 
Other people may cease to exist if their birth was affected by your action, but you go on existing, because you now have a new point of origin, the earliest point of time you travelled to.


	If, by jumping backwards in time, you change the course of your own life to the extent that you wouldn't have made the time jump when you did, you produce another instance of yourself, a Time Dopple. Dopples can coexist in the same timeline, as long as they don't come too close together. If they come within each other's event horizon, they merge back into one - one person with two sets of memories. That's because it's against the laws of physics for two instances of the same matter to exist at the same time.


	Only certain people have the gift of time perception. Such people remember broken timelines, be it only the residue of a memory, or a deja vous. If they develop that gift, they can become time travellers themselves.




So, Isaac Asimov has his "three laws of robotics", I have my "three facts". All the stories in this collection are based on the Three Observable Facts.

enjoy...





Saving Timmy Browning 

     
    © 2016 by Robby Charters

    
    People thought Timmy Browning was my imaginary friend, but I could swear he was real - my best friend in fact.

    Although the memories of time spent together were rather dim, I knew quite a lot about him; what he looked like, what would make him laugh or get upset, and what his favourite things were – everything anyone would know about their best friend. I also knew that he lived around the corner and down the road from us, he had a treehouse in his front yard, his parents were George and Sally Browning, and he had a baby sister named Jessica.

    The problem was, as my parents gently pointed out, George Browning died before I (or Timmy) was born, so he never married Timmy’s mum. They were going together at one time, but he was killed, probably murdered. Instead, Sally married Sam McGuire, and became the mother of my classmate, Jeanette, who had no brothers or sisters.

    So, where did Timmy come from? Where did he go? I clearly remembered him, and still do. But to everyone else, there never was a Timmy Browning. Whenever I dropped his name with my classmates, I got blank looks, or they asked if he were my cousin. My teacher, who should have also been his teacher, had never heard of him. When I persisted, some began whispering about me. Carter McKee, the class clown got a few laughs saying ‘Where’s Timmy Brown? Timmy Brown’s my friend!’ in a mocking tone of voice. They even got the name wrong! Another kid called him ‘Charlie Brown’. I got the point, so I clammed up about Timmy Browning.

    Coming to the realisation that he didn’t exist was somewhere midway between losing a friend and discovering there’s no Santa Claus; actually the worst of both. On one hand, it’s bereavement with no funeral nor condolences; on the other, no one saying, ‘Oh the poor wee boy, he’s just learned there’s no Timmy Browning,’ nor even, ‘Yes, Virginia, there is a Timmy Browning.’ 

    I cried myself to sleep several nights in a row. That was years ago. Lots of questions still unanswered; not least, how did I know George even existed, let alone had gone out with Sally? I just buried it.

    
    Now we jump to earlier this year, a discussion in history class: the teacher said something like, ‘...can anyone give an example of that happening in recent times?’

    I raised my hand.

    ‘Drake?’ the teacher acknowledged.

    ‘The Soviet invasion of Norway?’

    The whole class looked at me saying, ‘Huh?’ ‘Soviet Union?’ ‘Norway?’ ‘But USSR broke up in 1991!’ and things like that. I think the only thing that kept the teacher from calling me a cheeky imp was the serious, and then bewildered, look on my face. I did see a worried look on hers.

    Of course I knew the Soviet Union had long folded! Why did I remember a recent invasion of Norway? It was as though I had been having a recurring dream that featured the Soviet Union as a world power, culminating with a recent invasion of Norway, and feeble protests from a weakened United States of America, and U.K. I don’t even remember having any such dreams – that’s just what it felt like.

    
    It's like I was remembering double. Now that I think of it, it happened a few other times as well, but not so profoundly.

    A few weeks earlier, several class periods were taken up by a visit from a career counsellor. He was an older man with a European accent. The first half hour was taken up with some sort of aptitude test. I’d never seen any test like it. Among other things, we had to write a one sentence summary of each of our classmates. And then, we each had a one-on-one session with him, where he asked a lot of questions. Some of them, I had no idea what they possibly had to do with choosing a career. And I thought my session went on for quite a long time. He didn’t get to all of the students.

    The next day, when the History teacher gave his lecture, I was sure I had heard it the day before. The same thing happened with the reading in Literature. I even knew how the story finished before we got to the end. Then, in Maths, I suddenly began to catch on to a rather difficult concept because we were going over it for what seemed like the second time. But the day before we had had neither Literature, History or Maths, because of the careers session.

    That had me wracking my brain, but it wasn’t the first time…

    
    A few days before that, on my way to the library, I was asked by an old man to direct him to the Town Hall. He seemed confused by my answer, so I took him across the road and pointed him down the other street where the Town Hall was visible.

    As I retraced my steps, I saw a block further up the street, a painter dropping a paint bucket from the top of a ladder. But afterwards, I remembered both seeing it from a block away, and also happening just as I was passing within a few feet of him! I even remembered my trousers getting splattered, but there was no trace of paint at all (thank God, my mother would have killed me).

    But these incidents were nothing compared to ‘remembering’ that USSR had invaded Norway. That one kept me busy inside my head for days!

    
    I was quiet and sullen at meals. My mother wondered if I were okay. I didn’t want to talk to anyone about it, because they’d think I was disturbed, or crazy. I was wondering that myself. I was putting two and two together and getting three!

    So, why did I have a dim memory of a parallel set of current events? It reminded me of when I was much younger, with my non-existent friend, Timmy. That was the same sort of memory.

    I had almost forgotten about Timmy Browning. That history had stopped abruptly a few weeks before my parents had heard me rattling on about him.

    To come to think of it, the events that had to do with the Soviet invasion of Norway also seemed to come to an abrupt halt. I vaguely remember a lot of announcements on the news about countries breaking off relations with the USSR, even about a possible joint military strike by China and Argentina.

    Argentina?

    Okay – well, this was getting bizarre! Argentina had kicked the British out of the Falklands. Margaret Thatcher was disgraced, had resigned long before our history book says she had, a new election was called and Michael Foot had become Prime Minister. Ever since, Argentina had grown in military strength while UK and US had dwindled.

    I don’t know how UK’s decline affected the US. Maybe because Ronald Regan didn’t have Margaret Thatcher around to egg him on...?

    Weird!

    So, a few weeks ago, everybody was at the edge of their seat, bracing themselves for an all out war between the Soviet Union, China and Argentina, with America and not-so-Great Britain tagging along like barking chihuahuas.

    Then, the history stopped abruptly, just a couple of weeks before I embarrassed myself in class. It was like the news-feed suddenly went off-line, leaving me in suspense whether they went to war or not.

    
    I had no clue what this was – well, maybe a few ideas, ones that only nerdy sci-fi fans would take seriously – but if I had learned anything from my Timmy Browning memories, it was the less I say about this, the better.

    But now, having remembered Timmy again, I was curious about the circumstances of George Browning’s death. About a week later, I stopped in at the local library, and looked up some old issues of our local newspaper.

    There were photos of George Browning which I immediately recognised as Timmy's dad (yet another paradox - I had never seen a photo of him before!). 

    They definitely thought it was a murder. There was even a suspect, a strange man who had only appeared in town a few days before, and then disappeared right after the murder. He hadn’t been seen since.

    There was only one picture of him; he had been caught in a photo taken at the opening of the new YMCA building. He was one of the people standing behind the Lord Mayor, right next to George Browning. The suspect's face was circled, and the caption under it said this was the only known photograph of the strange man. No one even knew his name, but apparently George had known him. They had been seen chatting on a few occasions like old friends.

    Something made me take a second look. I knew him!

    He hadn’t been seen since before I was born, but I could swear I knew him. Where had I met him? I wracked my brain.

    
    Lying awake in middle of the night, I realised I even had a name for him, Frank Isenburg.

    Again, facts seemed to be more strongly embedded in my mind than memories of events. I knew the face, and the name, Frank Isenburg, but in connection with what?

    
    I asked my mother at breakfast, ‘Do we know anyone named Frank Isenburg?’ 

    ‘No, love, no one by that name.’

    After a while, dad asked, ‘Who is this Frank Isenburg?’

    ‘I dunno. Maybe he was a friend of George Browning?’

    ‘George Browning!’ my dad exclaimed. ‘Why, he’s been dead for years!’

    ‘You used to fancy he was married to Sally McGuire, didn’t you?’ remembered mum.

    ‘And “Timmy”,’ dad added. ‘That was one of your fancies. You swore you had a friend named Timmy Browning...’

    I went quiet. I didn’t care to bring that up – but then, there was suddenly something else rattling in my head.

    ‘Are you okay?’ asked mum.

    ‘Yeah --’ I said, but I wasn’t okay. I had suddenly remembered where I’d heard the name, and seen his face…

    
    A sleepover with Timmy Browning on his ninth birthday: We were best friends, and I was the only one he invited. The two of us were huddled together in front of the family’s PC in the corner of the lounge. Timmy’s dad sat on the settee with the visitor, Frank Isenburg.

    Frank had been in town for about a week, and had been spending a lot of time at the Browning home.

    They were talking about something, I didn’t catch much of it, nor did I care, being all grown-up stuff. I do have a vague impression that they disagreed about something called the ‘Rivvy Air Affair’ -- or was it Riviera? I think that’s French – and some general or other with a complicated Spanish name.

    Timmy and I were in middle of our game, I forget what it was. Suddenly, Tim turns to me and says, ‘Frank’s so obsessed about that Riviera thing! I wish he’d shut up about it. It gets Dad into a bad mood.’

    There were other things about that visit to Timmy’s that were a bit more hazy – I seemed to remember Frank walking over and watching us for a while, and saying something-or-other – but apart from that, this was the clearest memory that I had ever had of my times with Timmy.

    That was all. A day or so later is when the memories stop.

    
    Suddenly remembering an incident with Timmy with such clarity brought back the feeling of bereavement. I felt like I had been so close to Timmy, I knew him through and through, I could predict exactly how he would react to things – up to the age of nine, anyway – and yet, he didn’t exist!

    So, what happened? How did he simply stop existing? If it never happened, where the heck did the memories come from? Was it from a previous reincarnation?

    I didn’t believe in reincarnation, and besides, the memories were of things that were obviously from within my own lifetime. Timmy’s mum was obviously one and the same as Jeanette’s mum. I’d seen her picking up Jeanette at school a time or two.

    
    I remembered my classmate Jeanette with my ‘real world’ memory. Thinking about it now, I did see a similarity between her and Timmy. I remember we got along quite well.

    She still went to the same school as me, but was now in a different class. I saw her now and then, and she still said, ‘Hi.’

    
    The next time I saw her at school, I turned aside and we had a chat. She had her own circle of friends, had her own world, but she was quite friendly.

    ‘Hey,’ I ventured, ‘Do you want to stop at the Half Moon Café on the way home?’ That was a spot a lot of us liked to hang out after school.

    ‘Sure,’ she said.

    So, we stopped there together. She had a latte and I had cappuccino.

    ‘Where do you live now?’ I asked.

    ‘Same place as before. On May street.’

    I never did know where she lived, but the name rang a bell. It was just around the corner and a little further beyond my house.

    ‘Nice place?’

    ‘It’s okay. My mum inherited it from Granda. It’s not far, would you like to see it?’

    ‘Sure.’

    We talked about more stuff. When we finished our drinks, we went. The closer we got, the weirder I felt.

    ‘What’s the matter?’ Jeanette asked.

    ‘Dunno. It feels like I’ve been here before.’

    ‘Déjà vu?’

    ‘I guess.’

    I saw the front yard from down the street. She hadn’t told me, but I knew that was the house.

    Timmy had a treehouse in that tree. We used to spend hours there. I knew every branch. Once, I hurt myself on a nail on the way down. The nail wasn’t part of the tree house, but had been hammered into one of the bigger branches a long time before.

    I walked up to the tree as we arrived.

    Quite obviously, there had never been a treehouse in this tree, but there was that nail!

    ‘This is weird,’ I said.

    ‘More déjà vu?’

    ‘Yeah.’

    Jeanette opened the door, and we went in. There it was, the corridor, the lounge, I knew every inch of the house. I knew what each room would look like before we entered. Definitely Timmy’s house!

    Some things were different. The living-room furniture was newer, but the same painting hung on he wall over the fireplace.

    There was the corner where they used to keep the computer, where Timmy and I played computer games. Now I remembered what we were playing. It was one based on the Back to the Future film.

    In the kitchen, we met – her.

    ‘This is my mum,’ Jeanette says. ‘Mum, meet Drake.’

    ‘Hi, Mrs. Browning – er – I’m sorry – Mrs. McGuire.’

    Jeanette looked surprised, while her mum ignored my mistake.

    ‘Good to meet you, Drake. Would you like a biscuit?’

    Tim’s mum made the best biscuits.

    ‘Yes, please,’ I replied.

    The taste and texture of the biscuit was something I didn’t realise I had missed. I was revisiting my childhood – at least it seemed that way.

    ‘Tell me about yourself, Drake.’

    I knew her like one of my own aunts. As Timmy’s mum, she knew me like a nephew; but here I was now, a total stranger to her. But I knew exactly how to act in her presence, so she warmed up to me quickly. We spent half the afternoon in the lounge, talking, and by the time I left, I felt like part of the family.

    
    I saw a lot of Jeanette after that. There was so much of Timmy in her, she fit me like a glove. We began going out together on dates, and even got to the point of holding hands.

    I also saw a lot of her mum.

    Jeanette’s dad, Sam McGuire didn’t live there anymore. They had separated, and were going through divorce proceedings. I could tell Jeanette didn’t care very much for him.

    
    I was standing by myself near the corner of the lounge, where the computer would have been in the Browning household. It suddenly came back more clearly.

    We had been playing the Back to the Future computer game. Frank Isenburg had walked over and watched over our shoulders for a while.

    Timmy made the Delorean go at 90 mph, and went backwards to 1955.

    ‘Ha ha! I can do that without a Delorean,’ said Frank.

    ‘He is weird!’ Timmy whispered to me, after he had walked away.

    I could hear Frank near the front door, ‘Well, George, if your mind's made up, I’ll just have to do what I have to do.’

    George said something I didn’t hear clearly. It didn’t sound very friendly.

    Something about that whole incident tied my stomach into a knot.

    
    I did a Google search on the name ‘Frank Isenburg’. It didn’t bring up anything significant. Neither did Facebook. I tried ‘Franklin Isenburg’, and then ‘Francis Isenburg’. I even tried ‘Frankie’. Then I tried the last name with two S’s, and then spelt with ‘...berg’ instead of ‘...burg’.

    Next, I went to a few people search sites, and entered the details. Still nothing.

    One of the sites had a public message centre that seemed geared to helping people locate lost friends. I left a message giving the name and the description.

    A week later, I received an email:

    
    Hello Drake,

    
    Your enquiry into the whereabouts of Frank Isenburg interests me. Do you have any photos of him?

    
    Regards

    Johann

    
    I emailed him back with a digital copy of the photo I found in the newspaper. He emailed me back.

    
    Drake

    
    First, may I strongly advise you to remove your message from the message board of the search site.

    
    Secondly, in what capacity do you know Mr. Isenburg?

    
    I went to the friend-search site, deleted my message, and then wrote back:

    
    Johann,

    
    I can’t say I’ve ever really met him. It’s hard to say how I know him. The picture is from a newspaper article from before I was born. I just somehow know his name.

    
    He wrote back:

    
    Drake,

    
    We need to meet.

    
    I realise it’s not good practice to be meeting strangers one has met on the Internet, but in view of this situation, I’m afraid it’s unavoidable. The prospect of meeting Isenburg is a far more dangerous situation than you can imagine.

    
    I believe there’s a café in your town called the Half Moon Café. That’s a safe spot where we can meet in the open. Meet me there tomorrow at 3:30 p.m.

    
    I usually stop there with Jeanette, but that day, I made an excuse and went by myself.

    At 3:30, a grey-haired man, dressed in a cotton shirt and jeans, walked through the door. He looked a bit familiar, but I couldn't place him. After looking around, he walked towards my table.

    ‘Drake?’

    ‘And you’re Johann, right?’

    He took me to a booth in the far corner of the room.

    ‘How do you know Isenburg?’ he asked when we sat down.

    ‘I never really met him. I mean – I don’t know – maybe I dreamt about him.’ This was the first time since I was nine that I’d ever mentioned it to anyone, so I was hesitant to call them memories.

    ‘Can you describe the dream?’

    This was a bit surreal. He was interested in a dream about him! Are dream-walkers real then? I wondered.

    I told him about Timmy, and my memories about him, and the paradox about him not even existing. He listened like someone who took me seriously, nodding his head from time to time. That sort of encouraged me to go into all the more detail.

    But I was still self conscious of the weirdness of what I was actually saying out loud. 

    Finally I faultered.'... I mean - I know all this sounds absolutely crazy - and -' 

    'No, it doesn't,' he said. ‘I believe every word you’re saying. Now, what I’m about to tell you will also sound insane, but please listen before you make a judgement. I’ll also confirm it by demonstrating something for you a little later.’

    He paused to make sure I understood.

    I understood.

    ‘Your feelings and memories are correct. Timmy was a real person whose existence was apparently erased.’

    He paused.

    ‘Why am I the only one who remembers him, though?’

    ‘You have a special gift,’ he said.

    ‘Gift?’

    ‘The gift of time-perception. What clued me was the fact that you know both Frank Isenburg’s face and his name. He normally erases any knowledge of his existence whenever he moves on.’

    ‘How does he do that?’

    ‘I’m sure you’ve seen the film, Back to the Future.’

    ‘Yeah. In fact, Timmy and I were playing a computer game based on that film. Frank Isenburg was watching us, and said, “I can do that without a Delorean.”’

    ‘Was that one of your last memories of Timmy?’

    ‘Yeah.’

    ‘Rather ironic, because that’s exactly what he did. He went back in time and erased your friend Timmy’s existence by killing his father before Timmy was conceived. Everyone who knew him in the timeline that only you remember, either died, was never born, or had their lives altered so as to never meet him. Things like that happen more often than you would know…" 

    I don't know. The more rational side of me was starting to raise objections. This sounds like a conspiracy theorist. 

    "... It’s just that most people’s memory of the original timeline is erased by the memory of the new timeline. What he didn’t count on was someone having the gift of remembering erased timelines.’

    All right, I reminded myself. Listen before I make a judgement, right?

    My rational side was saying, My sense of reality is already getting skewed; instead of setting me straight, he's pushing me over the edge! But I held on. 

    ‘Okay – so how does he go back in time?’ I asked.

    ‘He and I – and you – have that rare ability. Not only can you remember altered timelines, but, if you were to develop your gift, you’d be able to travel in time yourself.’

    Either we're going totally insane, or we’re on to something. ‘But how?’

    ‘It requires the right sort of concentration. Normally, it takes many years of training, which I have undergone, but there’s also a tool that simplifies the process.’

    Right. I guess this is just a bit more unbelievable than what I've already been through. And it did explain things, so… 

    He pulled a chain around his neck, and brought up what, at first, looked like a medallion, circular, with a hole in the middle like a doughnut. Around the hole, were what could have passed for gems, but on closer inspection, were configurations of 3D reflective surfaces at geometric angles.

    ‘One looks through the hole with one eye, while moving it in and out slowly, like this.’ He took it off and handed it to me. ‘Take a look through it first.’

    I took it, and looked through the hole. So far, nothing.

    ‘Move it away from your eye, and then back. Repeat it a few times.’

    I did. Suddenly, I could see things – images that I’d seen in my dreams, but had forgotten – and I had a clear mind. It was as though I could see time itself. Don’t ask me what it looks like; it would be like describing a colour to someone blind from birth. But it’s vaguely like a long twisty spiral, or a spring.

    This, all by itself, destroyed any doubts I had about my sanity. This was for real! 

    ‘Do you recognise anything you see?’

    ‘Yeah, sort of.’ I seemed to know, through some forgotten memory, what each part was and how to interact with it.

    ‘Now, it's important that you anchor yourself to your physical location so you won't drift away.’

    I did.

    ‘Let's see if you can go five minutes into the future. But first, create a field around yourself, and ...’

    I had started creating a field around myself, and I couldn’t hear the rest of what he was saying.

    Five minutes into the future. I could see what corresponded to about five minutes. I consciously drew towards it, and there was a burst of – something.

    I was alone at the table. There was a handwritten note under my coffee cup.

    
    I can tell that you did as I instructed. Good job. Now, it’s important to both of our interests that you keep that pendant, and hide it in a safe place. Don’t attempt to use it again until I tell you.

    
    Having only just met you; how can I trust you with such a potentially dangerous device? I know you better than you think. After your second email, I did a jump backwards and did a thorough background check on you, and I find you a good risk. I even tested you and interviewed you on that day that I visited your school as a career counsellor. Your helping me across the street and pointing out the Town Hall was also good proof of your character. By the time you read this, I will have walked out of the café, paying for your coffee on the way out.

    
    Be patient. We will bring F.I. to justice, and save Timmy Browning.

    
    Sincerely,

    
    Johann

    
    I thought I saw him across the street as I left the Café, watching me from a shadowy side street. He seemed to nod to me and then vanished. 

    I walked home slowly, puzzling through what I’d learned and experienced. I was quiet all through supper, and mum asked me more than once if I were okay.

    How could I possibly answer her? I just found out I’m a time traveller! Who’s going to take me seriously? There were times I would have thought it was a super-cool thing, like being a superhero. But this is the real world! One doesn’t go bragging to ones friends about things they all know only happen in the films!

    I only got a few hours of sleep that night.

    I was almost starting to fall asleep at a sort of decent hour when the thought popped into my head, If we save Timmy, what will happen to Jeanette?

    Timmy’s mother is Jeanette’s mother. If we stop the murder of George Browning, Jeanette will never be born!

    I finally got to sleep about 4 a.m.

    
    If I was ever enthusiastic about time travel, the prospect of erasing Jeanette’s existence certainly put a damper on it.

    Going to the café with Jeanette, and walking her home after school, I wasn’t my usual barrel of laughs. Even being at her house reminded me of the choice between Timmy and Jeanette.

    It was a depressing couple of weeks, but Jeanette stuck by me. 

    Until… 

    
    I woke up one morning, and knew things were going to work out. I didn’t know how, but I knew there was a work-around to saving Timmy and keeping Jeanette. I wasn’t sure what it was.

    I also knew a thing or two about the device Johann had given me. Frank Isenburg used one. Despite being a professional killer and spy, he was dependent on his device.

    How did I know all this? Johann certainly hadn’t told me – or had he?

    There was that residue of a memory again. But what had we talked about?

    Another fact I knew about the device was that it could enable enhanced clarity in remembering discontinued timelines.

    I prised the plastic cap off the hollow bedpost, and pulled the thin leather strap up with the pendant from where it had been hanging on the end of a screw.

    
    I remembered: we were at the Half Moon Café, in the corner booth.

    ‘Our people were able to trace Isenburg’s movements to Buenos Aires a few weeks ago, so just after the last time we met, I went there to do some damage control. However, he got the upper hand in the situation. I got away, but I compromised my time-location. He’ll probably go for me at that specific time when he returns from pursuing my colleague.

    ‘Now, we will need to move quickly before he does something major to the timeline. So, listen carefully. My history may be cut off as of a few days ago, causing this timeline to cease to exist, and this conversation never to have happened. You may have to use your expanded memory to recall this conversation. You can use the pendant for that. It also gives you a clear memory of a discontinued timeline. Now, say it to yourself, so as to embed it into your mind, “The pendant can help me remember.” Say it.’

    ‘The pendant can help me remember,’ I repeated.

    ‘Say it again, and visualise it as you do.’

    ‘The pendant can help me remember.’ I visualised myself using the pendant to remember. Maybe I could remember more about Timmy...

    ‘Good. You’ll remember facts before you do events, so when you remember that fact, you’ll know to use the pendant to recall this conversation.

    ‘Now, you already know exactly where Frank Isenburg was at a critical time-location.’

    ‘Huh?’

    ‘The newspaper photo of him standing next to George Browning. From that, you’ll know the exact time and place to find him. If you are remembering this conversation using the pendant, then please understand that you are now the only one who can stop him.’

    ‘I don’t have to – like – kill him, do I?’ I asked, with dread.

    ‘You could just steal his pendant. He depends on it to make time-jumps, as he couldn’t be bothered to complete his training. You must take it from him, and then, with your pendant, create a forcefield to include him, and take him forward in time by fifty years, and leave him there. Once you’ve created the forcefield with your pendant, he’ll be helpless to resist. Then, when you’ve got him stranded in a future point of time without his pendant, he’ll be trapped. Get to him before he kills George, and you will have saved Timmy.’

    ‘But what about Jeanette? If Tim’s mum marries George, Jeanette will never be born.’

    He thought for a while.

    ‘Take her with you,’ he said.

    ‘But won’t she still get erased with the timeline?’

    ‘That’s where popular sci-fi film culture gets it wrong. She’ll only be erased if she’s still inside the timeline, just as Timmy was. However, if she’s there before the critical event that deletes the timeline, she’ll go on as she is.’

    ‘But the timeline she was born in...?’

    ‘For all practical purposes, it’s erased, but it continues to

    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    



























    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    

  

Did you enjoy that? Visit my websitewww.RobbyCharters.co.uk and have this one for dessert -- free...
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  A collection of short stories, noveletts and some flash fiction


  The short stories:

  * A filmmaker of the future, using a new untested medium, gets tangled up in his story in The Filmmaker and the Sceptre;
* The fantasy to end all fantasies: The Genie;

The Novelettes:

  * Relativity works in mysterious ways in The Last Shall be First;

  * Geoffrey literally finds himself in The Wrong Track;


  Almost a Novella: "I thought all this stuff about time warps and things was silly scifi stuff. I'm not a fan of Star Trek or any of these other things -- which I thought was for people who couldn't get a life, who sit in their parents basement with their chemistry sets and oscilloscopes. I thought I was a level headed, successful, morally responsible member of society. Until one day I stepped into the ... Wrong Time"


  The flash fiction: From a physics class of the future: what is a "flong"? in The Flong Files
... and more flash fiction, including an alternative history of Little Red Riding Hood, a sequel to The Pied Piper, and an experiment in time travel and second person narration ...

 

  Readers Comments at Amazon:

"...Kudos to the author for a readable, well-researched, original and inventive collection..."
" ...is a thoroughly intriguing and enjoyable collection of short stories by Robby Charters, tied together with a ribbon of twisted time..."
"...fantastic. Thoroughly entertaining, retains interest, and had a great grasp on scientific theory..."





Download it free when you visit my website:www.RobbyCharters.co.uk




fine print: you may receive an email or two (or three...) from yours truly with news about my books. But I'll try not to sound spammy -- promise!


  Also by Robby Charters:


  


Rats in the Cellar Quadrilogy

 
    [image: TheWrongTimeThumbnail]

Many boys, all look more closely alike than twins, all named Oscar Wild Daugherty, are, in fact, the same boy from different parallel universes. In their house, are two sets of stairs, one up in the top floor, one in the cellar, that appear to go nowhere, but they are portals to the different universes. Each boy has discovered that once one has taken the stairs, getting back into one's own universe isn’t straightforward - so they’re lost. They wander from house to house - universe to universe - eating what they find in the fridge, living like Rats in the Cellar.


Each universe has its own dystopian nightmare. Some are on the brink of nuclear war, some hopelessly divided by politics, all in economic meltdown with electricity off as often as on, and police who only protect those that pay them. 


Also wandering the multiverse are multiple copies of Oscar’s paedophile uncle, often hunting in pairs. But worry not, there's the cat to be reckoned with...


It’s a quadrulogy: READ THE FIRST ONE FREE


  The Wrong Time


  A free download when you visit www.RobbyCharters.co.uk
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  An Anthology, containing some flash fiction, a novella and three short stories:


  The short stories:

  * A filmmaker of the future, using a new untested medium, gets tangled up in his story in The Filmmaker and the Sceptre;

  * Relativity works in mysterious ways in The Last Shall be First;

  * Geoffrey literally finds himself in The Wrong Track


  The novella: "I thought all this stuff about time warps and things was silly scifi stuff. I'm not a fan of Star Trek or any of these other things -- which I thought was for people who couldn't get a life, who sit in their parents basement with their chemistry sets and oscilloscopes. I thought I was a level headed, successful, morally responsible member of society. Until one day I stepped into the ... Wrong Time"


  The flash fiction: From a physics class of the future: what is a "flong"? in The Flong Files


  and more...


The Fate Master
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Determinism versus Fee Will - In a world ruled by fate, Nicholas has recurring dreams about being crushed by a falling tree. Even when he takes the queue from his previous dream and dodges in a different direction, the tree still hits him - in his dream. As for what will happen in real life, the general advice is, “Be strong and embrace your fate: it’s all for the cosmic economy.”




When Nicholas manages to sidestep his fate by doing the truly unexpected, strange things begin to happen. Helped along by a wizened old man named Jeremiah, who sings like a bullfrog, he enters a brave new world and begins to view his destiny. That involves a young boy named Josh, a member of a Gypsy community and a wise horse named Maggie. But the Fate Master isn’t pleased. 









The Rat Queen

 [image: Orphans]




The human race is losing the battle for freedom to move within the galaxy - or even to survive as a species, if some galactic nations have their way. A feral toddler growing up among rats in the air vents of a space station could be the key to the future of humanity.





The story follows a family of orphans who adopts the little girl who thinks she’s a rat, along with their adoptive father, who had escaped from his home planet just before it was destroyed.






The space station is operated by galactic beings hostile towards humanity. To them, rats and humans are equally vermin. However, they allow all the humans they had imprisoned there to go to resettle a vacant planet. But there was a reason why that planet was abandoned by the previous human population.


 

  



  Pepe
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  In a world of flying magnetic trains and floating cafés, he lives in an abandoned construction site with his sister, cleaning windscreens at a busy intersection while his sister begs. He doesn't know who he really is. That fact could cost him his life – or it could be the key to the future of Cardovia.


  The evil general and president-for-life, a paraplegic whose mobility depends on a neuro-computer system controlling an army of robots, wants him eliminated. The general's secrets are well-kept, except to a mysterious mystic old Japanese man who has hope, and a 13-year-old hacker who accidentally witness one of his heinous crimes.


  For Pepe, it's a “coming of age” as he discovers his past, and the dimmest images of his dreams begin to materialise. Before the end, we see things falling apart as hope plummets into oblivion, while all are persuing what might be a lost cause, when suddenly a forgotten fact pulls it all into a satisfying conclusion.


  Books this good usually don't show up on my radar... Excellent nerd sci fi totally deserving your money. -- Ezekiel Carsella at Books N Tech


  Pepe was an action packed ride that I enjoyed from start to finish. Mr. Charters has a way of creating a near future in exquisite detail, and I felt like that really made the story. -- Paige Boggs at Effectively Paige




  


The Eurasian
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  The world of the late 21st century is divided between Greater China, the Western Block, the Islamic Block and the Southern Free States of Africa and South America. The Western Block is dominated by the multinational corporations, who have created a paradise for its citizens -- so everyone thinks.


  Mickey O'Brien is the Eurasian, half Asian and half Irish. He has a problem with that, because all his friends are fully Asian. However, no one has actually met each other -- only their virtual projected images they show on their on-line classroom environment. He and his classmates meet each other for the first time as they go on a class trip to America. It turns out they all had things to hide.


  In America, they accidentally discover what the Multinationals have been trying to hide. Their hover van is hijacked, and they are left trapped in the great American outback, a vast area of what was once U.S.A., now divided between countless republics. Some are Nazi, some are militant Christian and other redneck cowboy states, some Native American Nations, Mafia kingdoms, etc etc. The wild west is again wild. Once having stumbled in, can they ever find their way out again?


  It's a story of finding out what's real, and discovering true faith as they become involved in an espionage war trying to prevent a Nazis takeover.


  



  The Zondon
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  Some enemies are so powerful and strategically placed that the only way one can fight them is through Wisdom. And there are times, while fighting those enemies, one is faced with a choice – a test of one's character – one moves forward by listening to the heart, all the while the brain is screaming for the alternative. Should the initial result appear a disaster, the brain says 'I told you so', but later one realises that that was exactly the right choice – the test passed with flying colours.


  

  Seven people, born in every corner of the world: each has been plagued with doubts, dreams and obsessions since childhood that don't make sense. They each had a twin who didn't share their obsession, and made their lives miserable. Ernie Magawan is one of them, and is the first to make the self-discovery.


  

  Though born on earth, they are in fact, Zondon, from a planet clear across the galaxy, here on a mission that they must complete. The future of the human race, and of the galaxy depend on it. Those memories are awakened through contact with a mysterious green crystal.


  

  On 'awakening', Ernie Magawan realises that he must find and awaken the other six. The action adventure takes him on a roller-coaster ride from the archaeological site in Egypt where he found the crystal, to the streets of Bangkok, to the mountains of Afghanistan, to Jerusalem, to a nuclear silo in North Korea, and finally the Golden Triangle. On the way, he and his growing team rub shoulders with international terrorists, Neo-Nazis, migrant farm workers, and a mystic rabbi, as well as their ultimate enemy, a formidable creature, also from across the galaxy, in the guise of a powerful international financier and terrorist boss, who has been waiting for them all their lives.


  

  Armed with extrasensory powers of mind control as well as access to vast political resources, terrorist organisations and WMDs, he is the hidden hand behind all diabolical conspiracies.


  



  Eetoo
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  Humanity has very little to justify its existence, until one small facet falls into place. Then, it suddenly makes sense.



  Think: Ben Hur of Science Fiction. Eetoo, a shepherd from an obscure planet, realises his mission in life: to search for the golden tablets that will complete his tribe's knowledge of the truth. They are located on the forgotten Planet of Red Earth, the birthplace of humanity. He has help from fellow humans as well as non humans. Some species would rather see humanity extinct, and for good reason. The ancient Nephteshi Empire showed how evil humanity can be. The paradox keeps Eetoo searching for answers, taking him to first century Earth.


  The parts of the narrative set on the Planet of Red Earth (our earth, actually), are influenced by readings of first century history in light of the Dead Sea Scrolls, the Pseudopigrapha, Rabbinical sources, as well as readings of Shalom Asch's The Nazarene. Some study of Quantum Mechanics also helped.


  



  The Story of Saint Catrick
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  Dr. Catrick is a professor at the Feline University in Catropolis. As a young cat, he had a life changing experience that set him on his mission in life, to proclaim that animal species can and should live in harmony. All the while, the rodents are rising up against cat rule. Catrick and his friends encounter political agendas, prejudices, and countless other reasons for not doing the obvious.


  



  Pappa Gander: the Less Better Half of Mother Goose
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  At long last, Pappa Gander gets a few words in edgewise. Read some of your old familiar nursery rhymes rewritten his way, plus a few other rhymes, limericks, some haiku, and stories...


  Jack and the Beanstalk -- did you ever wonder what happened to the cow? or the beans from the beanstalk? What did Jack do later in life? Find out in Jack and the Beanstalk, the Whole Story, Plus the Sequel...


  The Adventures of Jack and Jill -- a hilarious blend of a lot of familiar rhymes. Pappa Gander gets things a bit mixed up here, and ends up with a second version of Jack and the Beanstalk, but with the Seven Dwarves instead of the giant...


  Snow White, from an alternative universe where things happen a bit differently...


  Robby, the author behind Pappa Gander says: "My poetic inspirations were Roald Dahl, Shel Silverstien and Ogden Nash. Also included are some of my cartoons, largely influenced by Gary Larson (Far Side). Some of the rhymes were done strictly because I found words that rhyme in an amusing way (amusing to me, anyway)."
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