
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

 




 


 


 


 


 The Theta Timeline











Chris Dietzel












 This is
a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the
products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any
resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead,
is coincidence.











THE THETA TIMELINE, Copyright 2014 by Chris
Dietzel. All rights reserved.






Published in the United States by Watch The
World End Publications.






ISBN-13: 978-0692303955

ISBN-10: 0692303952






Cover Design: Levente Szabo

Editor: D.L. MacKenzie

Author Photo: Jodie McFadden






Want to receive updates on my future
books and get some great freebies?

Sign up for my newsletter
at: http://chrisdietzel.com/mailing_list/


 


 By
Chris Dietzel

 


Dystopian

The Theta Timeline

The Theta Prophecy

The Theta Patient (short story)

 


A Quiet
Apocalypse

The Man Who Watched The World End

A Different Alchemy

The Hauntings Of Playing God

The Last Teacher (short story)

The Last Astronaut (short story)

 


Epic Space
Fantasy

The Green Knight - Space Lore I

The Excalibur - Space Lore II

The Round Table - Space Lore III

Lancelot - Space Lore IV

The Sword in the Stone - Space Lore V

Avalon - Space Lore VI

 


Satire

The Faulty Process of Electing a Senior Class
President



Table of Contents

The Theta
Timeline






Part One – The
Present

1 – The Bag Men

2 - The Chicken or the
Egg, and the Mushroom Cloud

3 - A Meeting of the
Minds

4 - How Time Actually
Works (The Theta Timeline)

5 – Springfield

6 - The So-Called
Paradoxes of Time Travel

7 - Cameras in the
Sky

8 - Give Everyone a Role
in Their Tyranny

9 – Thinkers

10 - What‘s the Purpose of
Your Visit?

11 - The Danger of Letting
a Man Look Up At the Sky

12 - The Problem When
People Are Too Smart

13 - A Bunker

14 - How Time Travel
Actually Works

15 - Order of
Towns

16 - The Difficulty of
Ending a Life

17 - Tongues
Out

18 - The Bubonic
Plague

19 - Johnny Is
Here

20 - The State Knows
Everything

21 - The Difficulty of
Ending a Life – Part II

22 - You Know What to
Do

23 - The Tunguska
Explosion

24 – Goodbye






Part Two – The
Past

25 - Getting
Oriented

26 - Dead Bodies Appearing
Out of Nowhere

27 - Another Flash of
Light

28 –
Assumptions

29 - The Man in
Black

30 - The
Unknown

31 - The Difficulty of
Establishing a New Life

32 –
Nostradamus

33 - Not the Desired
Signs

34 - Sexism and Time
Travel

35 - Strike One

36 - The Illusion of
Freedom

37 - Blurred
Vision

38 - The Visit

39 - To Be Followed or Not
to Be Followed

40 – JFK

41 - Not a Demon, Just a
Man

42 - What to Do and What
Not to Do

43 – Chetnik

44 - Parents of a
Traitor

45 – Madness

46 - Jamestown,
VA

47 - After the
Fire

48 - The
Response

49 - Retracing
Steps

50 - Leave and Die or Stay
and Be a Slave

51 - So Close, Yet So Far
Away

52 - A Little Bit at a
Time

53 - Hello
Again

54 - How These Things
Work

55 - Unknown
Barriers

56 - Old News

57 - More
Misunderstanding

58 - A Fourth Social
Class

59 - This Is All Your
Fault

60 - Take Away a Lot, Give
Back a Little

61 - Walking and
Thinking

62 - A Shooting

63 - A Celebrity
Scandal

64 - Business As
Usual

65 - Um, Excuse
Me

66 - The New
Norm

67 - The Most Important
Morning of a Time Traveler’s Life

68 - The Next
Move

69 - A New
Home?

70 - The
Pyramids

71 - A Long
Talk

72 - Let Them Elect Their
Tyrants

73 - A Long Talk
(Continued)

74 - Walking On
Pins

75 - The Things that Mean
the Most



The Theta Timeline

 


 


 


 


“And so tyranny naturally arises out
of democracy, and the most aggravated form of tyranny and slavery
out of the most extreme form of liberty?”

“As we might expect.”

Plato - The Republic

 


 


 


“All moments, past, present, and
future, always have existed, always will exist.”

Kurt Vonnegut Jr. - Slaughter-House Five
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“The present is theirs; the future,
for which I really worked, is mine.”

Nikola Tesla


 


 


 


 


 


 1 – The
Bag Men

 


 


The men shifted their weight back and forth
from one foot to the other. Each had been told not to move from
where he stood. Trying to run was pointless anyway; all of their
ankles were tied with a continuous length of tubing so that every
man was anchored to the other nine in the row. While the men all
obeyed the directions they had been given, keeping their feet on
their assigned spots, none of them could remain perfectly still. As
if in a completely unorganized talent show dance line, the men
leaned from one side to the other, bumping shoulders with the men
next to them, some pushing, others pulling, as they all
fretted.

A few of them wore baggy pants that hung
down over their feet. Others had pants that were slightly too
small, ending at their shins, making the coil around their ankles
impossible to ignore. This was because the men were wearing
identical burlap outfits that were only made in three sizes. No
one, not the men wearing them, nor the scientists on the other side
of the room, cared about perfectly tailored clothes. It would not
have been possible to find a cheaper outfit. Even a curtain removed
from a window and worn like a toga would be worth more.

The very last man in line, barely five feet
tall, looked like a living potato sack because he had been stuck
with the last set of clothes, which happened to be the largest size
they made.

“Make a note,” the oldest of the
scientists said as his associate, holding a clipboard, withdrew a
pen from the pocket of his lab coat. “Next time, make sure we have
correct sizes for everyone. They don’t have to fit perfectly, but
for god’s sake, look at that poor bastard.”

The poor bastard in question couldn’t think
of anything to say in his defense, only sucked in air and looked
down at where his feet would be if they weren’t drowning in
burlap.

The tubing around their ankles appeared from
a metal cabinet positioned on the ground next to the first man in
line. If the ten men wanted to make a run for it, not only would
they all have to keep the same pace, they would have to drag the
solid, cumbersome box with them.

The tubing wasn’t meant to restrain them,
however. The Security Services would never try to handcuff a
suspect with something soft and flexible.

The man in the middle of the row, the only
one with blond hair, was bumped by the men on either side of him.
“I’d rather be strapped to a table than stand here like this,”
Blondie said. “At least then I wouldn’t have all of you making me
lose my mind.”

He was immediately jostled once more by the
man to his right, who muttered an apology as he picked at his
fingernails.

The men stood exactly where they were told
to stand even though none of the five scientists on the other side
of the room had a weapon. Any of the men in burlap could try to
undo their bindings and make a mad dash across the dimly lit room,
toward the exit. They wouldn’t be gunned down if they attempted
such an act. And yet they remained in place, exactly as they had
been told.

Each man in the row held a sack made of the
same material as his clothes. Some let it hang from one hand,
nonchalant and casual, trying as hard as they could to give the
impression they were the only ones in line who weren’t scared
shitless. A few hugged the bags to their chests as if it would
offer protection. It had worked when they were kids and their
favorite blanket protected them from the bogeyman. Maybe it would
work now.

Only the men’s ankles were bound, not their
hands, yet none of the bag men bothered to untie the string keeping
the sack shut so they could find out what was inside.

“Hell of a way for the valedictorian
to go out,” the first man said.”

“You were valedictorian?” the third
man said. “All I got was being voted Class
Clown.”

The man in between them grimaced and
said, “I was voted Most Likely To Die An
Unusual Death.”

“Um,” the class clown said, shutting
his eyes.

The men only spoke to each other, allowing
the scientists on the far side of the room, where a table was
littered with four laptop computers and various charts and even a
map of the world, to finish with the final preparations. No one
else was around. Being in the heart of an otherwise abandoned
factory, surrounded by double-thick cinder block walls, guaranteed
that.

The ninth man in line, who seemed taller
than he actually was simply because he was standing next to the
poor bastard, who would no doubt be immortalized in clothes that
were a hundred times too large for him, looked down at the sack he
had been given, then at his feet, then at the other men beside him.
He did all of this as though his next action would be to toss down
his bag, untie the tubing wrapped around his leg, and try to make a
run for it.

Instead, he took a deep breath and said, “No
one knows what the future holds.”

No one offered a response to this.

Almost everything the scientists said
to each other was whispered so the bag men couldn’t hear them, but
every once in a while the men overheard things such as “If you
don’t get it right, we might as well just kill them now,” and
“No one knows if this is
going to work but we have to give it a try,” and “Damn, I need a
drink. You wanna get a beer with me after we make these guys
disappear?”

The oldest of the scientists withdrew a
calculator from his lab coat pocket, then said something that made
the other four shrug their shoulders and run back to their
notebooks. One of the scientists rushed over to press another
button on a computer, then scribbled more numbers. These rapid
motions and hushed tones made the men lined against the wall squirm
even more.

Other than to point and whisper, the
scientists barely acknowledged the bag men. None of them kept a
constant watch to make sure an escape wasn’t attempted. None of
them offered a reassurance that whatever happened next would be
quick and painless.

“How much longer can this possibly
take?” Blondie said. “I’m about to file a motion for cruel and
unusual punishment.”

When he looked to his right to see if the
man beside him was entertained by his bravado he realized nothing
he said had been heard. The man beside him was mumbling nonsense
and gripping his burlap bag so tightly that his knuckles turned
white.

Finally, Blondie called out, “How much
longer?”

One scientist was scanning various pages
filled with equations while the others scribbled numbers in their
logs. None of them acknowledged the question.

“Can we get this show on the
road?”

There was no response to this either.

At the end of the line, the poor
bastard focused all of his energy on rolling up his pants and
shirtsleeves so he didn’t look quite so foolish. It didn’t work.
Now, instead of looking like a man who was only allowed to shop in
the Big & Tall
department, he resembled a character from one of those movies
where a man wakes up to find himself trapped inside a child’s
body.

“We’re almost ready,” the oldest of
the scientists said, not looking at the bag men when he said it,
but finally offering something they were supposed to
overhear.

One of the other scientists walked next to
the first man in line, then reached down and flipped a switch on
the black metal box where the length of tubing appeared. A humming
began, soft at first, barely noticeable, but then it grew steadily
louder, fuller. Even in the cinder block confines, the entire room,
the entire factory, began vibrating.

“I didn’t like this life
anyway,” Most Likely To Die An Unusual
Death said.

All the Class
Clown could say to that was, “Um.”

One of them, forgetting the tubing around
his ankle, attempted to take a step forward, but stumbled when
Blondie didn’t also move. The man was so nervous he simply forgot
he was tied to everyone else, forgot the order to remain still.

“Do not move!” the oldest scientist
yelled, the few strands of silver hair he had left bouncing when he
did so.

As the humming increased, the room began to
fill with white light. The cinder block confines changed from
shadows and dark corners to having every single drip of water,
scurrying bug, and cracked piece of concrete put on display. At
least four of the men in line shut their eyes. There was no point
to watching what was going to happen. It was all going to be over
soon enough.

“I feel like I’m on the firing line,”
the valedictorian said.

“Um.”

The men were not prisoners at all, though.
And definitely were not going to be executed. On the contrary, the
scientists prayed that at least some of the men would live through
the day.

No matter if they lived or died, though, no
one who knew them, not their friends and not their families, would
ever see any of the bag men again.

Amidst the intense light, the line of men
vanished. Four of the scientists looked into the light while the
fifth walked back over and flipped the switch on the metal box. The
bright light began to evaporate. With it, the incredible humming
eventually quieted down.

As the scientists packed up their gear, one
of them said, “What now?”

It was the one with silver strands of flimsy
hair that said, “Hope that at least one of them didn’t die. And
begin getting ready for the next batch.”
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Everyone remembered exactly where they were
and what they were doing when they heard the first news reports. An
atomic bomb had erased part of the country’s southern coast. A
million people died in the initial blast. Millions more would
perish from radiation sickness. It was impossible not to know
someone who had died. It had never been a perfect world but, for
most, it had never been so devastatingly pain-filled.

For as long as people could remember, bombs
had been falling on the other side of the world. Perhaps it was
inevitable that they would finally destroy part of their own land.
It was one thing to see cruelty and destruction on TV and know it
was happening to someone else. It was quite another to know death
and suffering were occurring where many viewers had friends and
family.

In the long history of endless
bombings and military campaigns, the leaders had noticed that
nothing brought people together like a good war. They needed war
because it rallied everyone behind a single cause and offered a
distraction from how bad things were at home. When people aren’t
paying attention, rulers can get away with anything. And, sadly,
things hadn’t been going well for a long time, so the leaders
needed a lot of
distractions.

Random countries were deemed immediate
dangers. New security threats were identified and had to be dealt
with. Sure, the motivation for going to war was always cloudy. Yes,
the evidence to validate the war was never clear. But the bombs
fell anyway. And each time, people forgot about their own problems
in order to hope for a quick end to the fighting. Eventually,
though, the drug-like high of bombs destroying far-off peoples
faded away. Protests began to pop up over an ever-worsening
economy, too much of the public without jobs, and people having no
faith that things would improve. More distractions were needed. The
leaders couldn’t help themselves. They were, after all, used to
being out of touch, unintelligent, inept, and crooked. They didn’t
know how to do anything else but serve their own interests.

The next war returned everyone’s attention
to the need to get rid of some evil dictator. People stopped
complaining about not being able to afford food for their children
and called for the dictator’s head. The war could only keep people
waving flags for so long, though. Then they once more marched in
the streets. Some chanted catchy slogans calling for change. Others
held signs with crudely drawn images of politicians with their
heads up their own asses.

The leaders knew what they had to do. The
previous wars hadn’t been big enough. The enemies that were being
fought didn’t seem dastardly enough.

That was when a small bomb went off near a
local bus station. People rallied like they hadn’t rallied in a
long time. Tanks and missiles were sent abroad to ensure some evil
men would be killed for what they had done. For an entire year, no
one complained about corrupt politicians or anything else.

However, when the fervor for blood
eventually did die down, the protests were louder than ever. Cars
were overturned and windows broken when a peaceful gathering turned
into a riot. People demanded that the current leaders step down so
new leaders, ones who weren’t so blatantly rotten, could lead the
country. The protests only quieted down when the police were
brought in and curfews were imposed.

That was when the leaders realized two
things: first, that a normal war would never suffice again; and
two, that if an entire population could be controlled, it didn’t
really matter how mad the public got. The leaders would never need
to fear for their livelihood again.

From that point forward, every time a new
war started, it was in response to some attack in the homeland. And
to prevent a similar attack from occurring again, batches of laws
were passed to control what people could do and what they couldn’t
do.

When the next attack occurred, there was
another war. Then, more restrictions. Or was it the other way
around? Was the next war in response to the previous attack, or was
the latest attack in retaliation to the most recent war? It was too
confusing to figure out, and most people were too busy just trying
to survive to expend much energy trying to solve the puzzle.

After a bus was strewn across two city
blocks, laws were passed that allowed the authorities to search
anyone they wanted, anytime they wanted. Almost as a side note, an
otherwise inconsequential country on the other side of the world
was obliterated. When reporters began to uncover witnesses who
claimed the bombing was carried out by the government on its own
people, these reports were largely dismissed as paranoid
ravings.

Later, a train derailed, its track
sabotaged. A video posted online clearly showed men with government
badges working on the section of tracks where the train would
eventually explode. But by then another country had already been
invaded. And back home, laws had been passed to restrict where
people could go.

While the majority of people forgot their
own problems each time their was a terror attack and a subsequent
war, there were always a few people who not only questioned the
bombings and destruction but who also pointed out that, war or no
war, the leaders never accomplished anything to help the people.
These were the few who refused to believe what the leaders said
just because they were saying it.

Each time a new attack occurred, these
voices were drowned out by the public outrage that some group of
people on the other side of the world would try to hurt them. The
leaders had learned that new enemies, either real or imagined, were
easy to identify and that the majority of people could always be
counted upon to rally against the common foe. And so, no matter how
bad their own standard of living was, leaders focused entirely on
“keeping people safe” and bringing radicals to justice. Each new
sweeping set of laws was marketed as the solution to protect the
population. Each new military campaign was billed as international
justice.

After one attack, it was decided that
checkpoints would be needed across the land to monitor everyone’s
movements. After another, it was decreed that no more protests
would be allowed until the suspects were caught. The leaders
offered reassurances: public demonstrations would only be illegal
until everyone who could commit such violent acts were brought to
justice. Of course, it could never say it had caught everyone, and
so the law would last forever.

“We understand the importance of free
speech,” the Ruler said. “But safety is even more
important.”

Anyone caught marching would be arrested.
And now, just to enter the city, people had to have their vehicles
searched, explain where they intended to go, and sometimes receive
full-body cavity searches.

It wasn’t long after the bombing that a
video was posted online which certainly made it appear as though
the attack had been carried out by some of the government’s own
men. Or else the culprits had borrowed a government vehicle that
had never been reported missing.

“Only a radical or a traitor would
think their leaders are capable of something like that,” the Ruler
said into the cameras.

But the footage looked awfully convincing.
One by one, though, the videos disappeared from the internet. The
people who had posted them vanished as well.

Life got worse. More people lost their jobs.
The quality of schools kept declining. Another, even more urgent
war was required. The leaders needed to up the ante if they
expected to rally everyone together, though. It wasn’t good enough
to destroy a little country in the desert. The people were so
desensitized to war or else were so cynical about what it
accomplished that even wars on larger countries no longer elicited
a sense of unity. Nor did two military campaigns at once.

During the next war, it was decided that
future attacks could be prevented if the government had little
robotic cameras flying all over the place recording everything
below. After yet another war, it was noted that future cyber
attacks could be prevented if the government assigned Internet IDs
to everyone and then monitored everyone’s online activity. Unhappy
with this law, a kid wore a T-shirt that said I HAD MY INTERNET
ANONYMINTY TAKEN AWAY AND ALL I GOT WAS THIS LOOSY T-SHIRT. The boy
was arrested for being part of an illegal one-man protest.

The leaders never offered a reason for why
the seemingly haphazard new laws were necessary other than saying
they addressed identified threats and would keep people safe. What
threats? Well, these had to be kept secret.

Each batch of laws promised safety, but
after each war the people found themselves a little less free. And
the attacks continued. No one knew if the attacks occurred because
more laws were needed, or if more laws were needed because the
attacks took place. What they did know was that somewhere along the
way, something fundamental had changed.

The government had grown into an all-knowing
and all-controlling beast. It had power it was never intended to
have, and it was despotic in its exercise of that power. It was
hypocritical, accountable to no one. It was oppressive and severe.
And that meant it was no longer the government the people had been
raised to believe in, but something evil. A monster.

A State.

Without knowing exactly when or where it had
occurred, people realized they were being ruled with fear—fear that
more attacks would happen unless more laws were passed, fear that
they might end up dead if they exposed the State’s lies.

And still, the wars continued. They had to.
There was no other way for the leaders to temporarily unify the
public and also justify the additional security measures they would
pass in order to control the increasingly restless population.

As far as people could remember, there had
always been war and there had always been the leaders’ excuses for
why war was unavoidable. But no one could remember which came
first: war rooted from need, or the need for war.

The wars kept escalating. It was inevitable
that a mushroom cloud would eventually appear. No one could have
guessed, though, that the first such cloud would form over the
homeland.

The second largest city in the State was now
gone. Only the steel skeletons of skyscrapers remained. Their
windows and ornamentation had been turned to dust. When it rained,
the water droplets were thick and chalky. Cars were turned into
grey outlines. Some people were left as charred skeletons. A few
were vaporized onto nearby walls, marking the place where they had
changed from being living people to ghostly shadows. The few
survivors wandered the streets aimlessly, their eyelids covered in
radioactive ash, unable to keep food or even water in their
stomachs.

The Ruler’s address to the nation was
immediate: “Intelligence indicates this was the effort of multiple
nations working together, in conjunction with a group of our own
citizens who are trying to tear this great country apart by
disparaging its leaders.”

When the countries were named, everyone
gasped.

“But they’re our allies,” one reporter
said.

“But they have no reason to attack
us,” another said.

But the State was adamant that classified
intelligence reports proved what they were saying. The reports
couldn’t be made public, so everyone would have to trust what the
State was saying.

“This is insanity,” the President of
one of the accused countries said. “We are a peaceful
people.”

The Prime Minister of another accused nation
appealed to reason: “What do we stand to gain by carrying out such
an attack?”

But nothing would prevent the State’s Ruler
from calling for war: “Obviously, our enemies aren’t foolish enough
to claim responsibility for the attack they carried out, but the
intelligence we gathered is overwhelming.”

The counterattack was swift. Two hours after
the Ruler’s portentous address, two countries were blanketed in
mushroom clouds. Tens of millions were dead. Strong winds would
ensure that a billion people would eventually die. It would be
impossible for the defeated countries to grow consumable food for
at least two decades. If they wanted to eat, they would need to buy
the State’s crops.

Just like that, two of the most powerful
countries in the world were crushed, their people starving and
dying in the streets. Within the State, people were once more
unified, glad that the countries responsible for the initial attack
had been held accountable.

To help keep everyone safe from future
attacks, the leaders passed a whole new series of laws. No longer
was anyone allowed to criticize the State. Even more checkpoints
were set up. To enter a city, everyone had to put their right hand
into a threat detector, a machine designed to determine if someone
was likely to commit crimes.

The State, its sense of humor as
strong as ever, called the new set of laws The Freedom Act.

A week after the State’s southern coast was
destroyed, the first incriminating videos surfaced online. One such
video clearly showed a white van with official license plates
pulling up to the spot where the bomb would eventually go off. A
group of four men got out of the van, got into a black car, then
disappeared. The closest the State came to acknowledging the video
was to offer the statement that if anyone questioned the State’s
account of what happened they would be violating the Freedom
Act.

The madness couldn’t continue. Something had
to be done.
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Watching the game at 10:00 a.m. at Dakota’s
on Browning St. Should be fun. Arrive right on time.

That was the message waiting for Isaac when
he checked his computer. When the State read the email, they would
think nothing of it.

He did not write a response. Looking at his
watch, he figured he would have to start getting ready right away
if he was going to pass through the checkpoints and make it to the
meeting without being late.

His girlfriend had just left for work, so he
had the apartment to himself. He changed and brushed his teeth in
silence, preferring the quiet to the chatter from the television or
whatever music Jessica had left in their stereo. With the quiet he
could let his mind wander. He could think about the things he might
hear at ten o’clock.

Outside his window, a squadron of little
robot cameras flew in all directions, capturing the actions of the
people below. He thought about what it must have been like to live
in simpler times, imagined himself standing in the very same spot,
only two hundred years earlier. How many stories had the tallest
building been? What was it like to hear horses on the streets
instead of cars and trucks? How many places were covered with
flowers instead of concrete?

He felt silly thinking about living in
different times unless he was with other people who wanted to
discuss the same thing. It’s one thing to read The Time Machine and be mesmerized by the story.
That’s normal. It’s quite another thing to spend your days telling
anyone who will listen that time travel wouldn’t be as simple as H.
G. Wells made it seem. That’s not normal.

In truth, no one knew more than anyone else
about what it might be like to go back in time. All anyone could do
was speculate. Or, as Isaac was fond of saying, make educated
guesses. That’s why few meeting participants wasted much time on
that type of speculation. Would they pass through a tunnel of
stars? Would they be bathed in pure energy? It was a waste of time
to argue over these things because no one could know for certain
unless they experienced it for themself. And once they did, they
would be unable to attend meetings and offer their firsthand
accounts.

No one was even sure if time travel was
possible. Like the early days of nuclear technology, there were
facts and rumors and misinformation and only a handful of people
knew which was which. Isaac was only told what he absolutely needed
to know. The less someone knew, the less they could reveal when the
State caught them.

With its cameras, listening devices, and
spies, the State eventually learned everyone’s secrets. It was
inevitable. No matter how secretive Isaac and the others in his
group were, the State’s all-seeing eye would uncover their plans.
The trick was to be gone before the State could arrange enough
puzzle pieces to make sense of things.

The State’s men could always make their
prisoners talk, even if what they said wasn’t true. It was one
thing to confess their own involvement—they were as good as dead
once they were caught—it was another thing to give up their own
parents, their friends, the very people who loved them the most. No
one has a choice, though, once the pain starts. It’s human nature
to avoid such agony. With the rare exception of the monk who sets
himself on fire in protest, no one can tolerate the types of pain
the State’s men have been trained to deliver.

Isaac and the others would count themselves
lucky if they were simply doused with gasoline and lit on fire.
After a split second of intense pain, they would go into shock and
feel nothing. The State’s men had no use for such quick and
painless methods. If it only took twenty hours to break someone,
the torture would last twenty hours. But if, somehow, their devices
and their trauma could be withstood, the torture might go on for
weeks or months. No doubt there’s an even bigger sense of
satisfaction in those cases when the prisoner does eventually
break. And they always do.

It’s not only the physical pain that brings
about a person’s utter collapse, but the psychological pain as
well. A good torturer, someone who has made it their life’s work to
make people beg for death, will acknowledge that psychological
torture is actually more important than nearly drowning someone or
tearing their toenails off. When a prisoner is convinced that their
parents, their spouse, their children, are in the next cell ready
to experience similar pain, they are utterly defeated.

This was why Isaac was happy to be left in
the dark. All he had to do was meet with a handful of other men and
discuss which events in history were seminal in creating the
State.

So when he was told to go to Browning Street
at ten o’clock, he assumed it would be another such meeting.
Usually, the gatherings were held in someone’s basement or in a
wine cellar. The State’s latest AeroCams could see and hear through
walls, so anything said or done in a kitchen or a living room could
be monitored. But underground, not even the best microphones could
hear what was being discussed. For that reason, the State had
passed a law making it illegal for new homes to have basements.

One man in Isaac’s group might ask another
what he would do if he were only sent back ten years, too recently
to stop everything.

Another might theorize what would happen if
the other’s doppelganger showed up out of the blue, claiming to be
from the future. Would you trust him or would you assume it was the
State trying to trick you into confessing everything?

Usually, the discussions were more
practical, though. The group had compiled a list of all the various
ways history could be altered. To stop a single murderer, they
could kill both of his parents before he was born. But it was
easier and caused less disruption to the rest of the world’s
timeline if they waited until the murderer was an adult before
killing him. The same approach, only on a much more grand scale,
would prevent the State from rising.

They spoke of events in world history that
had wider ramifications than anyone had realized at the time. Each
man in the group understood that these were the episodes they must
prevent if they wanted a world where people were still free, where
atomic bombs weren’t used as playthings.

The group could go on for hours talking
about points in history where the country had veered off from the
nation it was meant to be to the monster it had become. And yet
Isaac and the others continued to meet for the discussions,
endlessly cataloging events that could change the course of
history. They needed as many ideas as possible because they knew
that when time travel did become a reality, if it hadn’t already,
they would be the ones sent back to alter the past.

Even if they went back in time and prevented
a war or an assassination, they would never know if they had
changed the course of history enough to prevent the State. Only
after they changed history would the circumstances of their present
life be altered, but they would already be gone by then. Even if
they did go back in time, they would never have a way of knowing if
they were successful or not.

After hours of discussing the philosophy of
time travel, it always came to this one point.

The Theta Timeline.
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Time Actually Works (The Theta Timeline)

 


 


Physicists had long tried to prove the
multiverse and parallel reality theories. Time travel was not the
only piece of evidence that finally solved the multiverse problem,
but it did explain how parallel realities could function.

From what scientists have determined, time
is not the straight line they once conceived it to be. Experiential
evidence such as memories of the past and expectations for the
future tempt us to think of time as a path from Point A to Point B.
There is birth and then there is death, but life is not a series of
events happening in a line as it might seem. It has been
demonstrated that the chronology of our past, present, and
future—what we think of as time—is not a line at all, but a fluid
sphere with no beginning, middle, or end.

For centuries, Eastern spirituality has
taught there is no past nor future, but only the now. Einstein
argued that the distinction between past, present, and future is
only a stubborn illusion. Both were more correct than they ever
could have guessed. Everything that has ever happened in the past,
everything that is happening now, and everything that ever will
happen, is happening all at once. Or, as physicists explain it: all
of time is happening all the time.

In fact, the idea that a time traveler
is going “back in time” is misleading. He is not moving backward
through a chain of events—what we think of as minutes, years, and
millennia. He is merely moving around.

Like the universe itself, time is infinite
in size. Within its expanding sphere, every possible reality is
playing out at the same time, but we are only aware of one of them.
There are an infinite number of realities in which the State never
arose, and an infinite number in which the State not only formed
but is even more extreme than the one Isaac is fighting.

Because we are only aware of one reality, a
single dot within the infinite sphere, scientists refer to the
world we know as the Theta Timeline, after the Greek letter, theta,
which had a mark inside a circle. In terms of time travel, that
single mark in the middle of the circle is everything we know about
history, giving us our awareness of the past, present, and
future.

But outside the reality we call our lives
and the history of mankind, every possible action by every possible
person is taking place in the rest of the sphere. In one world, a
man stays home and reads his newspaper. In another, he goes for a
jog and is hit by a truck. Whichever happens, the Theta Timeline
adjusts so our consciousness—our reality—is in the center of the
sphere. A woman drowns her two-year-old baby in the bathtub, or she
doesn’t and he grows up to become a scientist who discovers a cure
for the next great plague. The Theta Timeline is constantly
shifting to adjust to the reality of those events.

But at the same time, there are
possibilities we cannot fathom. The man did not go for a jog or
read the newspaper, but was a circus clown. The woman never drowned
her son, but he died anyway, from eating too much peanut butter.
Anything is possible, and the infinite realities encompass every
conceivable outcome. What if an election had turned out
differently? What if someone was never born? What if a particular
war never took place? There are more possibilities than the mind
can comprehend.

Going back in time and changing any single
action, behavior, or event, no matter how minor, shifts our
awareness of the world to a different reality—a change in the Theta
Timeline. The shift alters our consciousness to this other life as
if we had been living in that reality the entire time.

This is why the effects of time travel are
never obvious until after the time traveler has left. After all,
the scientists would have grown up reading history books that
mentioned a strange series of events or an infamous man who was a
perfect match for the person they planned to send back in time. But
it’s only after the Theta Timeline moves from one reality to
another that past events can be put into perspective.

A man could go back in time and murder
Christopher Columbus, and the murderer’s name could even be the
same as the person who will be sent back in time, but the
scientists won’t become aware that they were enabling Columbus to
be murdered until after the
Theta Timeline has shifted because it won’t shift until after they
sent him back in time. Only then does what we think of as our
history become something other than it was. If time worked any
other way, the scientists would have lived their entire lives
knowing what the man had done hundreds of years earlier.

But they never are aware of these things
until after they send a time traveler into the past. Today, certain
historical events only make sense because the Theta Timeline has
shifted. The good news is that all the time traveler has to do is
move the Theta Timeline to one of the realities in which the State
never took power. It’s the only way to save the world from mushroom
clouds covering the earth.

The bad news, which Isaac is not yet aware
of, is that four other sets of time travelers have already
disappeared into the past and the State still exists. Something has
stopped every single one of them.
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Not only did Isaac and his co-conspirators
not know if time travel was actually possible yet, they didn’t even
know when or where the next meeting would be until the last moment.
Even when they were notified, they were told in such a way that the
State’s computers wouldn’t detect a possible threat. When the State
scanned the email he had received, it would match the text against
a map of the area and register an unremarkable invitation to a
sports bar on Browning Street.

The email hadn’t used his real name. But it
also hadn’t used the name he was known by during the meetings.

At the second discussion he attended, an old
man had patted him on the shoulder and said, “You will be
Springfield.”

Isaac never saw the man again, but ever
since then, on the few occasions someone did address him by name
they called him by the name the old man had given him.

His identity was unknown to everyone he
would meet, just as theirs were concealed from him. If the true
nature of the meetings became known, a squad of men clad in black
armor would burst through the door, assault blasters set to
automatic.

If he was ever caught and interrogated,
Isaac could reveal everything he knew without divulging anything
useful. One of the men had been called Riverford and another had
been called Sterling, but he didn’t know their real names and would
only be able to offer basic physical descriptions. He could confess
that two had been Asian, two had been African American, one had
been Hispanic, and four had been Caucasian. Basically, he could
tell his interrogators that the group was a collection of people
you might find anywhere.

At the meetings, the faces varied. He rarely
saw the same people at more than two meetings. That was another way
the group remained undetected. The State saw everything, and its
computers were designed to find patterns of behavior. If they
detected the same group of men meeting on a routine basis, everyone
in the group was automatically added to a watch list. The software
was not infallible, though. In fact, it was common for the
computers to calculate a threat, based on tracking tendencies, only
to be terribly mistaken. In one case, men with badges and blasters
had burst into a classroom full of law students who, ironically
enough, were learning about probable cause. The State’s
calculations did not discriminate based on age: twenty senior
citizens died when a group of Security Service officers broke down
the door to their retirement home and blasted them away. The
wrinkly victims had been doing nothing more than playing checkers,
but somehow the monitoring software had identified them as a
serious threat to national security.

If they were detected, it wouldn’t matter if
Isaac and the others were talking about something as innocuous as
what it might be like to live in a different century. Just being in
a group was enough to become the State’s target. The students and
the senior citizens had found that out the hard way.

While he showered and dressed, he thought of
the practical aspects of time travel—preventing the State from
spreading war across the world, stopping them from imprisoning an
entire continent of people. Most of all, he thought about how he
would adapt to living in a different time.

A man in one of his meetings had said, “If
you did appear in a completely different era of history and you
were wearing these clothes, you’d stick out like a sore thumb.”

They discussed how to blend in and how to
adapt to different laws and religious beliefs. They talked about
the difficulties of establishing a new life. They would, after all,
be appearing out of nowhere without proper identification or proof
of who they said they were.

This was usually the point where one of the
participants could no longer contain himself and would ask, “What
do you guys think would happen if you went back in time and
accidently killed the younger version of yourself?”

Eventually, someone always wanted to discuss
the paradoxes of time travel. It couldn’t be helped: these were the
things they had grown up seeing in movies and on TV.

“I’ve seen pictures of my grandmom
when she was twenty. She was smokin’. What if I went back in time,
met her, and became my own grandfather?”

“Can we try and stay on topic? We’re
trying to prevent a tyranny here, not talk about how hot your
grandma was.”

What they didn’t understand was that the
realities of time travel negated nearly all of these paradoxes.
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If a man went back in time and killed his
parents before he was ever born, he would never exist and, thus,
would never be able to go back in time and kill his parents in the
first place. There were countless variations of this argument.

Or what if Springfield changed history so
much that he would never be born? Didn’t the fact that he existed
at all mean that he would never go back in time and change events
in a way that prevented his birth?

The answer to these questions is found in
the shifting of the Theta Timeline. All of time is happening at
once and, since every possible reality, no matter how absurd, is
playing out somewhere, the reality people are aware of is nothing
more than an ever-moving target. Any changes in the past simply
cause people’s current circumstances to transfer to the altered
Theta Timeline. Anything can happen because the Theta Timeline
shifts to match each possible consciousness. With an infinite
number of realities, anything is possible.

This is why paradoxes do not exist in time
travel; it’s only the current Theta Timeline that everyone is
conscious of, and the collective consciousness can shift to match
whatever reality the time traveler causes. A man can go back in
time and kill his parents because if he does, the Theta Timeline
will move to a reality in which he was never born. That does not
prevent him, though, from having been born in a different reality,
one outside the newly shifted Theta Timeline.

So while there are timelines in which the
time traveler was never born, timelines in which he does exist, and
still others where he not only exists but goes back and kills his
parents, we are only aware of one of those lives. That doesn’t mean
all of the other realities aren’t taking place. In fact, they exist
regardless of whether or not we can perceive them. Humans would go
insane if they could conceive of all the possible outcomes the
universe holds. It’s too overwhelming.

Conceivably, there are timelines in which
mankind never evolved from simpler creatures, and others in which
mankind’s evolution produced different bodies than the ones we are
familiar with. There are realities in which no one has been sent
back in time, and there are realities in which time travel is a
form of recreation. Everything is possible as long as it doesn’t
violate the laws of physics.

What the time traveler aims to do, and what
is now known not to be a paradox at all but a shift in collective
consciousness, is move the Theta Timeline away from a reality in
which the State formed. Maybe one day the State will no longer
exist and people will think, “Of course it doesn’t exist, this is
the land of the free.” But that will only happen if Springfield or
someone like him is able to go back in time and change the Theta
Timeline.

Although sending men back in time was now
possible, that didn’t make changing the course of history easy. If
it were easy, any of the other forty men who had been sent back
would have prevented the State. Since there are an infinite number
of realities and anything is possible, there are also an infinite
number of things that can go wrong.
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As soon as Isaac opened his front door, he
could hear them: the low hum of the AeroCams overhead. The new
“silent” version of the flying robotic cameras no longer produced a
droning noise like small planes, but with thousands of them in the
sky at the same time, they still combined to buzz like a series of
live power lines. The noise was a reminder to everyone who could
hear it that their movements were being recorded. From the time he
left his house until the time he got back indoors, the State was
watching everything he did.

The State claimed that having cameras
overhead would keep everyone safe. No one liked the idea of being
constantly filmed and tracked, but the Ruler reassured everyone
that AeroCams had already prevented a dozen attacks. “We can’t tell
the public the specifics of these attacks,” he had said, “but rest
assured the AeroCams have been instrumental in saving lives.”

When no one was convinced, he added, “Just
think of it like the camera in the ATM that makes sure you aren’t
robbed, except this one flies overhead and keeps you safe all the
time.”

“Dear lord,” Isaac’s father had
groaned upon hearing that analogy. That was all it had taken for
his parents to turn off the evening news that night.

What people noticed, though, was that crime
rates hadn’t dropped. There were still robberies. There were still
murders. No one was
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