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About the Author

Have you ever felt that you were destined to do something remarkable? I was born within the parameters of London, England on a sunny day in the year 1880; close to the date in which Thomas Alva Edison successfully was credited with constructing the light bulb. As I grew up, I became fascinated by the “World of Inventors,” and began tinkering with anything that I could possibly utilize around my house. There are no highly known mathematicians or brilliantly creative streaks in my family tree, but I’ve been determined to be the greatest inventor in all of England. My ideas are rejected, laughed at, and shoved aside countless times. I do not listen to the mockery; I simply shut it out and continue to apply myself to solving complex problems. Round the clock I tussle with insomnia; I am almost always awake in my small workshop on the wee corner of Ashburnham Road trying to construct an invention that shall assist the progression of society.
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A dying bulb flickers off n’ on above. I peel away a piece of paper stuck to my lower lip, and then wipe the drool from my mouth. Crumpled papers with architectural scribbles upon them litter this basement, arachnids weave intricate hexagonal webs upon the ceiling, and metallic slabs are propped up against the frigid walls. Looking below, I see that my roast beef sandwich is rotting and unrecognizable. The caustic smell of smoke diffuses from end to end.

I twist around staring at the crimson curtains, only I and another know what power lies behind. After twenty-eight chaotic years of being alive I, James Galen Callahan have triumphantly invented the very first Time Machine. From the start I’ve been plunging the world’s fate into my very own grasp. The only current dilemma is that I have a lingering feeling I’m under surveillance as if I am specimen being viewed through a small microscope.

The hanging brass doorbell clangs on the first floor, meaning that the entrance doors have been breached. Something or perhaps someone has arrived.

Heavy footsteps echo down the corridor, hereafter they clack on the mahogany staircase hastily. Ceaseless wheezing coughs are nearby. I blink repeatedly, for rheum blurs my vision. Abruptly, a candle lantern is placed onto the table in front of me.

A bony narrow hand lands lightly upon one of my shoulders, as I am seated in father’s ol’ thinking chair.

“You all right?” a husky tone inquires.

He lifts up a piece of soggy brown bread off the work desk. It drips with pallid mold. At once he flings it aside, the expired bread plops smack-dab next to a mouse’s burrowing residence. I hear him wipe the gunk his palms collected on his dusty apparel.

“Goodness gracious, how long have you stayed here? I should’ve come back sooner.”

I try to stand, though my muscles cave in.

“Riley,” I sputter, groggily.

He catches me. “No, no, no, no, sit. Hold on, I will fetch you a nice cuppa tea,” he says to me.

I obey his wishes, slumping right back into the timbered chair. He shuffles towards the storage cabinet fiddling with clattering silverware.

I mutter a tad louder, “It is done.”

“Blueprints?” he guesses, scratching at his flaming orange slicked back hair.

“The machine,” I say, “The Time Machine.” My exhaling rate drops to a slothful pace, I notice my pulse regulating back to normal too. Finalizing that all of it is done feels like a razor sharp splinter has permanently departed my heart. 

I notice a red puddle forming below my left arm. Vermillion-colored vital fluid trickles from my earthy bandages onto the hardwood flooring, but all the scrapes, cuts, and numbing aches were worth it, over the course of the last five agonizing years. Many said it couldn’t be built. I have built it. I have proved them wrong. 

Riley, my assistant chokes on his own saliva while coping with his shock. Jars plummet to the ground shattering to bits. He heaves the scarlet curtains behind us ferociously with two big tugs sideways. He scurries to the watermelon-slice shaped basement window, unwinding the shutters. Blasts of bright rays sting my face, my eyes whip wide-open. 

Riley stumbles forward. He smiles, gifting me with a ferocious pat on the back. “Well done. This changes everything!”  

I grin weakly, “Indeed.” 

I see him now. He has on a grey vest with shined buttons, accompanied with russet slacks and leather footwear. Circular spectacles rest on the short bridge of his bird-like nose. 

“Understand this,” I say. 

“Huh?” he frowns. 

I propel my index finger into the air, “No one must discover my creation yet. The world is not ready for such scientific knowledge to be released. It could devastate the present and past.” 

Riley’s emerald eyes glow through his lenses. “Why not tell others, Cal? We could become kings, perhaps the most powerful men that have ever walked on this planet. It would be as easy as snapping.” 

I grab his arm firmly. “Calm yourself! That’s an absurd notion. Remember I made this to promote peace. Such selfish actions will lead us towards endless chaos and instability. Protecting this technology is essential. Also, your statement is incorrect. Snapping fingers isn’t elementary, not everyone can acquire the skill.” 

He crosses his arms, lowering his head, sighing, “Yes. Yes, you’re right.” 

“So, do you want to see the mechanical asp—” Riley suddenly yanks my hand off his right arm; he takes a glance at his ticking silver pocket watch without a word.  He charges upstairs, spinning around to me for a minute when he reaches the tippy top. 

Riley adjusts his glasses. “Pardon me, Cal. I need to tend to personal errands. I shall be back soon, quite soon. Stay here.” 

“Don’t you want to learn the panel controls? Or run more analytical tests? 

No response is given. He doesn’t return, bizarre. The jaws of silence encapsulate my mind. I am without company, again. 

I drag my shoeless throbbing feet along, as I trudge over to the warped oval mirror on the brick wall to have a look at myself. I have grown my obsidian hair down to my shoulders and an itchy beard. All thirty-two of my teeth are contaminated with bacterium, thus they are under severe yellow discoloration. The clothing on me is splattered with greasy cow-shaped smudges. It appears I have gone through a transformation, an atrocious one sadly. Several would struggle to recognize me in broad daylight.

Riley Prat Oswin is the same age as me, but he is not even close to the title: inventor. He was a former reckless gambler with a grotesque journey. His brother split from home when he was sixteen, though he pursued a successful career in owning almost every bank across the country. Riley and Brook Oswin were arch rivals the moment they had the ability to talk. Both haven’t communicated to each other since they were banned from the finest musical theater in westward London.  

It’s been Riley’s obsession to become more distinguished than his elder brother in town. I disapprove of the unhealthy competition, sibling versus sibling. Once his guardian passed away he didn’t have property or a mere pound to his name. I found him outside in the pouring rain at the doorstep of my workshop years ago. We fancied the same passion to alter the world; hence we became jolly good friends.

I do yearn to tell my eldest cousin about my recent breakthrough, but I assume he would just burst with amusement like the many times before at my failures. He normally announces: “Keep dreaming!” However, bragging isn’t in my genetic code. Certainly my parents would congratulate my efforts, but they were buried together long ago. 
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Operating the machine on the first trial, I jumped to the term when I chose to become an inventor. I admit that it was an exhilarating and frightening sight. 

I survey my handiwork again. The mathematics behind it all was an absolute nightmare. My fingertips run along the exterior metallic structure. The machine has an arch at the top fabricated out of tungsten carbide. Clanking angular gears gyrate, whilst radiating bulbs of electricity encircle the arch, and black cords spring out in practically every direction. Power of the workshop fades, outage may occur. I must stay alert. 

I roll the sleeves of my shirt up and grab the trigger-box that permits me to rebound back to my original time. Carefully, I punch in the numbers, the buttons of the keypad click into place with each entry: 6-11-1903. The machine’s rotating turbines spin, generating enough potential energy; a surging purple portal appears in the center. I desire to see someone that’s been on my mind for quite a while. I step up the inclined ramp one foot at a time and enter without hesitation.

WHOOOSHHH! I feel as if I’m diving into a subway tunnel. The air draws colder, provoking goose bumps, and instantaneously white sparks envelop my body. The ground beneath me streams red. I am now standing on expensive gold patterned carpeting.  A glass dome with delicate curved panels is above, welcoming light. 

Before me two figures sit in a Victorian styled chair sitting shoulder to shoulder. A male being—myself, suited in a dress coat and trousers. My hair combed to side and moustache neatly trimmed. I barely identify the polished man as me. A female being—Marceline Fallon, wears a vibrant checkerboard evening dress. She nervously twirls her curly chocolate locks. 

The machine I’ve built enables man to go back into a memory they’ve experienced or even a moment they’ve yearned to see in an era. Though the main flaw in my design, the sinister factor I can’t fix or predict so far: the exact location of where I shall arrive as I travel to and fro. 

Both their heads spin towards my location. I duck behind an opaque dividing wall, managing to eavesdrop on the scene by peering round the corner. 

“Hear something?” 

“I do not, Miss Fallon,” my younger self says.

“You do know that you aren’t required to call me that whenever we’re alone. I do have a first name,” she replies.

I’m unable to answer, the purest form of fear plunges into my stomach. I straighten out my attire. Dead air creeps further into the space. Marceline twiddles her thumbs, anxious as well. I draw out air heavily. My navy eyes dart at the girl beside me, once, twice, then again. I rotate back away from her, blushing profusely. 

“James...,” she begins, softly.

I face her, interrupting. Her sapphire eyes catch me off guard as usual. “M-M-Marcy, recently my calculations have been
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