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It took 2 drafts to set Sven off - 3 to keep
him rolling. He banged down the 4th, wiped away the white foam
moustache and blurted, “There are many Frankensteins in the world.
I’m talking about the doctor, the scientist, not the monster. These
so-called learned men are in fact the monsters.” The three others
who sat around the thick, heavy wooden table smiled cynically. They
were used to his ravings; they were expected. In fact, they even
enjoyed his frequent ramblings. It was story time and Sven could
always tell a damn good story. Besides, it gave them the
opportunity to drink whilst listening. Sven was either too
inebriated or too worked up (possibly a mixture of both) to discern
their contempt. So he continued. “Did they have to make the bomb?
Did they have to build a missile capable of delivering a nuclear
warhead? Did they have to develop a chemical or an unnatural virus
capable of efficiently slaughtering a man?” He was spewing his
rhetoric in rhetorical questions. That being the case, he never
waited for answers. “Who was it that designed the great killing
machines during the wars? Who was it that thought out the
technology to help make those machines more efficient?” This time
he gave the obvious answer himself. “It was the Frankensteins; men
trying to play God, when, in fact, they are no better than curious
children. A child will often do something bad just to see the
result. Bad...not evil you understand. As a youth I once dropped a
caterpillar near a nest of red ants.” Katya winced into her pink
grapefruit juice laced with a double gin. “That’s right, it did not
fare well for the caterpillar. Curious children. Unfortunately
their curiosity killed more than the cat or a caterpillar.” He
changed his tone and accent, “‘Ah, let’s see now, Einstein
formulated that the amount of energy released from a given mass is
equal to that mass multiplied by the speed of light squared.
Gracious me, that certainly would be an incredible amount of
energy.’” Ruben chuckled. “‘That amount of energy could certainly
cause a large amount of damage. I wonder if it’s true. Let’s go
find out.’ They must have had a pretty good idea of what to expect.
After all when they tested the first one they made sure they were
far from any civilization, and damn far enough away to view the
outcome.” Ruben guffawed and then spluttered when some whisky found
its way into his windpipe. Katya slapped him on the back and Sven
waited for the coughing and wheezing to recede before proceeding.
“And when they saw the result they should have been ashamed;
ashamed and terrified.” He paused for dramatic effect. Milo yawned
and sipped his ouzo. Sven was unshaken. “But instead they patted
themselves on the back for a job well done. And when the
not-so-learned men also patted them on the back and said, ‘Great
job, now make us a few more,’ they could have refused. They should
have said, ‘No!’ Curious children? Bad curious children? Not any
more. Now they had a choice; a moral choice. I had felt rather bad
after witnessing the terrible demise of the unfortunate
caterpillar. I did not feel inclined to go in search of any more
caterpillars. You see, that would have been evil.” The three nodded
in unison and Sven suddenly saw an image of three monkeys – each
holding their paws over a different part of their head. He nodded
back. He remembered how they had first met each other here in
Switzerland five years ago, and with time had become the best of
friends. Actually they had met under Switzerland. Sven recalled
being part of a large group that had stared awe-struck down the
enormous, curving orifice that had been carved into the solid rock.
He had thought that it would one day carry some sort of underground
transport. He was glad for the work and believed that he was part
of a project that would bring about much relief to commuters who
had to travel through the congested surface traffic. When the
‘truth’ was revealed, he was less than happy. But the pay was good
enough to blanket his conscience and retain his splendid service;
his superiors had often complimented him on his good work. Tonight
he was treating the others with his ‘well-deserved bonus.’ But
these perks that he regularly received, instead of evoking pride,
served merely to painfully prick at his principles. It was like
having a plaster ripped from a wound that was far from healed.
“Igor!” The three now frowned in unison. “That’s who you should
call me from now on. Igor! We are all Igors; servants to the insane
scientists; the minions of the mad.” He hunched his back, stiffened
his left hand grotesquely, protruded his top teeth and wheezed in
an accented nasal tone, “‘Victor Frankenstein was his father, but
his mother...his mother was the lightning; electricity!’” Katya had
to slap Ruben again. “Why are the four of us here today?” It was
rhetorical again. He gave the answer again. “Electricity!
Electricians! We are midwives to the womb of destruction.” Katya
had to slap both of the men before Sven could continue. “You may
laugh now, but mark my words. This...thing that we’re helping to
make is a monster; a monster that will not only turn on its master,
but will bring about the destruction of much of mankind. Trust me,
this is bigger than any megaton bomb. This is the one that could
end it all.”


Fifteen years earlier


“My God, I believe it could work!” Frans
Buchner stared at the blueprints excitedly. “The diagrams and
theory seem quite sound.”

“They are. Trust me.” Professor Erik
Steinmann gave a pretentious sniff. “I’ve gone over the numbers
countless times. It will work.”

Frans hesitated before saying, “The real
question here is, ‘Should we?’ What are the implications; moral
and/or otherwise? What repercussions could such a project
produce?”

“You refer, of course, to what has come to
be known as the Butterfly Effect?”

“Yes, change one thing in the past, and you
might end up changing everything.”

“That’s why we won’t use it to explore the
past. What’s done is done. I would not wish to tamper with that.
After all, we could end up never being born and thereby never
having this conversation. No, I’m only interested in what lies
ahead. George Orwell wrote: ‘He who controls the past controls
the future. He who controls the present controls the
past.’ But I say, ‘He who knows the future controls the
present.’”

“This thing would be enormous; both in
physical size as well as budget. It would be impossible to keep
something of this magnitude out of the public eye.”

“Actually, that is the easy part.”

“What? How?”

“We build it underground.”

“Undergr...You’re insane!”

Whether the insult was valid or not, Erik
simply gave a wry smile and informed, “That’s what they said about
Da Vinci and the Wright brothers and...”

“It would cost mill...billions.” He repeated
loudly, “Billions!”

“Get everyone involved. Make it an
international project.”

“That would defeat the purpose.”

“Not if you tell them it’s for something
else. Consider how easily everyone believed the space race to be a
means to put a man on the moon, whereas it was really all about
putting missiles and surveillance satellites into earth’s orbit.
People are gullible.”

“Not everyone. Some might guess the
truth or see the deception for what it is.”

“There have always been conspiracy
theorists, yet I can’t think of any who have managed to...shall we
say, ‘Put a spanner in the works.’ As long as the masses
accept it, we have nothing to worry about. They love to be fed pipe
dreams and ideas of great promise and splendour; things that make
the mind and senses reel; things that make the imagination
soar.”

“What on earth would we tell them we’re
building?

“Oh, I’m sure you’ll think of
something.”


Fifteen years later


“What are you saying?” fumed William
Washington Jr. “Does the goddamned thing work or not?”

“It does.” Erik Steinmann had always hoped
to give that answer with a sense of great pride and accomplishment,
yet it was with much reluctance and anxiety that he had muttered
the truth.

“It does? Then what’s the problem?”

“Fools rush in where angels fear...”

“Are you calling me a fool?”

Frans Bucher stepped forward. “Nobody’s
calling anybody anything. We understand that you are the mouthpiece
of the investors, but we made it clear from the word go that this
project had a fifty per cent chance of working the way we needed it
to work. We’re just not sure if the incision that it creates is a
portal to the past or the future.”

“So? Send someone through to look around.
I’m sure you should be able to tell rather swiftly whether it’s
past or future. ‘Oh, look, a dinosaur!’ It’s the past. ‘Oh, look, a
soldier with a laser weapon!’ It’s the future. How difficult is
that?”

“The man is a fool!” blurted
Erik.

 

“What?” snarled William.

Frans intervened again. “It’s not that
simple. These things have to be done...delicately; with much care
and caution and forethought.”

“Go on!”

“If we sent someone through and they, for
example, stood on a seed and crushed it, you may not consider that
to be of much consequence. If you had gone to the future then it
would not be of any significance; not to us anyway.

“Now, if you had gone to the past,
that seed might have once become a great tree. The tree may then
have become a great forest. A tribe may have used that forest for
shelter, firewood and even made farming implements or weapons of
war. What if they had used that forest to build boats to explore
the world? Do you see where I’m going with this?”

“Yes.”

“Change one small thing in the past and you
could change all of history.”

“I said I understand. So, how do you plan to
go about checking the timeline without...disturbing it?”

“As I said, ‘With much care and caution.’
You need to be patient. Once our scanners and sensors find the
ideal environment we’ll send someone through.”

“What’s the ideal environment?”

“Snow and a low wind factor.”

“Hmm, yes, that makes sense.”

“Yeah, and that’s why the chances of seeing
any goddamned dinosaur is pretty slim,” snorted Erik.

“I take it the device transports one not
only through time but across space as well?”

“Obviously, if that were not the case then
anyone being transported into the past would materialize inside
solid rock.”

“Obviously.”

Frans informed, “We will be working with two
unknowns. Once the scanners and sensors detect the ideal
environment we won’t know when or where lies on the
other side of the incision. If the person should arrive there at
night, a photo of the night sky would tell us a lot.”

“You can determine both time and place from
an image of the night sky?”

“Yes.”

“And if it’s daytime?”

“Then there will hopefully be some other
evidence that we can use to ascertain that information.
Where is not as important as when. Once the timeline
is determined we can proceed to make the necessary
adjustments.”

“Fine, let’s say you discover that the
incision is into the past
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