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What Goes
Around…

 


Six months ago I killed a man who claimed to
have come from the future.

 


For a number of reasons…factors, the above
statement is not entirely true.

 


Firstly, I didn’t actually kill him.
Perhaps, allowed him to die, would be a more appropriate way
to have phrased it.

Secondly, I am not sure if it was a man. The
full-body metallic suit he…it wore was certainly humanoid in shape,
but the voice beeped and buzzed tinny from the mouthpiece of the
silver helmet. The eye-slit was too thin to determine the true
nature of its ocular organs.

Thirdly, it did not claim to have
come from the future. This proclamation I found written in the
Queen’s English in a note that was inside an unlocked briefcase
handcuffed around the suit’s wrist.

 


Now, you might find this strange, but the
only part of my statement that I know to be undoubtedly accurate is
the fact that this being had indeed come from the future.

 


The suit was constructed from overlapping
metal panels and made the strangest humming sound. The droning was
unlike any noise I had heard before. It was this very resonance
that had beckoned me to my front door.

 


But, taking everything into consideration,
it would be most logical to deduce that the creature that once
inhabited the bizarre suit had indeed been a male of the human
species; a pathetic laboratory assistant with an even more pitiable
name - Niles Butterworth.

 


His death must have been rather painful. The
screams were terrible and will probably haunt me for a very long
time. I believe that I could have prevented his demise, but chose
not to. I will shortly explain why, but let me start at the
beginning; at the time I heard the alien sound.

 


It was late, around eleven thirty, and I was
browsing over some important notes in my study when the
reverberation was felt. Before the actual sound was heard, the air
had become filled with an electrical resonance that caused every
hair on my body to tingle.

Newton, my Golden Labrador whined as he
experienced the very same sensation. He looked at me with
consternation, as if asking the source of this strange
phenomenon.

 


Then I heard it, the peculiar hum. I exited
the study and noticed through the front windows that my security
lights were on. Someone or something had triggered the motion
sensors.

I moved swiftly to one of the windows and
peered down the path leading to my front door.

I stared, first shocked and then angry, at
the strange figure that approached my house in what seemed to be a
drunken stupor.

Just before he reached the door, I swung it
violently open, and although I could see that the suit was a
sophisticated state-of-the-art construction, I still foolishly
blurted out, “Hey buddy, don’t you think it’s a little early for
Halloween?”

“Your face…” he said holding out a shiny
gloved hand towards my head. “Your face…so familiar…I know you.” He
pulled the hand back and studied the metallic glove. “What is
this?” Then he collapsed face down onto my porch.

I moved back and half-closed the door.

There was a familiar odour about him. He
smelled curiously of ozone.

I stared, wary that this may be a prank of
some sort, but at the same time I knew he was genuinely in need of
assistance. It was only now that I noticed the handcuffs and
briefcase.

I opened the door and moved cautiously
forward. I gently nudged him with a foot. When I received no
response, I gave him a more substantial punt.

He groaned quietly through a black speaker
grid that served as a mouth, but didn’t move.

I became braver and moved next to the
briefcase.

I tried the single clip-lock in the centre
and it immediately sprang open. I cautiously lifted the top.

Inside was only a single unsealed
envelope.

I took the item and quickly moved back
inside the door.

Inside the envelope I found a note and a
key.

 


The note read:

 


Dear reader

I may be unconscious or extremely
disoriented when you find me. Also, it may be highly probable that
my audio unit has been damaged by the process of reaching here.
This means that I am unable to make any verbal communication; hence
I have taken the precaution of attaching this briefcase to myself
which contains this highly important information.

You will find the contents of this letter
most difficult to believe, but I swear to you that what you are
about to read is the complete and unadulterated truth.

 


I am from the future. Probably your very
near future and from a laboratory that is not far from your place
of residence.

 


The suit I am wearing is a means to protect
my molecules as they are presently in a state of flux. They should
hopefully reach a safer level within a few hours, but till then, it
is imperative that I connect to a reliable power source. You will
find a retractable two-point plug on the recharging unit on the
left side of my waist.

The suit generates a very powerful and
special electromagnetic field that prevents my molecules from
deteriorating.

 


As mentioned, I may be disorientated and try
to remove the suit.

Although the electromagnetic field should
prevent this, please – you must deter me from any violent attempts
to achieve that goal.

My faculties should return to normal as my
molecules decelerate to a safer level of stimulation

Please! - It is imperative that the suit
remains functional or I shall experience a most horrible
demise.

 


Your help in all these matters will be
greatly appreciated. You will be rewarded in as much as you helped
the first man ever who has managed to successfully travel through
time.

I can also guarantee you a substantial
monetary reward for your assistance.


Ps. The key is for removing the cuffs.

 


As I read the note I felt an incredible rage
welling up inside of me.

The figure on the porch lifted himself to
his knees.

“Niles? Niles Butterworth, is that you?” I
spat.

The figure raised his head. “What’s going
on? Where am I? Who are you?”

“Answer the question. Niles?”

“Niles?”

“Niles Butterworth?”

“I…I…I don’t know. I can’t seem to remember
who I am. The name does sound familiar. In fact, very
familiar.”

“I knew it!” I shouted moving forward. I
took him by the arm and helped him to his feet. There was a
significant increase in the tingling sensation of my arm hairs. It
was not too unpleasant so as to cause me to recoil. “Tlad must have
put you up to this. Just as he coaxed you into doing all those
other asinine escapades.”

“Tlad? Roger Tlad?”

“Yes, Roger Tlad. That sanctimonious
bastard!”

“The future is ours.”

“What?”

“Etronn Global – The future is
ours.”

“That’s right, Niles. Roger Tlad, your boss
at Etronn Global.”

I led him into the hallway and stopped in
front of the large mirror.

As he saw himself a wave of claustrophobic
panic engulfed him.

“No!” he shouted pulling at the helmet. “Get
it off! Please help me to get this off!”

“Stop that or you’ll kill yourself! That is
exactly what this note said you’d try!” The tone in my voice was
convincing enough. He stopped his struggling and reached for the
paper in my hand. It was only now that he too became aware
of the attachment on his wrist.

“Here, let me get that for you.”

After a short struggle the briefcase and
cuffs clattered onto the floor.

He took the note and held it in front of the
narrow eye slit and turned so that the hall light could fully
illuminate the bold printed A4 page.

There was a long silence as he read. Only
the amplified sound of his erratic breathing could be heard.

“It’s coming back to me now,” he said
lowering his hands. “A lot is still unclear, but I’m beginning to
remember.”

“I led him into my study. I was hoping for
another revelation. It came quickly as expected.

“I know this,” he said looking around. “I’ve
been here before.”

“That’s right, Niles. You broke in here six
months ago and stole all my notes.”

“I…yes.” He pointed. “I came in through that
window and foolishly lost my wallet. But you knew that it had all
been Roger’s idea.”

“And you’re still letting him take advantage
of you. Niles, Niles, Niles…when the hell are you going to learn
that he can’t be trusted. What did he promise you this time…the
honour and fame of being the first time traveler?”

“I…”

“Oh, just shut up. Come on. We had better
get this suit of yours charged or the worst could happen.” I led
him back down the hall, into the main corridor and then down the
steep flight of steps that led to my wine cellar.

He paused at the top.

“What’s wrong?”

“Why down there?”

I could clearly discern the trepidation in
his voice.

“It’s nice and cool. I can only imagine how
oppressive that monstrosity must be. Especially with your molecules
all in a state of flux?”

The tension in his voice relaxed. “You’re
right. I feel as though I could burst into flames at any
moment.”

 


I pushed his back against the wall next to
the plug socket.

“You wouldn’t happen to remember what the
date was before Roger sent you back?”

“Uh…no…’fraid not. It will hopefully come to
me later.”

“Hopefully. I just hope this contraption
hasn’t caused any irreversible brain trauma.” I extended the cord
from his waist, plugged it in and flicked the switch. “How’s
that?”

“Amazing! I feel better already. The suit
must have been very close to depletion. Yes, that is most
definitely doing the trick.”

“We have no idea how long it will take for
your molecules to reach SV.”

“SV?”

“Subcombustible Velocity. The note said a
few hours. That suit must weigh a ton? Wait here, I’ll fetch
you a chair from the living room.”

“I can’t thank you enough. Even after what I
did…you still…”

“It’s not your fault, Niles,” I interrupted
as I ascended the stairs. “Roger’s the one to blame.”

I slammed the heavy metal door closed and
slid the large sliding bolt into place. Then I made myself a stiff
whiskey, lit some candles and flipped the main switch on the fuse
box in the kitchen to off.

 


In his thrashing about, Niles had smashed a
number of bottles in my extensive collection, but I was relieved to
find that the eighty two Rothschild remained intact.

In fact, to celebrate my victory, I
duly opened and had a glass of the Rothschild.

And why not? It was a pleasure that I had
promised to myself on the day that I managed to solve my damnable
problem; the dilemma that had had me stumped for over a year
now.

 


It would seem that the powerful
electromagnetic field that protected his molecules was also
the same force that prevented him from removing his suit. The
helmet popped off with no more than a gentle tug. A fine black
powder fell from the inside of the sphere-shaped covering. I found
that same, all too familiar, residue inside the other parts of the
suit. It was all that remained of the man who had carried a note
claiming to come from the future.

 


Why me, I pondered? This man had come
from the future and he had chosen my house. My home. Why had he
chosen to come to my specific place of residence? The answer…the
reasons were all very obvious.

Roger Tlad knew I had a soft spot for Niles.
He knew that only I would be capable of believing the contents of
the note. Also, Roger wanted very much to rub my nose in it; show
me that he had beaten me to perfecting the greatest invention
since…since…oh hell this was and is, excuse the pun, the greatest
invention of all time.

 


Roger had specifically sent Niles here to
brag. To gloat in my face. To show that my years of work had all
been for naught.

Yes, I may have had a certain fondness for
Niles, but Roger was a fool to think that I would let my feelings
destroy my life’s work.

“Who’s smiling now, you sanctimonious son of
a bitch,” I said raising the glass of Rothschild above the empty
suit before downing the contents. “Your suit belongs to me now. And
here in the past you probably haven’t even begun to construct it
yet. You’ve given me the very means to finally defeat you… and the
most ironic thing…you’ll probably never even know it.”

I went back upstairs to my study and picked
up the notes I had been pouring over before the man in the strange
suit had appeared.

The notes were for the construction of a
large cube-shaped prototype chamber that would be able to generate
a powerful electromagnetic field.

I crumpled the notes and tossed them into
the waste paper bin.

“Bloody fool!” I said to myself. “What good
would a chamber be? Although it would keep me safe whilst my
molecules were in a state of flux, I wouldn’t be able to go
anywhere…to explore the past. A suit that allows total mobility is
the only viable solution.

Roger may have thought of it first, but it
would obviously have come to me sooner or later. After all, the
actual MolSaP was all
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