
Human minds are built to think linearly. That is inevitable, considering that before now, time had 
always been linear. But that had changed, and the deep rooted preconceptions of human 

psychology were had gotten in my way. Since I had been the one to invent time travel, and thus the 

first one to use it, I figured I'd be able to have some fun flying around the eons and observing the 

world as it had been thousands of years ago, during times of upheaval and during times of 

prosperity. 

I suppose that I was still able to do that, just with a lot less freedom than I had expected. The man 

behind the desk, having just ridiculed me for believing I would be the only one from the future, 

tapped his finger on the solid metal desk. Something rather strange to see in Italy in the 1500s. 

"What's your name? We have records of every twenty first century time traveler and if they were 

problematic or not. If you were, we'll have to remove you now." 

"Wait, but how would that-" 

"The 'it's a paradox' thing? Yeah it's fine, we figured those out. No, don't ask, I couldn't explain them 

to you." 

"Alright then.." I gave him my name, hoping that my other self hadn't been too irresponsible. Victor 

Cox. The clerk's eyes widened. He looked back up at me, as if to get a good look. 

"Well I'll be. The inventor himself. Pleasure to meet you, you've made the world a much better 

place." I breathe a sigh of relief. It seemed as if there wouldn't be any problems, then. 

"Thank you very much." 

"At least during my time, the ability to time travel has improved the world and inspired social change 

around the globe! My personal favorite was figuring out exactly what happened with the Bronze Age 

Collapse! And we we- 

"Alright, I think I get the idea," I said. The man, who by my estimation was a clerk of a sort, kept on 

going for a moment before being brought back. 

"We are a little worried that we haven't met anyone from the twenty-fourth century bu- Oh, I'm sorry. 

I just get a little excited when I talk about this kind of stuff. History buff's dream, it is." 

"You mentioned your time?" 

"Yeah, I'm from the year 2253. I work with plenty of others from different times. Even the 

governments of each time are working together in the past, but there's been an agreement that we 

shouldn't try to unify each time's government as that's a bit of a headache in terms of representation- 

can you imagine? Different people at different times having to be represented by different people 

potentially from times apart from them and it'd be all weird and crazy and-" 



"I think that's enough, thanks," I said, cutting him off. The clerk looked strangely sad for a moment. 

"Well, I wish you hadn't done that. It's not every day I get to talk to the inventor of modern society, 

and they're here now. Been here a while, actually." 

"Who?" 

"I'm sorry, I lied, slightly," the clerk said, a pained look crossing his face. "The world isn't a much 

better place because of you, it's better because of your invention. You, on the other hand... Sorry." 

I knew full well what was about to happen- the clerk had made it fairly obvious. I didn't run- I could've 

tried to flee to a different time, I'm sure, but considering how I was dropped right into their lap when I 

first used time travel, that was unlikely to succeed and would only anger my captors. I felt a slight 

prick as I was restrained, and the world went dark. 

 

"Is it lawful to imprison someone who has done nothing wrong? We don't ask that question here, 
because the alternative is letting you loose." 

"You must understand how I feel, though, right? You said it yourself! I've done nothing!" This wasn't 

getting anywhere. 

"You haven't done anything, but you have." The man in the dark suit that had been talking to me for 

the past hour elaborated, for what seemed like the tenth time. 

"That clerk said you figured out paradoxes! That should separate the me that did those things and 

me, the person you're talking to now. Right?" The man thought about it for a second. Like the clerk, it 

was clear he wasn't an expert on what his society knew about paradoxes. 

"Shut it, I don't know, but people smarter than me do know. And they've said to keep you locked up." 

I rolled my eyes, but stopped arguing. Instead, I picked a different topic to argue about. 

"If you don't know why I must be locked up when paradoxes have been broken, why are you the one 

here making all the philosophically intimidating statements?" 

"I'm the head of global security, that's why. It's a big job, one that gets to have a lot of advisers and 

eggheads to give me information on why you and everything else I deal with is a threat." The head of 

global security? It seemed as if the future was a little more Utopian than I had expected, even if the 

clerk had told me how nice it was. I was strangely flattered by the revelation, though. The head. Of 

global security. Was talking down to me. As if I was one of the most dangerous people he'd ever 

known. 

Well wasn't that nice of him? 

 


