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Million Eyes: Extra Time is a compilation of short stories set
in the universe of my time travel conspiracy thriller trilogy,
Million Eyes, the first book of which will be released in early
2020.

The stories act as an introduction to the Million Eyes world,
exploring themes that are central to the trilogy and offering a
unique insight into its time-travelling villains. They focus on
side characters who (mostly) do not appear in the trilogy
while revealing clues to key storylines in all three books.

Many of these stories are inspired by conspiracy theories
and urban legends you may recognise.

Think of these tales as a bit like the mini-episodes you get
with TV series — Star Trek: Short Treks, Lost: Missing
Pieces, and Doctor Who’s many prequels, mini-adventures
and ‘Tardisodes’.

While the stories here can stand alone, you’ll notice that a
number of them are strongly linked and follow a loose
chronology. My advice is that you read them in the order as
they are presented in this collection.

Nine of the stories have been previously published. Some
have also won or been placed in competitions. Three of the
stories are brand new.

At the end of this collection, you can also read an exclusive
extract of the first book in the Million Eyes trilogy, coming
soon...



For Paul

“‘Paul’ is a true tour de force feat of storytelling as C.R.
Berry combines the speculative and uncanny with a
thought-provoking concept that will definitely linger at
the back of your mind long after reading. And if you’re
a fan of The Beatles this story will definitely be up your
Abbey road.”

ANTHONY SELF, Director, Storgy Magazine

For The Home Secretary Is Safe

“My favourite SF yarn [in Phantaxis Issue 6] came from
fellow Brit C.R. Berry with ‘The Home Secretary is
Safe’. Hapless Cody Evans gets caught in a time loop
on a train. This was beautifully handled and worked all
the better because it had no complete explanation at the
end.”

EAMONN MURPHY, Reviewer, SFcrowsnest

For Rachel Can Still See

“I really liked the originality of this story. The characters
are well-drawn and credible — no mean feat given the
nature of the story.”

LORRAINE MACE,
Author of best-selling D.I. Sterling series



For Who Is Rudolph Fentz?

“Good build-up to a chilling conclusion.”
MARY CURD, Scribble Reader

“A good plot with a descriptive setting and pacey

dialogue.”
NEIL BRAMALL, Scribble Reader

For The Charlie Chaplin Time Traveller

“I really enjoyed it! Perhaps I’ll turn it into a movie
sometime!”
GEORGE CLARKE, Film Director
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RRACHEL CAN SEE

My ‘Best Friend’

8.30am. First day of my final week in Year Six at St John’s.
Mum dropped me off and this girl came running over to me
telling me about some boy she’d kissed.

My initial thoughts were: Wow, she’s forward. Not sure I'd
go up to someone I didn’t know and tell them about my lip
antics.

But then she used my name, as if she knew me.

“Sorry — how do you know my name?” I asked as politely
as [ could.

She laughed. Rude.

“Come on, you idiot,” she said. “I need to show you these
texts Taj was sending me.” She started pulling me by my arm
toward the school’s pupil entrance.

“What are you doing?” I said, yanking back. “I don’t know
you. Why are you acting like we’re friends?”

The girl let go of my arm and looked at me, her wide,
slightly obnoxious grin starting to falter. “Rachel, are you
joking?”

I wasn’t sure what she was playing at. “I’ve never seen you
before.”

“We’re best friends, you birdbrain. Have been since Year
Two.”

“My best friend is Jenna Weir. I don’t even know your
name.”

She didn’t know who Jenna Weir was and started to cry.
Mrs Fowler came rushing over. She hadn’t heard of Jenna
Weir either, which made me angry. Were this girl and Mrs
Fowler in league to confuse and frighten me?

The girl became hysterical. I became hysterical. Her
mother was called. My mother was called. All before the end
of registration.

Mum took me home, and only then did this girl start to
come back to me. Lucy. Her name was Lucy. It was a bizarre
feeling, like I'd woken up from a dream. No, Jenna Weir
wasn’t in my Year Six class. Lucy was. Lucy was my best
friend, the one I had sleepovers with every Friday night.
Round hers one week, mine the next. Jenna Weir... she was
slipping away. It was getting harder to recall her at all.

I’'m not sure if Lucy ever truly forgave me. I don’t think she
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trusted me after that. We stayed friends, but drifted apart
during secondary school. By Year Nine we never spoke again.

I remember Mum, at the time, was convinced Lucy had
done something to upset me and my reaction that day was to
punish her. Truth is, that’s not the truth at all. For a few hours
that morning, I genuinely had no idea who Lucy was.

Parent’s Evening

“Let’s start with the good,” said Mr Spencer, Rachel’s history
teacher. “The quality of Rachel’s written work is excellent.
For a Year Eight student, her grasp of grammar, spelling and
her use of adjectives is better than some of my GCSE
students. She is clearly an extremely intelligent girl.”

Rachel’s mother, Maureen Evans, looked at her smiling
daughter with uncertainty. A ‘but’ was coming, and the more
glowing the praise before it, the bigger it was likely to be.
The smile Maureen returned her was slight, restrained until
she knew exactly how much praise to apportion.

“And the bad?” Maureen asked. Let’s get this over with.

“Well...” Mr Spencer said, his desperately-in-need-of-
plucking unibrow crinkling as he frowned, “... I’'m afraid
Rachel refuses to engage with the subject.”

Maureen glanced at Rachel, whose smile had twisted into
an irascible frown. “How do you mean?” she asked.

“Unfortunately, she seems to think that I’'m running a
creative writing class, rather than a history class.”

“I’m not sure what you mean.”

“I’ll give you a few examples.” Mr Spencer folded his arms
on the desk. “Earlier this year we learned about Christopher
Columbus’s discovery of America. But Rachel insisted that
Columbus never got to America, that his ship and crew were
lost at sea, that the person who actually discovered the
Americas was a Frenchman, though she couldn’t say who.
Then, more recently” — he pulled out some notes to refer to —
“we started learning about William Shakespeare — his
upbringing, his marriage, his career. But Rachel insists that
Shakespeare only wrote a handful of plays before he was
stabbed to death in a brawl. She believes that some of his
most famous plays such as Romeo and Juliet and A
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Midsummer Night’s Dream were planned but never written.
It’s all very imaginative, but history is about facts, not
fantasy.”

“It’s not fantasy,” mumbled Rachel, staring at her feet. “He
was stabbed outside a tavern when he was twenty-eight.”

“No, he wasn’t,” said Mr Spencer, turning a hard gaze on
Rachel and sounding like he’d had this argument several
times before. “I told you, he died aged fifty-two in 1616. No
one knows how or why but one non-contemporary source
says he died of a fever.”

“But I remember learning about it.”

“When? When did you learn about it? Because it certainly
wasn’t in my class.”

“I — I don’t remember.”

“Mmm.” His lips compressed and he shook his head. “I'm
afraid the fact is, young lady, unless you start to realise that
history is not about writing stories, you’re going to fail your
exams in the summer.”

Rachel, still staring at her feet, shrugged her shoulders
belligerently.

“Rachel, are you listening to Mr Spencer?” Maureen said, a
hint of irritation in her tone. “He’s only trying to look out for
you.”

Sighing, Rachel lifted her head, looked fleetingly at
Maureen, then returned her gaze to the floor, like she was too
embarrassed — or too embittered — to face anyone. She
murmured, “I know.”

Uncle Roger

“Rachel, eat some breakfast before you go,” said Mum. My
body’s high metabolism kept me thin — which Mum knew —
but she was permanently worried I was going to turn
anorexic.

“No, Mum, I’m already late.” I downed the coffee she’d
made me, lurched into the hallway, and dug my feet into my
shoes.

“Oh, I do hate it when you skip breakfast,” said Mum from
the kitchen.

“Stop worrying. I’'m going to Pizza Hut with Angela after
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our lecture, so I’'m hardly going to waste away.”

I heard her sigh. I was about to hurtle out the front door
when I remembered I needed to tell her my dinner plans.
“I'm going to pop into Uncle Roger’s after uni, so I'll
probably have dinner with him tonight.”

“Pardon?”

Presuming she hadn’t heard me, I dashed from the hallway
to the kitchen to repeat myself, huffing as I did so. Not that
an extra few seconds were going to make much difference to
the embarrassment of walking into my sociology lecture half
an hour late.

“I said — I’'m going to pop into Uncle Roger’s after —”

“Yes, 1 heard what you said.” Mum stared at me, her
eyebrows quivering and face ashen.

“What?” I snapped.

“Darling, you know Uncle Roger is dead.”

A breath caught in my throat. For a second I wasn’t sure
I’d heard her right. “Sorry — what?”” I choked out.

“Uncle Ro%er is dead. You know he is. He died on
September 11". Remember?”

She’s been keeping this from me! How could she?

“Are you serious?” My fingers gripped the edge of the
breakfast bar. “September 11™? That’s almost a month ago!”

Mum’s brow deepened. “A month ago? No... The
September 1y

“What do you mean, the September 11

“September 11™ 2001. When the World Trade Center was
attacked. Uncle Roger was working in the North Tower when
the first plane hit.” She stepped toward me.

I stepped back. “What attack? What plane?”

Mum shook her head. “Rachel, I don’t understand how you
could forget this. Two hijacked planes flew into the Twin
Towers in New York, caused both buildings to collapse.
Your Uncle Roger” — she swallowed and I saw the lump in
her throat — “he was on one of the impact floors.” Her voice
was breaking up.

“Mother, I have no idea what you’re talking about. The
Twin Towers are still standing. I saw them on the news the
other day.” I waved a vague hand toward the living room.
“And I spoke to Uncle Roger on the phone last week.”

“Oh, darling. No, you didn’t.” A tear rolled down her

thr)”
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cheek. “You really didn’t.”

My heartbeat quickened. My uni bag dropped off my
shoulder. Feeling faint, I groped for a stool around the
breakfast bar. Mum made me more coffee. I texted Angela to
tell her I wasn’t going to make the lecture.

I went to the doctors instead.

Dr Flynn

Maureen hoped that hypnotherapist Dr Flynn would have
some answers, because Rachel’s GP certainly didn’t.

Maureen’s regular dose of diazepam wasn’t helping that
day. Not that she was expecting it to. Rachel had been having
sessions with Dr Flynn for the last two weeks and today Dr
Flynn was going to give her and Rachel a report on her
progress, and an assessment on what she thought was wrong.

“I’'m afraid I don’t have anything enlightening to tell you
both.”

Great, thought Maureen. Exactly what she was dreading.

“What can you tell us?” She tried to suppress her
frustration.

“Well, as you know, I’ve had Rachel under deep hypnosis
in each of our sessions.” Her thin fingers curled around the
file in her lap. “And I’ve talked with her about various events
in her life. She’s recalled a lot of things very differently to
the account you gave me, Mrs Evans.”

Maureen took Rachel’s hand, entwining their fingers.
“What things?”

“She described being with her father. Day trips. Holidays.
She described going to her father’s place of work. It was a
‘Take Your Daughter to Work Day’ and she remembered
helping him on an advertising campaign for a new chocolate
bar.”

Maureen’s heart dropped. Rachel’s father — her beloved
Kevin — died before Rachel was born.

“She also remembered having a brother.”

“A brother?” Maureen’s brows shot upward.

It was all too much. Maureen found herself panicking,
struggling to breathe, hot — cold — hot — cold. Dr Flynn
calmed her down, told her that everything would be okay,
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that apart from Rachel’s mystery memories, she was as
healthy as a horse. Normally Maureen needed a paper bag,
but Dr Flynn’s soothing words and velvet voice were enough.

Rachel hugged her.

Dr Flynn carried on. “I’'m going to suggest that Rachel
spends some time at Pinewood. Just so we can do some
further tests.”

“Pinewood?” Rachel had accepted everything in silence up
to this point, but this she couldn’t stand. “Isn’t that a loony
bin?”

“It’s a mental health facility.”

She frowned. “I’m not crazy.”

“I’m not saying you are,” Dr Flynn said. “But there is a
problem with your memory and there are people at Pinewood
who may be able to find out what it is.”

Pinewood

I’d been at Pinewood for two weeks. The doctors were no
closer to understanding what was going on in my head. My
resentment for Mum was gone. At first, yes, I was beyond
mad at her for shipping me off to the nuthouse. But it was the
fear talking. I knew I was in the right place.

How could I forget 9/11? How could I forget Uncle Roger
dying? Because part of me genuinely believed it never
happened. I had been living with ‘alternate’ memories all my
life. Some clearer than others. Some I’d resolved were
dreams which I’d confused with reality.

No. Dreams were nothing to do with it. I had a theory of
my own. A theory I didn’t share with the doctors. Not really
their specialty. The best people to call would’ve been Mulder
and Scully, if they weren’t just TV inventions.

My theory was this: I’d fallen through a hole in the fabric
of space from a parallel universe, and my alternate memories
were memories of my original life in the other world.

Very sci-fi, granted. But no one else had an alternative
explanation to offer.

Until November 13"™. That’s when everything changed.
Friday the 13",

How apt.
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Dr Flynn was talking to someone in the corridor outside my
room. I’d been given a private room away from the communal
ward [ was in during my first week. I wasn’t sure why.

Dr Flynn’s arrival was a surprise. She hadn’t been to see
me once. I presumed she’d palmed me off on the specialists
at Pinewood. Now she was here at three o’clock in the
morning.

She entered the room and barely looked at me. Not even a
hint of a smile. Two others were standing in the doorway — a
man and a woman in dark suits with dark hair. My lamp was
on its dimmest setting, and the glow only limped as far as the
end of my bed, making their faces dark as well. T could tell
from the tilt of their heads that they were staring at me.

Dr Flynn was fumbling with the instrument tray in the
corner of the room. Before my brain managed to connect
with my lips to ask questions, she stabbed my arm with a
syringe.

The room spun. Dr Flynn and the two people in suits were
swallowed inside a frantic blur, then a thick quilt of darkness
fell over me.

Missing

Every time the phone rang, Maureen hoped it was Pinewood
with news of her darling Rachel. A diagnosis, a prognosis
and a discharge date. She hated the thought of Rachel being
there, getting poked, prodded and interrogated by doctors
who had no clue what they were dealing with. Rachel was a
new phenomenon to them.

Then the phone did ring. Just before midday on Friday,
November 13™. It was Pinewood with news of Rachel, but it
wasn’t the news she expected, nor imagined, possible.

“Mrs Evans, is your daughter with you?” said Dr Farage,
Rachel’s doctor at Pinewood.

Maureen’s heart stopped. “What? No. No, she’s not with
me. Because she’s there. At the hospital.”

“Have you had any contact with Rachel? Did she try to call
you at all last night?”

“No, she didn’t. Tell me what’s going on.” Maureen
pressed the phone to her ear and lowered herself into a chair.

ER)
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“It appears Rachel discharged herself in the middle of the
night. We can’t find her. She’s nowhere at the facility.”

Them

“W-what are you... you d-doing to me...?” I murmured, the
words falling limply from my lips.

I opened my eyes a crack to a blur of people. More men
and women in dark suits. Doctors in white coats. They
surrounded me, talking amongst themselves, talking about
me. I was in a bed, but not the same bed or the same room I
was in before.

“You... you’ve kidnapped me,” I challenged them with the
little vigour I could muster. “You’ll pay for this.”

One of the doctors approached. A man. As he leaned over
me, he shifted into focus, like a lens change during an eye
test. I could make out his green eyes, the thick tortoiseshell
frames of his glasses, the small scar on his bald head, and the
tiny grey hairs that were curling out of his nose.

“My sincerest apologies, but your removal was necessary,”
he said, and I felt his warm, stale breath on my cheeks.

“W-why?”

“You have an ability we do not yet fully understand, which
very few people possess. You have a different perception of
time. A larger perception. You can see beyond. You can see
the changes. The work we do sometimes necessitates
changes.”

“Changes to what?”

“The timeline.”

I tried to swallow. My throat wouldn’t let me. When it
finally did, it was like someone had socked me in the neck.

“W-what are you going to do to me?”

“We’ve been assessing you, trying to determine the extent of
your ability. For some people, it’s just like déja vu, but yours is
the most powerful we’ve seen. That leaves us two options.”

“Which are?” Honestly, I was afraid to find out.

“The first is we kill you. Quick and painless for you, clean
and tidy for us. The work we do has to remain a secret, and
we cannot continue to operate in the dark with you shining a
light on us.”

21



RRACHEL CAN SEE

It was like he’d slammed a bunched fist into the pit of my
stomach with his full weight behind it, driving the breath
from my lungs. Wordless, I just stared in horror. No one even
believed me! What sort of threat could I have been?

“I take it you’d like to hear Option Two?” He said it with a
facetious smirk — as if this was the time. “The second option
is that we use you.”

Finally, I found my voice. “Use me?”

“As I’ve said, your ability is powerful. You can see things
we can’t. We may be able to use that to our advantage.”

“W-what would I have to do?”

“Join us. Work with us. Help us to better understand your
ability, so that we can nurture you into an asset. [’'m afraid it
would mean you giving up your former life in a rather finite
way, to avoid drawing unwanted attention.”

“What do you mean finite?”

“We’d need to fake your death.”

My throat closed once more. All I could think of was Mum
utterly falling to pieces.

Impatience now crisping his words, the doctor continued,
“I realise none of this is what you want to hear, but we’re
busy people. I’ll give you five minutes to assimilate what
I’ve said and come to a decision.”

Yeah, right. Five minutes.

The Call

Maureen had not slept for three days. Not since Pinewood
told her Rachel was missing. There was no way she could, no
way any parent could. She lived on coffee and frozen ready
meals — when she felt like eating. The TV was always on, a
sort-of companion, but nothing on the screen really registered
or mattered. All she wanted was for her iPhone to ring and
for Rachel’s tender voice to caress her ear.

On the third day, it did ring. But it wasn’t Rachel’s voice. It
was Detective Inspector Tabor’s voice. Softer, gentler, and
more sullen than when Maureen first met her. No longer
edged with positivity and hope.

“We think we’ve found her,” she said dismally.

Maureen knew what she meant, but denial took over. “Is
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she okay?” She didn’t even believe her own words.

“We’re going to need you to come down to the hospital.”

“To do what?” She didn’t know why she asked. She
already knew the answer.

“I’m so sorry, Mrs Evans. We need you to come and
identify Rachel’s body.”

History tests

Sometimes death is better.

Two years they’d been assessing me, examining me,
delving into every corner of my existence. I couldn’t
remember the last time I saw daylight.

“Er — sorry, Rachel, can we backtrack?” said Dr Masood.

Here I was again. Another hypnotherapy session with Dr
Masood. Another history test. Today she’d been asking me
about the Vietnam War.

“You said that President Kennedy ended the Vietnam War?
When was this?”

Going inside my head with a few choice words was better
than going inside it with a scalpel. I was just so tired. Tired of
being a lab rat for these people. And what hurt the most,
more than any blade or needle, was that I’d almost forgotten
what Mum looked like.

“Mid-60s, I think,” I replied wearily, remembering JFK’s
world-famous speech about the Vietnam peace agreement.

Dr Masood was silent for a minute or so. Then she said,
“So you don’t recall anything happening to President
Kennedy in 1963?”

“Er —no.”

“I see. So you know nothing about Kennedy’s trip to
Dallas, Texas, on November 22"7”

“No... why? Should 1?”

I’d obviously said something important.
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WHO IS RUDOLPH FENT2?

June 1950

Tired and fed-up, Forrest Thomson was finally on his way
home after a late night at the office. That’s when he
encountered Rudolph Fentz.

At 11.15pm, Forrest was passing through Times Square,
New York City, heading for his apartment on West 51 Street
during Times Square’s busiest time, theatre letting out time.
Carving through the crowds, wishing he’d gone a different
way, Forrest noticed a man in his thirties standing in the
middle of the road.

The man looked confused, disoriented, and was staring at
the cars like he’d never seen one before. And what in the
world was he wearing? A cutaway coat, waistcoat
underneath; a turned-up collar and black, oversized bow tie;
and a tall silk hat. He also had proper mutton chop whiskers
like nobody had anymore. It was all very l9th-century. Most
odd.

The traffic lights went green. The man panicked and,
instead of waiting, made a run for the sidewalk.

Forrest screamed, “Stop!” but was far too far away to be
heard.

The man ran straight into the path of a taxi and went
tumbling over the hood. Forrest flinched. He’d never seen
anyone run over before.

He sprinted to where the man lay but a crowd of people and
some police officers had already surrounded him. Wondering
how bad he was hurt, Forrest’s gaze shifted between different
members of the crowd, trying to discern what they were
saying. His question was answered by a woman who was
much closer, “He’s stone-dead! Why on earth did he run out
like that?”

Shit. Forrest’s chest tightened. He’d never seen anyone
dead before either.

It was at that moment that Forrest noticed another woman
standing amid the crowd, saying nothing, just looking. He
noticed her because she was the only person who didn’t seem
shocked by the dead man lying in front of her. He saw her
look at her watch. Then she turned and walked away.

Curious.

Instead of staying with the crowd, Forrest felt compelled to
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follow her. She flagged down a taxi, forcing him to make a
quick decision.

It was nearly half eleven. I should go home.

Damn it, there was something strange about all this. That
man, his clothes, the fact that he looked like he’d never seen
a car before.

This woman knew something.

So he waved for his own taxi and instructed the driver to
follow her. Less than fifteen minutes later, the woman’s taxi
dropped her on West 86" Street, just inside Central Park,
near the Central Park Reservoir.

“Stop here,” said Forrest to the taxi driver. He paid the fare
and got out. He saw the woman head for the reservoir and
pursued her. Since it was night time, it was easier to stay out
of sight. Regularly she looked around to check she wasn’t
being followed. Even more suspicious. Hidden behind trees,
away from the pools of lamplight that flanked the reservoir,
Forrest watched her sneak inside the southern pump house, a
grey structure made from schist and granite that Forrest had
always thought looked like a miniature castle thanks to the
arched windows and turrets.

Why would she go in there?

He stepped out of the trees and — wary and uneasy now —
climbed the steps to the pump house. The clock on top of the
building ticked past midnight. Forrest couldn’t see anything
but darkness through the windows. He stepped up to the main
door and listened for movement inside. Nothing. He
presumed the woman had locked the door behind her, but he
wasn’t going to try it. He didn’t want to draw attention.

He looked around for a little longer. He walked from the
pump house a little way along the joggers’ path, which edged
the reservoir, looking out across the moon-stroked water.

That’s weird.

He could see a strange rippling on the surface of the
reservoir, about a quarter of a mile out from the pump house.
Couldn’t have been the wind. It was coming from just one
spot. Something beneath the water was causing it.

The rippling continued for a few minutes. Then the water
was still again. Forrest waited a further ten minutes, but the
woman didn’t re-emerge from the pump house. So he left
Central Park and took a taxi home.
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September 1951

On a Friday afternoon, Forrest picked up a copy of the latest
issue of Collier’s magazine in his lunch break. With a coffee
and a peanut butter and jelly sandwich, he sat to read it in a
café on West 45" Street.

He liked the short stories, particularly the ones by up-and-
coming science fiction author Jack Finney. This issue had a
story by Finney called /'m Scared, about an unnamed retired
man, the story’s narrator, who had been interviewing people
in the New York City vicinity. The people he spoke to had all
had bizarre experiences that seemed to involve time travel.
There was a woman who had an encounter with an adult dog
two years before she was given the same dog as a puppy. A
man who snapped a photograph of himself with his future
wife a few years before they’d even met. And a man who was
shot using a gun that had been found and locked in a police
safe the day before — and was still there. The narrator posited
that the fabric of time was breaking down.

What really caught Forrest’s attention was the narrator’s
meeting with Captain Hubert V. Rihm of the New York City
Police Department. Rihm talked about a case of his,
concerning a thirty-something-year-old man who showed up
in Times Square late one evening in June 1950. No one saw
how he got there, but he was dressed in late-19™-century
clothes, looked disoriented and was standing in the middle of
the road, only to be hit by a taxi and killed before anyone
could help.

“Huh?” said Forrest aloud, looking up and realising he’d
invited stares from some of the other people in the café. He
smiled awkwardly and returned his eyes to the magazine.

Even the date was the same. June 1950. He had presumed
the story was fictional — but it couldn’t be.

Forrest read on. Captain Rihm told the narrator that when
the man’s body was searched, the items in his pockets
seemed to fit with the 19™-century nature of his attire.
Seventy dollars in obsolete banknotes. A bill from a livery
stable for washing a carriage and feeding a horse. A letter to
‘Rudolph Fentz’ at an address on Fifth Avenue, New York
City, postmarked June 1876 — an address that was now a
business premises, not a residence. And several business
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cards repeating the name and address.

Rihm investigated and traced Rudolph Fentz’s daughter-in-
law, who said that Fentz had disappeared in 1876 when he
was twenty-nine years old. When Rihm checked missing
persons records, he found an entry for Fentz from 1876. The
description given was an exact match for the unidentified
man who’d been run over in Times Square.

Rihm’s only explanation was that Rudolph Fentz had
somehow travelled forwards in time from 1876 to 1950.

This is mad.

Coffee cold and only a third drunk — Forrest had been so
engrossed in the story — he hurried out of the café and
decided to take the rest of the afternoon off.

O

“Good afternoon, please could I speak with Captain Hubert
V. Rihm?” said Forrest, making the call from his apartment
at three-thirty that afternoon.

“I’'m sorry, sir,” said the receptionist. “Please could you
repeat that name?”

“Captain Hubert V. Rihm.”

Forrest could hear the flutter of paper. “Please could you
hold the line, sir,” she then said.

The line went quiet. Two minutes later, she returned. “I’'m
afraid there are no police officers with that name at this
precinct.”

“Oh. Okay. Thank you.”

“Have a pleasant day, sir.”

Forrest hung up. It wasn’t hugely surprising. Even though
one of the stories in /'m Scared was almost identical to what
Forrest had witnessed in Times Square a year ago, the
characters and names might still have been fictional.

Perhaps Jack Finney heard about what happened to the man
in Times Square from someone else — or witnessed it himself
— and incorporated it into the story.

There was only one way to find out.

“Hello, please could I speak to Jack Finney?” said Forrest,
having found the author’s telephone number in the phone
book.
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“Yes, speaking,” a man replied.

“Oh, hello, sir. Can I just say, I really enjoy your stories in
Collier’s magazine.”

“Oh, yes. Thank you.”

“I wanted to ask you about one of them if [ may.”

“Go ahead.”

“Your latest story, I'm Scared, has details of an event that
is very similar to something I actually witnessed myself a
year ago. Rudolph Fentz. The man who, in your story, is
dressed in 19™-century clothes, turns up in Times Square,
confused and like he’s never seen a car before, and gets run
over by a taxi. I saw something just like this — and in June
last year — same time as in your story. I wanted to know
where the inspiration came from...”

Mr Finney went quiet.

Forrest was urged to fill the silence. “I — er — just thought it
was a bit of an extraordinary coincidence. Thought you
might’ve been there yourself, or maybe someone told you
about it?”

“Who are you?”

“My name’s Forrest Thomson.”

“Be careful, Mr Thomson.”

“Be careful? Why?”

“Because they made me put my name to that story. Even
paid me for it. But I never actually wrote it. That story was
nothing to do with me.”

Curiouser and curiouser.

“Who are ‘they’?”

“People you don’t want to be on the wrong side of.”

Forrest felt the hairs on the back of his neck bristle against
his shirt collar. “Sir, if I may enquire, do you know who did
write I'm Scared?”

Mr Finney had already hung up.

O

His leads had gone dry but Forrest decided that he finally had
a good story. Even though he was convinced of something
highly suspect going on after the Times Square incident last
year, he didn’t think what he had was enough. He wasn’t a

30



AR TImE

journalist either. Numbers were his strength, which was why
he was an executive in the accounts department of The New
York Times rather than one of its reporters. Still, he had a
yearning to do a bit of journalism for the newspaper and was
just waiting for the right story.

This was it.

On a dusty typewriter, he began writing. He included
everything — the man in 19th—century clothes getting run over,
the mysterious woman he followed to Central Park, the
strange rippling on the surface of the reservoir, and the
details of his little investigation into /’m Scared.

He also included his own theory about it all: I'm Scared
and all of the stories contained within it were true, but were
deliberately being disguised as fiction. Rudolph Fentz was
real — he was the man Forrest had seen get run over. Captain
Hubert V. Rihm was probably real, too, but his existence had
been erased as part of the same cover-up. And the woman
who disappeared into the Central Park pump house was at the
heart of it. Perhaps her people were conducting time travel
experiments, and Rudolph Fentz and all the other
interviewees in I'm Scared were inadvertent victims of those
experiments.

Just as he was finishing the manuscript, Forrest received a
knock at the door of his apartment.

He went and looked through the peephole. It was Arthur,
the landlord for the building. Forrest opened the door,
immediately noticing the forlorn expression on Arthur’s face.

“Arthur, are you o — ?”

Another man was there with him in the corridor, Forrest
realised. Standing on Arthur’s right, the man — dressed in a
long black coat and trilby — had a pistol in his gloved hand
and was pointing it at Arthur’s waist.

“I’'m so sorry, Forrest,” Arthur murmured. “He made me
bring him up here.”

Forrest felt his chest bulge as he fought for breath. His
heartbeat quickened. He addressed his question to the man
holding the gun, dread tightening his throat, “W-what’s going
on?”

“We need to have a little chat, Forrest,” said the man
menacingly. He looked at Arthur. “You may go, but
remember what I said. If you call the police, I will shoot Mr
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Thomson here and then I will come downstairs and shoot
you.”

Arthur made a run for the stairwell at the end of the
corridor, stumbling as he did so.

“Shall we?” said the man, shifting his aim to Forrest.

Forrest let him in to his apartment. The man instructed him
to pour them both a drink and then go and sit on the couch in
the living room. The man sat in Forrest’s armchair opposite
him.

“I want this to be as painless for you as possible,” said the
man softly. “What’ll help make that happen is if you tell me
exactly who you’ve told about Rudolph Fentz.”

How could these people have traced him so quickly?

Shit. The calls. The calls he made. Still, they were fast.
Damn fast.

Forrest wasn’t going to hide anything. What was the point?
Clearly these were powerful people. “No one,” he said. “I’ve
written a story for The New York Times all about it. My first
piece of journalism for them. Didn’t want to share it with
anyone till the chief editor had seen my article.”

“And where is this article?”

“On my typewriter in my study. Ink’s not even dry.”

“Where is your study?”

“Just down there.” Forrest indicated past the kitchen to the
room at the end of the hall.

“Fetch it for me, please.”

The man followed Forrest to his study. Forrest handed the
manuscript to him, including the last page that was still in the
platen of the typewriter, and they returned to the living room.

The man read it, commenting afterwards, “Quite a theory
you have here. You’ve had a busy afternoon. It’s a shame
that your theory is just a bit too close to the truth.”

“So you admit that Rudolph Fentz is a real person? Not just
a fictional character invented by Jack Finney?”

The man leaned forwards. He placed his gun on the coffee
table in front of him. He would’ve been able to reach it first —
there was no point Forrest trying to grab it. Forrest took it as
a gesture of politeness more than anything else.

“You seem like a good, reasonable man. And since we both
know how this is going to end, I see no reason to bullshit
you. As you have determined, /'m Scared is not a work of
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fiction. The real writer of /'m Scared wrote it not as a short
story, but as a statement for the press. He spoke to people,
discovered things that were going on in the New York City
vicinity which the organisation I represent would rather not
be generally known. We thought we had tracked down all
those who’d experienced certain strange events. ['m Scared
proved that we hadn’t, and both the writer and all the people
in the statement became a serious problem for us.
Unfortunately, he had already released his statement to the
press before we were able to track him down, and versions of
his story had already been published in several newspapers.”

The man leaned forwards again, picking up the glass of
whiskey Forrest had poured for him, and sipped it.

“We dealt with him — the writer — and all the people in the
statement. But we couldn’t delete what was already in the
public domain. What we could do was try and rebut it
somehow. So we got hold of the original statement and
published the whole thing as a short story by Jack Finney.
He’d already written short stories about time travel for
Collier’s, so he seemed like an apt choice. That way people
would believe the stories about Rudolph Fentz and the others
came from him.”

“Apart from the people who were actually there,” Forrest
pointed out, “like me.”

“Indeed, but you were the only one we didn’t know about.
Everyone else gave statements at the time, so we were able to
track them down. You didn’t.”

That’s because Forrest was saving it for the New York
Times story he’d just written — which now wouldn’t see the
light of day.

At least he’d bought himself a year.

“So are you going to tell me the truth of what’s been going
on in this city?” Forrest asked. It was worth a try.

The man paused. He looked again at Forrest’s manuscript
for The New York Times. “You’ve pretty much hit the nail on
the head in this, but I see no harm, at this point, in giving you
the full picture. It’s the least I can do.”

Forrest shivered. “I’m listening.”

“My organisation has a facility at the bottom of the Central
Park Reservoir. It’s one of several throughout the world. As
we speak, our scientists are conducting experiments there.
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They are trying to make time travel possible. The
experiments are in their infancy and we’re a long way from
success. Long story short, there have been some... problems.
Accidents. We believe that some of the experiments created
instabilities in time throughout the city and beyond it,
causing certain people and things to become displaced. But
what’s important is that everything is under control again.
Our hope is that there will be no further incidents.”

Forrest downed the rest of his whiskey and poured another.
Having his theory verified felt good, even if nothing else did.

“Would you permit me to make myself a peanut butter and
jelly sandwich?” he asked, swallowing hard, knowing that he
didn’t have long left.

The man smiled. “Of course.”

As Forrest ate and drank, polishing off a whole bottle of
whiskey, he chatted with the man about unrelated things: his
job at The New York Times, his travels to London, his ex-
girlfriend Jeannie. And the man shared a few tales, too: his
own travels, his son starting college, his wife being pregnant
with a new baby.

And after Forrest had finished his sandwich and the dregs
of his whiskey, the man said quietly, “It’s time,” and Forrest
nodded.

Then the man picked up his gun, stood up, and shot Forrest
in the head.
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Cody Evans’ favourite song by Funky Pimple, a band
described by his sister as “straight-up weird”, came on Giant
Cow Parsnip FM. Thirty seconds into the song, just before
the awesome knife and fork solo, the signal cut out again.

Cody silently blasted the world of technology. These days,
computers could run baths, do laundry and cook a roast, but
listening to the radio on the train through the English
countryside was just too much. Patchy reception ever since
he left Paddington meant that Giant Cow Parsnip FM, the
radio station for ‘alternative’ listeners, had cut out four times
already.

Having a break from studying for his GCSEs, Cody was
bound for the village of Chipping Vernon and his aunt,
Maureen Evans. He wasn’t particularly excited about it.
Seeing Aunt Maureen was always a sad affair. Her daughter,
Rachel — Cody’s cousin — was killed in a hit-and-run a couple
of years ago and for obvious reasons Aunt Maureen hadn’t
been the same since. Although Cody and Rachel weren’t
particularly close due to the age gap, he missed her too. She
had been like another older sister to him, a slightly less
annoying one.

“Mrs Battersby really needs to trim her bush,” said the
posh old lady on the other side of the train carriage, a mobile
phone to her ear. “It’s unsightly and not fair on the
neighbours to have to look at it. Perhaps we ought to bring it
up at the village meeting.”

Cody chuckled to himself. Her round spectacles, smart
jacket, long, plain skirt and sensible shoes made him doubt
she was referring to this Mrs Battersby’s pubic area. And her
rigid, perfectly shaped grey perm made her aversion to
unkempt shrubbery unsurprising.

An attendant with a trolley of snacks and drinks entered the
carriage. “Anything to eat or drink, madam?” she said to the
old lady.

“A drop of gin, please, dear. No tonic,” the old lady
replied, before resuming her phone call, “Yes, I quite agree...
Oh, don’t get me started on Mr Barnaby. Ghastly little man.”

After giving the lady a glass and small bottle of gin, the
attendant turned to Cody, “Anything to eat or drink, sir?”

“No, thank you.”

As the attendant continued through the carriage, Cody
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looked out of the window. A minute or so later, the train
went straight through the station of Marplemead, which
meant he was about half an hour from Chipping Vernon.

A faint murmur eased through the crackly static currently
being emitted by the single headphone tucked into his left
ear. The radio was coming back on, though it sounded like
he’d missed his song.

Then a muffled woman’s voice said, “Please repeat. Is the
Home Secretary safe?” And a moment later, “Good.”

Eh?

He listened. The static was back, the voice gone.

Perhaps that was a bit of an advert, a trailer for something,
leaking through a sliver of reception. Whatever it was, was
gone.

“Mrs Battersby really needs to trim her bush. It’s unsightly
and not fair on the neighbours to have to look at it. Perhaps
we ought to bring it up at the village meeting.”

Cody looked at the old lady on the phone. Did she literally
just say the same thing again?

Silly old bat. Obviously didn’t remember that she’d just
made a point about poor Mrs Battersby’s bush a few minutes
ago.

The radio signal started coming back. Cody heard the same
voice from before say, “What’s happened?”

A pause, then, “Alright, hold on.”

This wasn’t the radio. Cody was hearing one side of a
conversation.

The train attendant with the trolley of snacks came into the
carriage again, through the same door she’d emerged from
minutes ago — but Cody hadn’t seen her go back that way.

Did he black out or something?

“Anything to eat or drink, madam?” she said to the old lady
— again.

“A drop of gin, please, dear. No tonic.” The old lady
resumed her phone call, saying, “Yes, I quite agree... Oh,
don’t get me started on Mr Barnaby. Ghastly little man.”

What was going on here?

After serving the old lady, the attendant addressed Cody as
before, “Anything to eat or drink, sir?”

“Er — didn’t you just come through here and ask me that?”

“Pardon, sir?”
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“You already asked me, and you already served that
woman over there.”

A soft frown of confusion crossed the attendant’s face. She
glanced at the old lady, then back at Cody. “N-no, sir. |
haven’t been through here yet. I just came from the other
carriage.” She gestured towards the door she’d come through,
connecting this carriage to the one in front.

He didn’t understand. “Is this a joke?”

The attendant’s frown narrowed from confused to irritated.
She said tersely, “No, sir. Anything to eat or drink?”

“No, thank you.”

The attendant continued up the carriage. Cody looked out
of the window. The train whipped through Marplemead
station again.

This didn’t make sense.

Moments later, “Mrs Battersby really needs to trim her
bush. It’s unsightly and not fair on the neighbours to have to
look at it. Perhaps we ought to bring it up at the village
meeting.”

Cody stood up. “What are you doing?” he snapped at the
old lady. “You’ve just said the same thing three times!”

“Excuse me, young man, I’'m on the telephone,” she
replied.

Cody moved into the aisle between the seats, turned and
looked towards the back of the carriage. He should’ve seen
the attendant — she went past in that direction just moments
ago. He didn’t.

The sound of the connecting door opening, followed by the
rattle and clink of a refreshment trolley, made Cody spin
round. Expectedly but impossibly, the attendant came
through a third time.

He had an idea and returned to his seat.

After the attendant served the old lady her gin, she asked
him if he wanted anything and he replied, “Yes, please, a can
of Coke.”

The attendant placed a can of Coca-Cola on the table in
front of him. He paid for it, then she proceeded up the
carriage.

He looked out of the window, waiting for Marplemead
station.

He still had a headphone in his left ear, emitting static,
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almost like a low wind. As he watched through the window,
the same woman’s voice from earlier started breaking
through the static. “You 're right. Something’s gone wrong. A
loop is in progress. We're trying to stabilise.”

A loop...

Marplemead flickered past the window. Cody jumped up,
flung himself into the aisle, and looked down the centre of
the train. The attendant with the refreshment trolley was
there, pouring a cup of tea.

And then she wasn’t. Cody blinked, and the attendant
vanished — gone. No sound. No flash of light. No puff of
smoke. She was there, plain as day, pouring tea. And then
wasn’t. The aisle was clear.

Cody spun back to his table. The can of Coke he’d just
ordered was gone too.

And then came the old lady’s unwitting innuendo, now as
funny as a punch in the nuts, “Mrs Battersby really needs to
trim her bush.”

He expected her to mention the neighbours and bringing it
up at the village meeting. She didn’t. Instead she said, “Mrs
Battersby really needs to trim her bush.”

Cody looked over at her.

“Mrs Battersby really needs to trim her bush. Mrs
Battersby really needs to trim her bush. Mrs Battersby really
needs to trim her bush.”

She twitched in between each repeated sentence — same
moment every time.

Cody arched towards his window. A solitary weeping
willow tree rolled past, its yellow sprawling arms tussling
with the wind. Then another weeping willow went past,
identical to the last, making the same windblown shapes. And
another. Identical. Same movements.

Not another at all. The same one. Appearing at the same
intervals as the old lady’s looping sentence.

He straightened and looked around the carriage again.
Other passengers were stuck in the loop, making exactly the
same movements every few seconds.

It was as if the train was a record on a turntable, skipping.

Cody sat down in his seat. He wasn’t sure what to do. He
listened for the voices in the radio static, pressing his other
headphone into his right ear, if only to drown out the nerve-
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pinching rasp of the old lady.

A minute later, the woman’s voice crackled through again.

“Stabilising. The loop is closing.”

That explained the skipping. The loop was getting smaller.

Then, “Wait. We're getting a separate reading. Stand by.”
The voice was clearer now, louder, but Cody still had no idea
where it was coming from.

A thirty-second pause was followed by, “Confirmed.
There’s a glitch. A glitch in the loop. Could be a person.
Stand by.” A further pause and, “Confirmed. There'’s
someone aboard the train who isn’t resetting.”

Shit. They were talking about him.

Now what?

“Whoever it is, find them and bring them in,” said the
woman.

Cody shot up, spun into the aisle and launched down the
carriage towards the doors. It was time to get off this Twilight
Zone train.

How would he get out? The exit doors were locked on
moving trains.

He didn’t get that far anyway. Through the narrow
windows of the connecting doors ahead, Cody saw glimpses
of someone in the next carriage who wasn’t skipping — and
was heading towards him.

Cody wouldn’t reach the exit doors before this person
reached him.

He stopped, looked around.

“I heard that the Home Secretary was on this train. I heard
that the Home Secretary was on this train. I heard that the
Home Secretary was on this train.”

Cody looked to his left. A forty-something male passenger
was talking to the woman opposite him. Possibly his wife,
since the two were holding hands over the table, both stuck in
the loop.

Cody glanced back at the connecting doors. A man in a
black suit and trilby — typical Men in Black stuff — thundered
through them.

“You! Don’t move!” he blared.

From the looks of it, he was unarmed.

Cody eyed the walking stick that was leant against the seat
next to the forty-something man. The wooden shaft was
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“I heard that the — hey!” The man’s reaction as Cody
grabbed the walking stick. Then the loop reset. “I heard that
the Home Secretary was on this train,” he said to his wife.

Even more bizarre was the fact that his walking stick was
next to him again, yet there was a walking stick in Cody’s
hand, too.

The universe had just grown an extra walking stick.

The Man in Black charged at him.

Cody swung the walking stick, its solid marble handle
connecting with the side of the man’s head. The awful crack
made Cody wince.

The Man in Black went down like a sack of spuds,
thumping onto the floor of the carriage.

Cody dropped the walking stick. His stomach lurched.

The Man in Black was out cold, perhaps dead.

Cody hadn’t planned to kill anyone.

He was about to run, then noticed the folded newspaper
sticking out of the Man in Black’s jacket pocket. He saw a
portion of the back, the sports section, showing the results of
the Newcastle v Juventus football match: two-nil to Juventus.

A match that hadn’t happened yet — it was scheduled for
tonight. Cody was hoping to watch it at Aunt Maureen’s.

He bent down, carefully tugged the newspaper from the
Man in Black’s pocket and unfolded it.

It was a copy of The Overlook, dated April 11",

Tomorrow’s paper. Today was the 10",

Shit, the headline.

HOME SECRETARY KILLED

He started reading the article, but stopped. The train had gone
quiet. He’d only just realised.

He looked around.

The man with the walking stick was staring, motionless, at
his wife. His wife and all the other passengers sat stock-still,
eyes fixed. One lady was drinking from a bottle of water, the
neck of the bottle stuck at her lips. And there was no
movement through the windows either — the train had
stopped.
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Frozen. Frozen in time.

The mysterious woman’s voice filtered through the radio
static, “The loop is closed. Have you apprehended the
glitch?”

No, they fucking hadn’t.

It wouldn’t be long before they realised that Cody, the
glitch, was still glitching. He had to get off this train — now.

He shoved the newspaper into the back pocket of his jeans,
then stepped over the Man in Black and sprang for the exit
doors. Yes! He’d been wondering how he would get off a
locked train, but of course, all trains had door releases for
emergencies. He thought being stuck in a time loop with time
travellers chasing him qualified.

The door release was a red lever in a sealed glass
compartment in the wall next to the exit doors. Cody punched
the glass, smashing it, and pulled the lever.

The doors unlocked. He then had to manually pull them
open.

He jumped out. The train had frozen in the middle of
nowhere, it seemed. He saw the weeping willow, which stood
at the foot of a gentle slope covered in long grass and
scattered with a few more trees further up.

Cody hurtled up the incline, away from the train track.

After three or four strides, the cry of metal on metal jolted
him, made him lose his footing and slip down the incline. His
hands shot out and grabbed a protruding rock to steady
himself.

He looked over his shoulder. The train was speeding away
like nothing had happened.

He continued up the incline, stopping at the top and
looking back. In the distance, he could see Marplemead train
station, a few miles ahead of where he’d got off. He saw the
train tear past it.

Standing on higher ground meant he could see a large
section of the railway track, winding through the
Warwickshire countryside.

What was... that?

He squinted, peered into the distance. There was something
on the track, a mile or so ahead of where the train was
currently.

He dug his smartphone from his pocket, accessed his
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camera app, positioned it over whatever it was, and zoomed
in.

His camera had an excellent zoom. A super-zoom, they
called it. Which meant Cody was able to see pretty clearly
the large stack of metal drums that had been loaded onto the
track.

“Oh my God...”

The driver