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A Look at the
Time Machine

The Time Traveler (we will call him that) was
talking about deep matters. His usually pale face
was bright. His eyes were shining as he spoke. Six
of us were gathered at his house that night in
1895: a doctor, a very young man, a mayor, a
psychologist, a storekeeper named Filby, and
myself.

We were all good friends of the Time Traveler.
Each of us admired his bright mind and his inven-
tions. In fact, he had invented the chairs we sat
on. We had eaten a very good dinner. And now, we
were sitting around the table, making small talk.
At least, I thought it was small talk. But it soon
became plain that the Time Traveler was very
serious. I had never seen him so excited.

“You must follow me carefully,” he said, point-
ing a finger in the air. “Most of what you have
learned in school about mathematics is wrong.”

“Really,” said Filby. “You ask a lot of us.” (Filby
liked to argue.)

“I don’t ask you to believe anything without
proof,” said the Time Traveler. “And I can prove
what I say. For instance: All things have shape



and form. You can measure them by how high,
wide, and deep they are. Right?”

“Of course,” said the doctor. “We all know that.”

“But you have left out time,” said the Time
Traveler. “It is the fourth way to measure things.”

“I don’t follow you,” said the mayor.

“Let me put it this way,” said the Time Traveler.
“For something to be real to us, it has to be more
than just wide, deep, and high. It has to last long
enough in time for us to know that it’s there.”

“I don’t understand,” Filby said. “Either some-
thing is, or it isn’t. Of course it lasts in time.
Otherwise, it wouldn’t be real. Time isn’t the same
as space.”

“Ah, that’s where you're wrong, Filby,” said the
Time Traveler. “Just because you can’t travel in
time, you think that nothing or no one can travel
in time.”

“This is really too deep for me,” the mayor
sighed.

“Not at all,” said the Time Traveler. “It’s all in
how you look at it. Now, let’s say you are a person
in a cartoon in a newspaper. You can’t cross over
into the next box of the cartoon. But that doesn’t
mean it isn’t there, does it?”

“I suppose not,” said the doctor.

“Well, it’s the same thing with time,” the Time
Traveler explained. “We think of time as some-
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thing that can’t be changed. What is past is gone
forever. And we just have to wait for what is to
come. In our own way, we are like the people in a
cartoon. But just because we can’t cross the lines
doesn’t mean that the past and the future aren’t
there. And I say these lines can be crossed.”

“I think I see what you mean,” the doctor said.
“Things all have four dimensions: they are high,
wide, deep, and exist in time. Time is like space.
It’s just another way to measure things. And it is
just as real as the others.”

“Now you have it!” cried the Time Traveler.

“But there is a difference,” the doctor said, wag-
ging his finger. “We can travel in space. We can go

 up, down, back, and forth. But we can’t travel in
' time.”

“Ah, but we can,” said the Time Traveler, with a
smile. “That’s why I have called you all here
tonight. I have been working for some years on
this idea. I have invented a machine that will let
me travel in time. At least, I have finished a small
model of one. Now I will prove to you that it
works.” '

“It can travel through time?” asked the young
man. “What an idea!”

“It would be wonderful for history teachers,”
said the psychologist. “They could travel back and
see what really happened.”



“Well, what about the future?” said the young
man. “You could put all your money in the bank to
earn interest. Then you could travel years ahead
and be rich.”

“Well, if you ask me, this is all just small talk,”
Filby said. “You can’t prove it.”

“Oh, but I can,” answered the Time Traveler.

“Prove it?” I said. “This I have to see!”

“And so you shall,” said the Time Traveler.

“Of course, it’s all a trick,” Filby added.

“Trick or not, let’s see it,” said the mayor.

The Time Traveler smiled. Then he got up from
the table and went out of the room. We heard him
walk down the hall to his workshop. While he was
gone, Filby started to tell us about a magician he
once saw. But before he could finish his story, the
Time Traveler came back.

The Time Traveler was holding something that
was no bigger than the palm of his hand. It was
about the size of a small clock. I have to admit it
was well made—whatever it was. It had rods of
bright metal. Some parts looked like glass, but
they glowed without light shining on them. There
were other things on it that I had never seen
before.

“This is a small model of a machine I am build-
ing,” explained the Time Traveler. He put the
model on a small table near the fireplace. The only
other thing on the table was an oil lamp. But there
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were many candles lit in the room. I could see
everything clearly.

We all drew closer and looked carefully at the
model. I think we were looking for some kind of
trick. Because of this, I watched very closely. I was
sure that with all of us watching, the Time
Traveler could not trick us.

“Well?” said the psychologist.

“First of all, this is only a model of my
machine,” said the Time Traveler. But it will
travel through Time. Look at this bar. It shines
without any other light. It doesn’t look quite real,
does it?”

“It seems well made,” said the doctor.

; “It took me two years to make the model,” said

" the Time Traveler. He pointed to the other parts of
the machine. “When you press this white bar for-

. ward, the machine will go into the future. The

{ other bar will send it into the past.” He pointed to
a seat on the model. “Here is where the time
traveler will sit on the machine.

“In a minute, I will press the white bar. The
machine will then disappear into the future. It
will be gone forever. That’s because there is no one
on it to bring it back. Watch closely, now. I don’t
want to waste this model, and then have you tell
me it was all a trick.”

We were all quiet for a moment. The Time
Traveler reached for the white bar. Then he
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stopped. He turned to the psychologist and said,
“No, I shouldn’t do this. Here. Lend me your.
finger.”

We watched the psychologist press the white
bar with his finger. The machine began to glow.
Then it began to blur. It seemed to spin. You could
almost see through it, as if it were a ghost of a
machine. Suddenly, it was gone! At the moment it
disappeared, a candle near the fireplace was
blown out. Now the small table was bare, except
for the lamp. _

The psychologist was the first of us to move. He
looked under the table for the machine. I'm sure
he thought it had been a trick. The Time Traveler
laughed.

[ “Well, what do you think?” he asked.

; “Do you mean to tell us that your machine is
now in the future?” the doctor asked. '
i “That’s right,” answered the Time Traveler. He
smiled. “What’s more, I have nearly finished
building a big machine. I plan to travel into time,
myself.” i

“Hold on, now,” said Filby. “It’s one thing to
show us a trick toy. It was good for some after-
dinner fun. But tomorrow, in the daylight ...
That’s another thing.”

The Time Traveler smiled. “Would you like to
see the Time Machine itself, then?” he asked. He
stood up.



We followed him down the hall to his workshop.
The machine was, indeed, a larger model of the
one that had disappeared. But this one wasn’t
finished. The control bars weren’t in place yet. I
picked one up. Like the bar on the model, it was
made of some kind of glass. It seemed to glow from
the inside. On a table nearby, I saw some plans
and drawings.

“All right,” said the doctor. “We’ve seen it. Now
stop joking with us. Do you mean to say that
you're really going to travel through time on this
thing? Or is this a trick—Ilike the ghost you
showed us last Christmas?” ,

“I have never been more serious in my life,” said
the Time Traveler. “I am going to travel into the
future on this machine!”

None of us knew what to say. I looked at Filby.
His face showed that he didn’t believe a bit of it.
He gave me a wink, too.



