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          Mr. Fata

Day 1


It has been only three hours since that fateful moment. The memories still shatter my subconscious like a stain glass window. It was the night the time machine was supposed to be finished. The day it was supposed to finally work. But then they came and they crushed my hopes of its completion with their warrant. In a state of depleted desperation, I decided to use the time machine in order to take myself back three days so that I could warn myself not to attempt to rob the museum. But of course, the time machine was not completed and it malfunctioned. Instead of going back 15 days, it went back 1500 years, and all around the world. When my machine landed (after completely exhausting all of the energy from its M. J. Fox Box) I was left stranded in another time and place.
 I found myself in a strange land. The temperature was sweltering and there were many mountains around me. The Pristine snow-capped colossuses seemed to extend into the clouds, trying to reach away from the earth. There were no green meadows, but to my right there was a cave that went deep into the sides of one of the mountainsides. There also seemed to be some construction underway off in the distance. I was intrigued, so I hid my time machine in the cave, and took a closer look into some clearing where the men were working, pulling out vegetables from the ground. 
Just then, a well-attired man came up to me babbling in a strange language. It took me quite a while to realize that he was actually speaking an ancient dialect of Sanskrit. I had studied the modern Hindi language in one of my college courses, but I could not understand a single word that came out of his mouth. Then I remembered my patented Universal Language Translator (ULT). I looked in the back of my now useless time machine and luckily it was still in the storage compartment. I popped the small device into my ear. While shuffling through the compartment, I also found a set of elastic unbreakable rope, 35 pence, and this journal. With the ULT in my ear, the strange man’s babblings started to translate into an understandable language.  
“What are you doing lazing around you lowly servant? Get back to work or I’ll fire you as fast as a mudskipper!” I was confused by his simile, but I tried to plea my case, not realizing that I had no way of communicating to a man from such a different time period. 

“Well?!” shouted the man, “Stop guffawing and go work on that road! We need the project to connect Patalipatura and Tumralipti by the end of the month, and we still have 50 miles to cover!” That was when I realized that I was in India. I knew that English hadn’t been invented yet, so therefore, I could not try to inform him of my dire situation. Instead I ignored him and went over to one of workers. He was wearing a hat to block out the blazing sun, and when I went up to him, he only glanced up from his hard labor of removing the vegetation from the earth. I asked him what he was doing. He just gave me a vulgar look and went back to his dirty work. I asked him where the nearest city was. All of a sudden, he stopped stooping over, and I realized how tall he was. 
“Look punk, I’m glad to be getting paid for this job with all these jobs being outsourced to these lowly slaves.” I wondered if ‘outsourced’ was the most appropriate word to use. “I don’t want to be left in the dirt when they take over all my job openings, so beat it before the boss sees us and gets as mad as a mongoose.”
I realized that my ULT was not entirely perfected and it replaced certain key words in the people’s phrases such as “mudskipper” or “mongoose.” But ignoring that factor, there was still an issue of my current position of not being able to communicate. I looked beyond the man and saw that behind him were a group of men packing down the earth with dirt. In front of them, I could see a group of men filling in the holes with piles of dirt. There seemed to be an entire work force working their way on the road. 
Then the same jumpy man came up to me again. “What the hell did I tell you?!” I was shocked by his upfront rudeness. “Get your sorry macaque back to work. I am going to be in deep rhesus if this road isn’t completed on thyme. The Gupta Emperor wants this thing open for trade soon, and he does not like compromises!” 

I realized that I must be in the time of the Gupta Empire from the early 4th century up until the sixth. All of a sudden the landscape started to spin around me and I could no longer hear the complaints of the man or of the work force. The sudden realization and the intense heat were too overwhelming, and I fainted on the spot.
Day 3

I awoke in a strange room. There were beds strewn all about me and each one was occupied by someone who had seemed to have been afflicted with some ailment or another. Everything was there from gangrene to live amputations. A woman came up to me (I assume she was a nurse). After seeing that I was awake she started to ask me questions like was my throat dry and whether I had drank the herbal mixtures I had been given. Being completely unconscious for two days, there was no way I could have taken the medicine. Then all of a sudden, a much more distinguished man came over to me. He examined me with his eyes for all but ten seconds and said to his nurse, “This man’s soul is not balanced with his body. It explains the fainting and the incoherent babbling.” I was shocked by the doctor’s assumption. “Put this man on some garlic and honey and he should be better by the end of the week.”


“No sir, I am quite certain that I suffered from simple heat stroke and the fact that I’m living 1500 years before my time. There is no issue of my question of faith.” I replied. But of course, the doctor just smiled and turned to the nurse.


“Please get this man some garlic and honey.”
I was sick to my stomach. I was stuck in some ancient land with a language I couldn’t even speak. I saw below me a courtyard, with a group of people all doing what appeared to be yoga. I signaled to the nurse, pointed down at the courtyard and shrugging my shoulders in question. 

“Oh, them.” she said nonchalantly. “They are doing their daily exercise to strengthen their body and mind.” I understood what she was saying; these infected people were getting exercise through yoga. Their medical system was surprisingly advanced, I could see that they used garlic and tea and herbs to heal the wounded, and they also had a variety of ointments and liquids that were used. They may have had the big picture wrong, but they hit the medicinal mark. 

Suddenly, the doctor came back with a panicked look on his face. “For some reason your case has attracted the attention of the most prominent and devout scientist in all of the land: Mr. Aryabhata!” I had heard the name before, and if his name had withstood 1500 of history, then he must be important. “However the university where he stays is 125 miles from here, so you’ll have to leave at once! I already have an order for a carriage in place, just get this man dressed and hurry like a marmoset.”

I should probably fix the ULT.

Day 6
We have been traveling for three days straight, so I think this would be a good time just to write in my journal. My chauffeur has been very accommodating, and my health has all returned. I am starting to get used to the heat and I can’t wait to meet this acclaimed astronomer, my doctor friend (Mr. Huptara) has been telling me stories about him, and I’m starting to show excitement as well. But it is still a mystery as to why such an important man took such an interest in my case. I have left my time machine back at the road construction, and I’m starting to get signals on my watch that it is starting to regain energy, so perhaps after I meet with this man, I can travel back into the future. 
Day 7

We have arrived at the University, which is the center for learning throughout all of India. I had been informed that I was going to receive a tour of the magnificent place before I would go up to Mr. Aryabhata’s room. A young man led me and Mr. Huptara through the arches and hallways that led from one classroom to another. 
Most of the universities are located in Northern India. We were in the city of Nalanda, a land which has fickle and dangerous seasons. Apparently the rains had come the week before. Nearby, there was a monastery for Buddhist monks, which were strong connections between the universities. This was unsettling for me, coming from a time of separate of Church and state, but they seemed to see this as completely normal.
 I noticed during my tour that there were no women. I just assumed that it was customary that only men be allowed an education, but just as I thought this, we passed a young girl with a writing utensil in her hand. I was truly perplexed. I made the word I assumed was Sanskrit for “girl” making an inflection (as to show means of a question). Mr. Huptara looked at me strangely, but the tour guide understood what I was asking.
“The girls here are all daughters of professors, normally we don’t allow women here.” We passed an archery field and sensing my curiosity, he explained this too. “Those are all sons of lawmakers and warriors; they are trained in the physical arts rather than mathematics or astronomy like the rest of the students. However, We do have a strict no Shudra policy.” I looked at him perplexed. “They’re the untouchables.”

“What are the highlights of your campus?” asked Mr. Huptara. 

“Well, we have 3 libraries, a monastery, and a hospital. I could show you them if you like,” Invited the tour guide. I yawned to make my tiredness known. “Oh, you may retire to your dormitory if you like and you will see Mr. Aryabhata tomorrow.”

Day 8


I awoke too early the next morning not knowing what to expect. I was called out of bed early in the morning and I had the most delicious breakfast. It was still dark out. Then two young students came by and picked me up. Mr. Huptara got up too, but the men told him he wasn’t welcome. I wasn’t around much longer to see his raging fit. The men walked me over to a tall spire in the center of the campus, opened the door, and led me up a long winding staircase. They put me in a vestibule and told me that Aryabhata would be with me shortly. I didn’t have to wait long at all before an old man in a long robe emerged into the room. 

“And you are the one I requested for I presume?” he said in an old raspy voice.


“I sure hope so.” I said mockingly.


“And there is that nonsensical babble that was talked about. Here, come in.” He led me into a large room with boards with all sorts of sketches and formulas, and there was a large dome over my head with a tiny hole in the top. I was amazed to see our number system (1-9) and even zero. On the board I saw the sketches for Л (3.1415). All of a sudden a thought came to mind: math was a universal language for us. I started to scribble down my message furiously. I remember coming up with a makeshift code, but in the heat of the moment, I have now forgotten my ingenious crypt. Either way he understood my message which was: I AM NOT FROM YOUR TIME. I AM OF THE FUTURE. 1500 YEARS. He eyed the paper and then eyed me and cycled this process for a while. 

“Is this true?” he finally asked. I nodded my head. He let out a sigh and sat down on one of the comfy chairs in his office. He took out a glass of tea and offered it to me. I humbly accepted and started to drink it.

He started muttering to himself. “I’ve discovered a lot of controversial theories. Like the spherical shape of the sun and moon. That Mercury and Venus revolve around the sun. We know the reason for lunar eclipses. We’ve taken what we could have from the Greeks. We even elaborated on some of it. We have figured out a year is 365.258 days, but 1500 years can’t even be described by numbers.”

I wrote something else down on the piece of paper: WHY DO YOU BELIEVE ME SO EASILY? He looked at the note and let out another huge sigh. “Come with me.” He waved his hand towards the balcony, beckoning me to follow. I got up. It was still dark enough to see most of the stars. It was a beautiful sight. Even with the sun almost about to rise, I could still see more stars than I had seen during my entire lifetime. I was stunned.


“Look over there.” Aryabhata motioned to a small white spot in the sky. “It was pointed out to me last week. That’s when it started. I have never seen something like that before. It seems to have grown tremendously since when it was first spotted. Up to four or five times.” 


I stared hard at the white patch in the sky, not knowing what to think of it when I had a sudden epiphany. I started shouting in English. “I know what that is! It’s a dimensional rift. When I traveled back in time I must have ripped through the space-time continuum causing the universe to tear itself apart!” I was in shock. I wrote down my message furiously on the paper: THAT IS GOING TO TEAR APART THE UNIVERSE. WE ARE ALL GOING TO DIE! 

He just looked at the paper and shook his head. “No. No, we are not.” I was in shock. I could not believe that such a smart man was so stupid as to be in denial. “I’m sorry.” Now I was really confused. 


“That tea that I gave you earlier was laced with hemlock. Soon, your body will start to fade away and then you will die. Not all of us are going to die, just you. You have to do this to save the universe.”


“But this isn’t my universe! This is your universe. I’m going to die for an alternate universe!”


“Please understand! It doesn’t matter at this point; you only have half an hour left to live. You will be sent to your quarters. If you wish to spend the rest of your life running away, so be it, you will barely get off the university grounds. But you may stay and enjoy a last peaceful death.”


I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. No. No. No. But then I realized and I wrote something down on a piece of paper: IF I GAVE YOU A BOOK, WOULD YOU PUT IT IN THE ARCHIVE? He looked up at me and gave me a nod. 


So here I am, sitting on that comfy chair in Mr. Aryabhata’s office. Writing down the rest of my story, hoping that I may never be forgotten. I never thought I would meet my end by Hemlock, and not by the hands of the police or mobsters. My life has always been like that. I have lost feeling in my legs now. I hope that Mr. Aryabhata will actually log this. It’s getting hard to write. I hope that I am found. I can’t feel anything, there is nothing left to feel, but I will never be forgotten….
