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Tuesda

 AM not a sentimentalist. My world is the 
world of science—of material science; my 
religion is the worship of the tangible and 

touchable. Ever practical, I was, even in 
childhood, free of all day-dreams and wild 
imaginings. I say this here to show why you 
must place the utmost credence in what I have 
to tell you. 

y 

 At school I was best in those subjects 
that require a down-to-earth attitude. I reveled 
in mathematics. I could tell you to the smallest 

fraction of an inch, the height of a building, 
the capacity of a box, the length of a train. I 
had an uncanny ability to discover X, the 
unknown quantity, in any equation. To me that 
X represented the mysterious, the imaginative 
element in life. 
 Yes, I had one or two lapses into pure 
speculation. No youth can escape the 
influence of two or three of the better-known 
philosophical literary works, and the Rubaiyat 
of Omar Khayyam exerted a strange 
fascination over me. Not that I went soft over 
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the sensuous beauty of the lines. Oh, no. 
Beauty only begins to have meaning for me 
now, when—well, no matter. 
 The Rubaiyat was to me something far 
different from what it is to most. To me it 
represented the unknown X. I wanted to probe 
the secret, make X emerge as something that I 
could touch. When I read: 
 The moving finger writes, and having 
writ... and so forth, I can’t remember, but the 
general idea is that not a word can be changed 
in the manuscript of life. What has once 
happened, stands forever, and cannot be 
altered. 
 Now, I knew that whenever I added a 
column of figures and made an error, I could 
go back to my work, discover the mistake, and 
correct it. Why couldn’t events of the past be 
changed, corrected, so that the total, which is 
the present, could also be altered to suit? Thus 
the sorry state of the world could be improved 
by shifting past events around to make the 
result more perfect. 
 Don’t laugh! Don’t shake your head! I 
can just picture your grinning at me—and I 
could strangle you for it! Oh, the anger that 
wells up in me when I am told that this is an 
impractical, incredible idea! What do most 
people know about impracticability and 
incredibility? 
 Have you ever stood in a scientific 
laboratory and seen the most impractical and 
incredible things happen right before your 
eyes, really perfectly natural things that 
nobody could believe in if years of 
experimentation had not proven them so? 
 Believe me, one does not have to be 
imaginative and a dreamer in this world in 
order to see and think the impossible. Those 
who probe into material things with 
thoroughness are more acquainted with the 
impossible than those others who never see 
miracles because their minds are always in the 
clouds. 
 Yes, I am level-headed. My realm is 

that of the true and the exact. If the objects in 
my realm insist upon weaving fantastic 
patterns of their own, this is none of my 
concern. It does not set me off into poetic 
rhapsodies. I simply observe the phenomena, 
and believe everything that can be proven. 
Nothing else. 
 I am tired. It is so difficult, trying to 
make myself understood. Not that your 
opinion, or anyone’s can matter in the least to 
me now,—but I want someone to carry on my 
work... 
Wednesday 
THE past exists. There is no question of that. I 
say this in a scientific, prosaic spirit. 
 Our conception of time may be all 
wrong. I don’t know. According to Spengler, 
the ancient Greeks thought of all time as one 
parallel unit rather than as a progression of 
events. All things, past and present, in their 
philosophy, were happening at one and the 
same time. While you are reading this, many 
things are happening—happening right now, 
at this very moment. Washington is crossing 
the Delaware. Lincoln is freeing the slaves. 
Napoleon is meeting defeat at Waterloo. 
Pasteur is bending over a test-tube. 
 At this very moment—yes, now—Paul 
Revere is sounding his warning: “The 
Redcoats are coming!” And in a quiet study, 
Charles Dickens is creating his immortal 
characters. And Shakespeare is upon the stage 
of the Globe Theatre. 
 Let’s put it this way—time is 
concurrent, rather than continuous. Do you get 
my meaning? Everything is happening now 
but the events are dispersed over a vast area. 
And man’s vision, unhappily, is limited to a 
narrow range. But the past still lives; the 
present has always lived; and the future is 
somewhere, far away, but happening now! If 
we could see far enough we could see the 
future. Men have had glimpses of the future, 
and were called mad... 
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Thursday 
IT was on a foggy day in late September that I 
met the person who was to change my whole 
life. 
 I was working in a laboratory at the 
time, experimenting with elementary stuff that 
earned me a living. Often I put in fourteen or 
sixteen hours a day. I ate little, slept restlessly, 
and never had any amusements to speak of. 
 I never craved a more exciting life, 
however. Observing natural phenomena was 
meat and drink to me. I never wanted any 
other outlet. Perhaps I would have been better 
off to continue to this day, in my little 
laboratory, working for myself, making my 
own rules, occupying myself as I wished and 
gaining a pittance by preparing specimens and 
charts for other scientific workers. However, 
that was not to be. 
 Please bear in mind that when I tell 
this story in chronological order, I am merely 
responding to habit and adopting a convention 
of narrative. Actually, I do not believe there is 
any such thing as chronological order. 
Everything that has ever happened to me is 
happening now. Somewhere, I am still in the 
past. Only yesterday, as a matter of fact, I 
looked in upon myself as I was then. Yes, I, 
Alvin Wright, changer of history—for I 
proudly call myself that—yesterday called 
upon Alvin Wright, young biologist. It was 
pleasant enough visit. True, we are separated 
by several millions of miles, but we can see 
each other occasionally. That is, I can see him. 
He has not yet—and I shudder at that word 
“yet,” which indicates a chronology in which I 
place no belief—he has not yet. I say, learned 
how to see me. Perhaps I can help him... 
 But I started to tell you about Professor 
Frost, the man who was to change my life. I 
was working in my little laboratory when I felt 
a presence in the room. Suddenly the 
experiment upon which I was concentrating 
seemed trivial. I looked up and saw a wizened, 
wrinkled little man standing in the doorway, 

grinning at me. 
 “How did you get in?” I asked. 
 “Oh, I have a key to this place,” he 
smiled. “It used to be my own laboratory, 
once—” 
 Somehow I did not think of him as an 
intruder; his presence seemed perfectly 
natural. It was as if he had always been there. 
 “Was your work similar to mine?” I 
asked. 
 “In a way,” he answered. Then he 
grinned that sardonic, yet friendly grin again. 
“I used to study little things,” he went on. “I 
believed with the poet that all civilization 
could be grasped if one understood a single 
molecule of matter thoroughly.” He stopped, 
looked around the laboratory, a little smile on 
his lips. 
 “But now?” I urged, suddenly eager to 
know more about this man. 
 Professor Frost shrugged his shoulders. 
“Now my province is—the sky!” he said. 
“The vast illimitable spaces! The stairways 
and balconies of heaven!” 
 I stared at him, fascinated; a strange 
prophetic excitement gripped me. 
 “Do you know,” he went on, “that 
there are stars so far away from earth that it 
takes thousands of years for the light from 
them to reach this planet. Think of it! There, 
in the neighborhood of those distant stars, up 
there, may be found light waves from earth—
the light waves depicting incidents that 
happened here thousands of years ago. Up 
there we find the truth: we see the falsity of 
the rumors and the legends that are history—
the truth of history written in light waves.... 
 “Those miraculous light waves up 
there that never perish hold the records of 
mankind’s history. That is my work now—I 
am seeking the keys to those records!” 
 I spoke then: 
 “Perhaps—perhaps these light waves 
are even more miraculous than you dream! 
Perhaps they are not mere recordings—
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perhaps they are living actualities! Perhaps the 
men of ancient days are as real and alive today 
as we ourselves?” 
 Professor Frost stared at me a moment, 
a strange light in his eyes. Then, without a 
word, he left my laboratory. 
 
Friday 
MY vanity was flattered when I discovered 
Friday why Professor Frost had sought me 
out. He came to see me several times—
appeared unannounced and after a brief 
conversation generally left as abruptly 
 Then, one day he told me that he had 
heard I was an exceptionally conscientious 
and able research worker, and that he needed 
help on a machine he was perfecting. Would I 
come with him to his home and inspect it? 
 I would and I did. 
 In making this record of unusual 
events, I am constantly finding it impossible 
to give you an adequate idea of the magnitude 
of these things that changed my whole life. I 
wish I could take you by the hand and lead 
you, as Professor Frost led me, up that narrow 
winding staircase, to his laboratory. 
 After climbing for what seemed an 
incredibly long time, we came to an 
observatory dome. It was completely equipped 
with the latest scientific devices and 
instruments. 
 There was an object that resembled a 
telescope, yet it was not a telescope. It was 
black, made out of material I could not 
identify. It was like a long horn with many 
twists and turns in it. 
 Professor Frost commanded me to look 
through it. I did, and saw only blankness. 
 “What is it?” I asked, curiosity 
devouring me, but beginning to wonder if this 
little man was a lunatic. 
 He said, “You see nothing now, but 
you will after your eyes become accustomed 
to the machine. As for its name—it has none, 
yet. It is made of materials found only in the 

heart of Africa. I spent years combining them 
to get the proper result. The lenses are made 
of millions of minute particles of an element 
unknown to science thus far which I have 
called lumindust. Now look through it again—
and look with your heart in your eyes....” 
 I bent down to the queer instrument, 
nervously conscious of Professor Frost’s avid 
watchfulness. He hung over me, expectant. I 
sensed that his whole being was tense with the 
hope that I would see something that he 
wished me to see. 
 Aware of his anxiety, I concentrated 
with every atom of will in me. And suddenly 
the blankness before me began to disperse. 
Strange colors, the like of which I had never 
seen before, and which are indescribable 
because so far language has given them no 
names, began to float before me. 
 Professor Frost, eagerly noting my 
changes in expression, began to pull various 
levers by which the machine was adjusted. 
 “Tell me!” he cried. “Tell me what you 
see!” 
 “Nothing yet,” I said breathlessly. 
“Just blobs of color—” 
 Then the colors began to change and 
out of the blur there came a picture vivid as 
life. George Washington, quill in hand, 
signing the Declaration of Independence!” 
 In a moment it was gone. 
 I looked up. Amazed and a little 
terrified I told Professor Frost what I had seen. 
 He listened, his face glowing, excited. 
Then he began to weep, softly. 
 
Saturday 
THAT was the beginning of months of study 
and effort which have no parallel in the annals 
of science. I must now swiftly put on record 
all that happened, for my hours are numbered. 
Tonight at twelve I die. I know it. I have seen 
it.... 
 Professor Frost’s machine for 
capturing images of long-past events became 
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my chief interest in life. I ate and slept only 
enough to maintain the barest vestige of life. 
Day after day, when conditions were right, I 
aided Professor Frost in his work, and spent 
long hours gazing through his light-wave 
machine. 
 Astonishing revelations opened before 
me. There is many a scandalous tale I can tell, 
many a popular fallacy about history I can 
explode. But you would not believe me. 
 Caesar’s wife may be above reproach, 
but I have seen her in situations that—well, no 
matter. 
 I have seen Roman orgies and Greek 
festivals, and sinful ceremonies of the pagans. 
Would you like to know the true character of 
Nero? What page of history is tormenting 
you? The way to knowledge of the truth is 
open, but few would take the path. 
 Events that had happened in my own 
lifetime were there, too. Many things about 
our present world situation became 
increasingly clear to me. I saw how 
international disasters could have been 
avoided by merely making slight changes in 
the chain of events. A casual word unsaid; a 
casual deed undone; an impulsive gesture 
checked—and this world would be a different 
place, a better place today. 
 I gasped with fright as I saw the 
assassin at Serajevo raising his gun to kill the 
Archduke of Austria! I screamed: 
 “Stop! Don’t shoot!” 
 I was quaking from head to foot, my 
pulses pounded in my brain! Quickly I 
adjusted levers that made it possible for me to 
retain that image. 
 Long hours I sat gazing at it, 
wondering, speculating.... 
 In my mind’s eye I envisioned the 
whole vicious train of events that we call the 
World War. I saw men marching, confident, 
assured. I saw the hell of trenches, the piled-
up dead, the armless and blind and legless. 
 I saw a crimson blot spread over the 

whole of the earth, a blot that must be erased 
if civilization is to survive! 
 And it occurred to me that if I could go 
out in space and reach the assassin, I could 
stay his hand.... I could change other events, I 
could obliterate the World War from history. 
 This is the part of my story that they 
absolutely refuse to believe. Yet isn’t it 
clear—we are ourselves no more real than 
those waves of light. If they are shadows, we 
too are shadows. I prefer to believe that we are 
material and substantial beings, and that they 
too have substance... and live.... 
 Feverishly I began to study ways and 
means of achieving my objective. I cursed 
because the development of rocketry has been 
so terribly, terribly slow. Perhaps, in a 
rocket.... 
 I kept the machine adjusted for days so 
that I could study the grim scene before me, 
the scene so fraught with menace for the 
future. 
 I knew I would have to be faster than 
light to overtake this page of history! 
 And then the solution dawned on me! 
Only one thing in nature is faster than light. 
And that one thing is human thought! I would 
reach Serajevo with my brain! 
 And so I sat before that queer, uncanny 
machine for days on end, totally disregarding 
food or sleep; sat there, muscles tense, 
concentrating on that one thought: 
 “Drop that gun! Don’t shoot!” 
 And at length my command was 
answered. I saw the assassin drop his gun and 
flee! 
 A sigh of relief escaped me. And then I 
fell in a heap, unconscious. 
 
Later 
I AM exhausted but must tell the remainder of 
my story in the little time that is left me. 
 When I came to, I was surrounded by a 
doctor, a policeman and Professor Frost. As 
soon as I regained some composure, I told 
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them what I had seen and done. To my 
amazement they laughed. Then they seemed 
gravely concerned over something; they spoke 
in whispers.... 
 The fools sent me to an asylum, and 
not even Professor Frost lifted a finger to help 
me! Oh, those long hours when I sat in my 
cell, or paced up and down, and thought of the 
good I could be doing humanity! Oh, the hate 
I felt for my captors, those misunderstanding 
idiots! They called me a dreamer with 
delusions—me! 
 I was finally released from the asylum. 
I was allowed to visit the mysterious 
instrument which they said I had “raved” 
about. Several officials were with me. 
 That was yesterday. Then it was that 
through the medium of the lightwave machine 
I visited myself in my younger days. Then it 
was that I looked into the future for the first 
time and saw my own death... the Death which 
is to take place in a few hours from now. I will 
die of a sudden stroke—I have seen it happen 
already! 
 But Professor Frost was not there with 
me, for he had already passed on, his heart 
broken. He, too, had suffered because of his 
superior knowledge which people could not 
understand. After I was sent to the asylum he 
was derided as a mountebank by the press, the 
public. His machine was described as a 
clumsy apparatus without even the powers of 
a telescope—the invention of a crackpot 
scientist! It became a standing joke among 
newspaper comic artists and columnists. 
 And when I told the asylum officials 

that I again had glimpsed the past—carefully 
keeping to myself the fact that I am to die 
tonight—for I could not speak of that to these 
brutes—they shook their heads, exchanged 
solemn, sorrowful glances. The fools! 
 And when I invited them to look into 
the machine, themselves, they looked—and 
saw nothing. So they brought me back to this 
cell. 
 But it does not matter. Nothing matters 
now, save that someday another may carry on 
where I left off. 
 I am leaving this world with a glorious 
vision—a dream of the beauty of the perfect 
life when men will be able to change events to 
avert calamity and disaster. 
 But my heart is heavy within me when 
I think of what I might have done. Checking 
the assassin at Sarajevo was not enough. I 
could have saved the Lusitania; I could have 
curbed the activities of money-mad war 
profiteers. 
 I could have destroyed every 
munitions factory in the world! 
 I am tortured by the thought of all the 
needless suffering, the carnage of war. The 
crimson blot on the history of mankind that 
does not let me rest....* 
 
*NOTE: Here this diary abruptly ends. It was 
found clutched in the lifeless fingers of Alvin 
Wright, patient at the State Asylum, the 
morning after the last entry. Doctors 
established the time of Mr. Wright’s death as 
about midnight. 

 


