Time and Aliens

Chapter 6- Special Two Page Finale 

“The message is from 3 days in the future”, I heard Alex, the doctor, say. 

- “Excuse me, Alex. What do you mean, the e-mail from the president is from the future? I thought time travel is impossible in this time. I mean, you thought I’m crazy when I said I can do it.”

- “This is not time travel. It’s t-e-mail, time electronic mail. We can send mail to a destination in the future or the past.”

- “Why didn’t you send t-e-mail to the beginning of e-mail in the 20th century?”

- “It isn’t possible. We can send it to a time that is up to 30,312 days, 7 hours, 32 minutes and 24 seconds away. Or in short, about 83 years away. But t-e-mail can’t cause the change of events, because of very complex reasons. This t-e-mail shows that, in 3 days we will know of a good reason to keep you alive, so the president will send the e-mail to keep the timeline. Well, like I said, it’s complex.”

Now I understood the poster I saw (in c. 5), but I didn’t understand what they were about to do to me. I knew they were going to perform tests on me, but I didn’t know if it would include unnecessary surgery. They wouldn’t tell me anything about what they were going to do to me. They answered everything with: “That’s confidential. Ask us about other stuff, but there is no way in hell that we’ll tell you anything about your tests. And I remarked, “So it’s good that we aren’t in hell”. I thought that was a witty response, but they didn’t like it and started sedating me. 

“This is not constitutional and it conflicts Alex’s ‘ask me anything’ attitude”, I said and Alex answered, “Well, I lied”.

I felt bad. Drowsy. Then I was asleep again. Actually, half asleep. And they asked me questions. I answered them. “The bastards pumped me up with truth serum,” I thought, disgusted. After I told them everything I fell asleep. This time, 100% sleep. I had told them all I know. This could truly be a hazard to security. Time security!


The next thing I knew I was in a prison cell. I spent a few days there and nobody was there. And then I suddenly heard a deep voice saying: “I shall help.” A very big alien stood before me and said: “I feel sorry for you. You think you are a very long time in the future, but it isn’t as late as you think. About 200 years ago we got here, and we interacted with the humans. It was the Earth year 2710, but we influenced them so much that after our planet exploded and two million of us came here, that they changed the year count to our count.”

-“Why are you telling me all this?”

-“I just assumed you’d be interested. After all, why would you journey in time if this wasn’t what you wanted to know!”

-“Yes, but why?”

-“We have feelings, too, you know. I can’t stand seeing any living creature in captivity for no good reason. This is the least I can do. Now, do you want to hear or don’t you?”

-“Yes. How could two million saters make so much impact on a few billion humans that the humans change a major system in their life?”

-“I don’t really know. That is just a fact and…  Somebody’s coming. I will be back.”


As soon as he left there was an earthquake. It wasn’t a real one, but it was just as dangerous for me. Very sharp blades were coming out of the ceiling, and once they were completely ready to kill, the ceiling started going down. It seemed like the end for me. And then I heard the deep voice of the Sater: “I got your time device.” I ran to the closed door. He was running from far away, as fast as he could, with my time device between all three hands. I got it in the nick of time. 


I went back to my time. And I traveled a few more times, but they were to safer times, so I had no special adventures in them. After I traveled so many times, and those times I got to the exact time I wanted, I decided to set out on another adventure. I wanted to discover why the Saterrian time count will replace the one we use now. I set my time of arrival to October 1st 2710, the end of the year in which the first contact took place. 


I found myself in an open cornfield. It was frightening: above and below. The ground was burning and with it the corn. In the sky, a huge amount of warships were fighting. I could see humans in the cockpits of crashing ships, and Saters in the cockpits of the big, strong, and very destructive ships. One of the Sater ships descended and a laser came right at me. I blacked out and woke up here. They say it’s just 1997 and this is the psychiatric ward at the hospital. They say my name is actually John Stone. They expect me to believe that! Why not just say my name is John Doe!?! Some of the orderlies are in the conspiracy against me, and some just don’t believe me. But you believe me, don’t you? 

The end

