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“Welcome!” a voice boomed out from the loudspeakers, echoing off the walls. Two young adults scattered around the room, admiring everything, gasping in awe at their surroundings.
They circled the room, eyeing posters, newspaper clippings and framed awards that adorned the walls of the control room.  "Xander Lochland, founder of 'Run out of Time', inventor of the first time machine in 2001," was written in bold font across the bottom of a Nobel Physics Prize from 2001. 
The young woman's eyes scanned the papers strung on the wall, spinning around the room until she met the reason for her presence here. She pressed her face up to a window showing a connected room. She ogled at the machine through the glass, starstruck. The room gleamed electric blue and shone through the window, adding a light glow to her face making her appear to be an extra-terrestrial. 
The young man, still examining the walls, noticed a newspaper from 2006. It stated, "Intertwined into society. Whatever the problem, simple or complex: Time travel can help." followed by quotes from users who said, "If I ever forget what my professor said in a lecture, I just go back and experience it again." Another quote said, "His invention allows me to spend more time with deceased loved ones." 
After noticing his partner had abandoned scanning the walls, he leapt into a dark leather swivel chair, gaping open-mouthed at the controls spread out in front of him. He stroked his hand across the control panel, careful not to press anything and gazed straight ahead at the machine that was going to start their career. Time Travel. They were about to travel back in time. 
He swivelled around in the chair to face behind him, admiring the collection of papers stuck to the wall once more. His eye caught on a poster that he knew all too well. "Time travel is the movement of energy from one point in time to another. The soul of a person is transported through time, allowing their present soul to occupy their past body temporarily, for 24 hours, before returning to their present bodies with the experience and memory of the travel, but nothing else." It was the opening paragraph on travelling through time from his old middle school paper. The beginning of his piqued interest in time travel, brought to the start of his career in it. He smiled at the thought of his boss gluing the paper to the wall, simply for him to see.  
The two newly hired crime investigators were about to use a time machine for the first time to investigate a cold case. The great intricate machinery that filled up almost the entire room just through the tinted glass was a time machine, the machine that was going to allow them to get some answers. It was going to help them find out what happened to Rebecca North in 1995.
Almost every adult that the man knew had travelled through time before. His new boss' invention had started a company that expanded across the globe. It was not possible to walk through a town without encountering no less than one of his buildings. Separate factions of his company were formed, each running time machines with their own purpose, figuring out old crimes being one of them. It was used countless times by millions of different people. But it was the first trip in time for the two twenty-four-year-olds; Zosia Silvius and Eno Furi.
“Xander Lochland will arrive shortly,” the loudspeakers released another message.
 After a few moments had passed, the doors to the control room suddenly slid open. A middle-aged man, dressed in a twilight suit with slicked-back hair, nonchalantly, strode into the room. Eno stumbled out of the chair, standing up straight facing the older man. 
Unlike the young man, his partner in the investigation did not notice the appearance of their boss. She continued to gawk at the glass, unaware of the presence of the world-famous inventor. Eno scooted over towards her and tapped her lightly on the back. 
“Oh, sorry. I was just admiring your machine, Mr Lochland.” She rushed to her partner's side, her words faltering. Xander took a seat at the chair Eno had previously occupied.
“No worries, Ms Silvius. Take a seat.”  He swivelled around in his chair to face the first timers who sat nervously in creaking plastic chairs at the back of the control room. 
Zosia had her full attention on her boss like if she were to blink, he would disappear. Her bright brown eyes shone with intense interest. Whereas Eno had his hands in his lap, picking at the skin near his fingernails with his head held low, occasionally stealing a glance up at the inventor. The two of them said nothing, waiting for Xander to address them first.
“The two of you have been granted the opportunity of a lifetime to be here.”
 “To be able to travel back in time with my original time machine,” he continued. Xander spun his chair around to gesture at the machine behind him.
“You have studied for countless years to get here. So, let's not waste any more time.” He clapped his hands together, signalling he was done speaking and faced back towards them.
“How can we waste time if we can always just go back and use it?” Zosia retorted.
“Well said Ms Silvius,” he answered light-heartedly with a small chuckle. 
Xander sprung up from the desk chair, whipping out a key card from his back pocket and pressing it to the lock of the travel room door until it lit up green and unlocked. He pushed the door open with slight difficulty, gestured for the investigators to follow him and stepped into the travel room. Zosia and Eno followed him into the room and gasped. 
Earlier, when protected with tinted glass, Zosia had been lightly illuminated in blue. Now that she had entered the room without a barrier, she glowed like a firefly against an ink-black sky. She lifted her hands to her face, admiring the effect it had on her. She glanced at Eno, giggling at the man in front of her who looked like an alien, frantically grabbing his illuminated skin.
“The light is from the walls of the room. It’s just to signal when the time machine is in use and when it's not,” Xander answered their confusion at the light.
“Why blue and why this much of it?" Eno asked him, wondering why the choice was made if it only served to show the status of the machine.
“Well because I like blue and this much of it looks cool,” he said calmly with a light tone. 
The lack of professional language and proper reasoning shocked Eno. Xander Lochland was a worldwide famous inventor known for creating the time machine. But he was still a person. A person who added additions to his inventions simply because he liked the appeal of them. Eno started to warm up to him, allowing himself to relax for the first time since he had arrived in the building. 
Once they had grown used to the lighting, they were struck with complete awe at the time machine that stood in front of them. They had seen pictures of it plastered everywhere almost all of their life, but being up close, right in front of them, struck them with the reality of what they were about to do. They were really going to use this machine to travel from July 30th, 2021, to August 17th, 1995. 
The time machine was a large machine that stretched to the ceiling and allowed everyone barely any space to manoeuvre around it. It had two compartments that stood vertically, which were attached to the whole machinery behind them. The time machine itself was a great circular block covered in metal with tubes that further attached the compartments to the main machine. 
Xander flicked open the hatches on the doors of the compartments. It opened to reveal two spaces, each with a mould in the shape of a person. He turned on his heel leaning past the open door leading to the controls room, grabbed two headsets from the shelf against the wall and threw them to Zosia and Eno.
“The floor is yours.” He gestured towards the compartments. The two investigators looked at each other hesitantly before stepping into the compartments and shuffling around, trying to make themselves comfortable.
 Xander stepped towards them, giving them a quick salute with a kind smile before closing the compartment shut, snapping the hatch into place. He pulled the door to the travel room closed and fell into the chair in front of the controls.
“Can you guys hear me?” He flipped a switch and held down a button next to the previous switch leaning into a microphone at the edge of the control panel. 
“Yes. Yeah,” the voices of Zosia and Eno came out of the loudspeakers of the room. 
“Okay. I will send you to the date of the incident." Xander typed the specific time and date into the keyboard by the controls. 
"You will interrogate witnesses and collect all the information you need to solve the crime."
"Remember it all," he continued to brief them, reminding them of this detail. 
"You have twenty-four hours, after the time is up, I will bring you back. You’ll travel to 1995 when I reach one.”  Xander grabbed a lever at the other end of the control panel and began to count down from ten into the microphone, slowly pulling down the lever. When he reached one, the lever touched the plastic of the desk. The illuminating glow died down immediately. A timer had begun, glowing in the same blue of the room previously, projected across the window. 23:59:46. 

15:58:30
Radia Nadir entered the control room through the sliding door, collapsing onto the plastic chair causing it to creak, alerting Xander Lochland of her presence. Startled, he jumped and turned in the direction of the noise. His heartbeat fell to a regular speed when he saw her face. 
“Sorry, I didn't mean to scare you. It’s my shift,” she spoke in a warm tone.
“Why are you even here? Your shift only starts at t-minus one hour,” she questioned. 
“I just want to watch them. It's their first time, you know. They're only young.” He turned his attention back to the dim travel room.
“That’s sweet of you, but if you want to be awake when they return, you might want to rest.” She reached towards him and patted him on the shoulder. 
He slumped out of his chair, yawned, and headed to the sliding doors, but not before he took another look at the time machine. Radia slid into his spot, waving just as he left.

00:03:17
Xander Lochland sat hunched over the control panel, rapidly tapping his foot against the ground, constantly taking glances at the timer. He had not received any shouts through the intercom to suggest that the two were in any trouble, but he chewed his lip in anticipation for the return of their first trip in time. There were less than two minutes until Eno and Zosia would return when Radia slid open the door with a cup of scolding tea in her hand and gently placed the cup on the table beside her chair.
“Tea?” she offered.
“No, thank you,” he brushed off her offer, choosing to focus on the machine in front of him.
No matter how many times he had used this machine and brought people back to the present, he still felt nervous. It was his invention. He was responsible for everything. He saw the timer approaching t-minus thirty seconds and placed his right hand on the lever, preparing to return them to the present. He flicked the switch on the left side of the panel and held down the button to speak into the microphone with his left hand.
“Okay. Zosia and Eno, I am bringing you back now.” He released his hand off the button, tightening his grip on the lever with his right hand. 
Once the timer hit t-minus ten seconds, the glow projected onto the window switched to an alarming red. An automated voice boomed from the loudspeakers counting down. He followed the countdown, whispering to himself and gradually pulled the lever back up. When he heard “one” he pulled the lever completely to the other side. The first sign that something was wrong was the lights. They did not illuminate the travel room in a glowing light blue. 
Xander leapt off of his chair, pushed open the door and stood in front of the compartments. He snapped the hatches open, unlocking the doors and faced Zosia and Eno. The second sign was that they did not move.
 He looked at them dumbfounded, confused as to why they did not immediately spring up and get out of the machine. He placed his hand on Eno’s shoulder and began to shake him lightly. When Eno’s eyes did not flicker open, he swung his head over to face Radia in the control room and yelled for her. Startled, she spilt her tea, burning her palm slightly but got up from her chair and ran to Xander’s side.
“What’s wrong?” Radia held her gaze on him, barely glancing at the investigators who were unreactive.
“They-they-they are not moving. Eno and Zosia aren't getting out of the machine,” he stuttered, not able to comprehend what was happening.
He had brought people back from time, millions of times. He had gone back in time and returned thousands of times. But this was different. This had never happened before. Eno and Zosia did not seem to be conscious.
“Check his pulse.” Xander followed what she said, checking Eno’s pulse as she picked up Zosia’s hand, pressing her fingers to her wrist.
“I don't feel anything,” Radia’s voice shook as she spoke.
“Neither do I.” He began to shake, his hands trembling as he continued to shake the two young adults awake, checking their pulses repeatedly. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Radia rush into the controls room, flicking a switch and yelling into the microphone for help and an ambulance. 
Minutes later, the paramedics arrived, clearing the area and surrounding Eno and Zosia, who were not moving, with no pulse. After a few moments, one of the paramedics approached Xander and simply said, “Dead. They’re dead.”

 -01:05:44
Zosia Silvius and Eno Furi stumbled out of each of their compartments feeling light-headed. They found the control room abandoned, except for Xander Lochland, who hunched over one of the creaky plastic chairs with his head in his hands. Zosia and Eno, puzzled by this sight, left the travel room. 
Zosia knocked on the door to the control room to gain his attention. When Xander did not react, Eno spoke to him. 
“Hey! Mr Lochland. We figured out the crime! Rebecca North was killed by Richard Donaven on her morning run."  
When Xander still did not react to his voice, they moved to stand in front of him, waving their hands frantically.
“Hello! Xander! We figured it out!”  Their yelling was interrupted when Radia Nadir entered the room. She quietly strolled into the room, taking a seat beside him with a cup of tea in her hand. 
“How are you feeling?” Radia placed the tea down on the table near them and held her palm on his arm, softly comforting him. Xander was silent for a few minutes before he finally spoke, lifting his head out of his hands so they could all see his face. 
“They were on my watch. They were my responsibility. I was supposed to ensure they got back safe.” His face was ruby with tear blotches that stained his face and trailed down his shirt.
“You know that it's not your fault,” Radia replied to him. Eno and Zosia gaped at them, confused as to what they were discussing.
“Yes, it is! It's my machine. Yes, it is my fault they died!” he shouted. At this Eno and Zosia looked at each other and noticed that they could see through one another. They screamed. Neither Xander nor Radia reacted to their shouts as if they could not hear them.
“We’re dead!” Zosia yelled. Eno’s breathing became more rapid, short and hard. He was hyperventilating. Zosia attempted to calm him when she was interrupted by Radia’s voice.
“How could this even happen? People always travel back in time. We’ve done this about a million times. People's souls are always travelling into their past bodies.” At her last statement, Xander straightened.
“Past bodies. Past bodies,” he repeated.
“When were Eno Furi and Zosia Silvius born?” Xander snapped at her.
“1997, why?” at the last number of the year, Xander slapped his hand against the wall behind him.
“That’s it."
“That's what?” She stared at him with wide eyes, not knowing what this information had told him. 
“They travelled back to before they were born. They didn't have past bodies for their souls to travel to,” as he finished his sentence, Radia began to understand what had occurred. 
Eno and Zosia held each other’s gaze. Eno reached out his hand towards her, attempting to hold hers, but it simply passed straight through her hand.
“We're ghosts.”
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