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Steaming tears cloud her field of vision as she glances at the battery bar to the top. She chokes with the devastating realisation: 5%.
She’d been told many times by an enthusiastic Aimee she was a genius. She smiled at the memory that slowly seemed to fade, like a drawing in the sand at the mercy of the waves. A genius? 
And she hadn’t thought to bring a charger. 
[bookmark: _fk46wc2sxa5a]The old lab building
Aimee leafed through the plans. Unlike the bulky monstrosity they had already built, this would be surprisingly compact. Faye is a genius, Aimee thought. Suddenly, the door flew open. Racing toward Aimee was Vienna, her straight dark hair flying out behind her.  
“Aimee,” Something in Vienna’s voice reminded Aimee of a rubber band about to snap. Vienna, the composed rock that always stood in unnerving calm, was clutching Aimee’s shoulders like she was pinning down a wild animal. “Where’s Faye?”
“Um, where she usually is?” Aimee didn’t know where Faye was but Vienna seemed on the verge of hysterics. The feeling was contagious. 
Without warning, Vienna once again broke into a run, one hand clutching her beeping phone and one hand clutching Aimee. 
That had been the fourth time she’d called. Nothing. 
Vienna could feel the thumping in her chest grow faster, and it wasn’t just because she was running. She knew Faye didn’t like calls, so she seldom called. Except this wasn’t like Faye not to pick up. 
Beep. Vienna had dragged Aimee to the end of the long pristine corridor, and smashed her ID card onto the scanner. Before the door had fully slid open, the pair were already inside. Strewn here and there were papers pinned down with screws, wires, and a bunch of other tools. Vienna looked straight at Aimee.
“What’s that?” she demanded, pointing at a clear space, where a small metal contraption solemnly sat. A smile was all Aimee could muster.
[bookmark: _5ugtrt2l13uy]The old lab building: A few days later
It felt like it had been so long. Vienna didn’t think Faye was coming back, and told Aimee that. Aimee, who had dragged Vienna back to the extra laboratory, and now sat across the desk staring at her laptop, didn’t say anything about Vienna’s remark. She smiled at Vienna for a split-second before returning to her screen to check the time.
Suddenly, Vienna stood up. Aimee followed Vienna’s gaze, and couldn’t help but sputter out her coffee. On the floor was a racing, running, and very much alive, white-coloured rat clad in protective armour.
Neither made a sound, but Vienna shot Aimee a look. They both knew what they had seen. It had just appeared out of thin air. Returning Vienna’s icy gaze with a smile, Aimee placed her cup on the table. It worked by warping space and thus time, she explained. 
“The time machine?” Vienna clarified. She closed her laptop and sat up a little straighter than she already did.
“Yes, it’s a time machine.” Aimee said. When she smiled, her snow-white teeth lined up so perfectly, it was hard to fault her for anything. She was ready to tell Vienna what had been conspired that night. 
It had happened right in that room, the extra room at the end of the hallway.
At the edge of the desk had stood a pair of empty coffee cups, overlooking the sight of two young scientists huddled on the floor, completely drained. The super-cold refrigeration unit had been running since hours ago, and the chilly air that escaped and surrounded them had made the both of them sleepy. After all, it had been late. 
“So, what now?” Faye had been the first to break the silence. 
Aimee had simply continued to look upon the empty space before them without a word, having yet to recover from the shock, the excitement, the utter surprise. A moment before there had been a small white rat in that space. And then there wasn’t. Not in the same timeframe, at least. 
Her open laptop showed the signals from the animal’s monitors. It was right there, alive and running.
Faye had then clambered to stand up, leaning on the desk for support. Stumbling wildly and knocking over one of the cups in the process, she had limped toward their machine, drunk on excitement. With such a ruckus, Aimee had been glad that they had been the only ones at the labs that late. 
“Aimee,” Faye had said, “Come with me.”
In that instant Aimee had lunged forward, violently slapping away Faye’s hand from the lever just in the nick of time, wincing as Faye tumbled to the ground.
“What are you doing?!” Aimee chided as she helped Faye back up.
“What is there left for us here? To reimagine our world? Come on, Aimee, “ The twinkles in Faye’s eyes seemed to stop mid-dance. “That’s impossible.”
Aimee coughed. Faye was dead serious, and it was the most eerie thing. 
“You know we can only go forwards.”
“Yes.”	
“You can’t change the past.”
“Yes.”
While Faye had raised an amused eyebrow, Aimee had slipped back down to the ground, bathed in confusion. Faye had then laughed, a laugh that sounded a little like a parrot’s screech. Clutching onto her walking cane, she bent over, nearly falling to the ground in the process. Right then, she had declared with a grand air of confidence she was going to the future.
At this point, Vienna whistled. “So she went to the future, huh?”
Aimee thought for a moment, and shrugged.  
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Aimee had left an hour earlier, while Faye had decided to stay a while. She ran her gloved hand over Aimee’s lab bench, and a thin smile spread across her pale face as the rust-coloured stains brought back memories. She looked out of the window for a second at the azure sky, the viridian trees, the dusty grey pavement. Outside, a few colleagues were walking home under the street lamps that had just flickered on. 
Bang. Faye shut Aimee’s drawer. And then she was off, down the hallway.
The tappity-tap-tap of her walking cane on the solid cement sounded out loud and clear. The only other sound was that of her breaths that came ever faster, warm vapour clouding the lenses of her glasses. 
She gently pushed open the door to the extra laboratory, having deliberately left it unlocked earlier. 
Carefully seating herself in the aerodynamically-shaped pod she and Aimee had crafted out of a recently-discovered super material, she pressed her back against the icy cold walls. Everything was at a bitter temperature so the negative matter they had created would, hopefully, stay stable long enough to hold open the wormhole open. 
The cool smooth metal of the lever kissed the sticky terrain of her palm as she gripped it so tight that her nails faded white. She took a deep breath. The still, frosty air chilled her lungs, and it stung. Her teeth chattered just the slightest, perhaps from the cold or maybe from the excitement, but likely from both.
It was odd she was this excited. 
She held her breath as she watched herself push down on the lever, and was forced to shut her eyes as the brightest lasers emerged, warping the space around her. 
[bookmark: _tqjidh61cvc8]The renovated lab building: A few days ago
Faye plummeted from the open door of the pod, crashing with a great lack of finesse onto the floor below. The air was warm and musty, in that suffocating way that made one feel as if one were squashed within a cardboard box. Pacing her breaths, Faye sat up and straightened her glasses. She looked around for her cane. Grabbing hold of it, she hoisted herself up before shuffling to the window with her usual faltering gait, all the while taking in her surroundings. 
It was dusty. Piled high at one corner were greyish boxes of what looked like spare equipment. The rest of the room still seemed like a laboratory, albeit one that was seldom touched. The dustiness and the mustiness inevitably got unbearable at some point. She placed a palm on the window and pushed. And pushed again. 
With a great screech, it flew open, Faye almost flying out along with it. She gripped onto the window sill to steady herself. 
Above, the pale lemon clouds that slowly drifted along seemed to be disintegrating, fragmenting into smaller specks every second until there was hardly anything left in the lonely atmosphere. Under a sky the colour of withered crimson roses, Faye immediately pinched her nose at the strong stench of haze, her eyes watering. 
Beep. At the click of the door sliding open, Faye spun around as quickly as she could. At the doorway stood a middle-aged gentleman, dressed in a smart-casual oxford shirt under a navy-blue blazer. His oak-brown eyes were fixed on the time-travel pod. In a low voice, he asked what she was doing.
“I work here.” Not until after this response escaped her lips did she realise it to be slightly inaccurate. “Pardon. I worked here. A while ago, I suppose.”
Her lack of conviction was not helping. The figure before her bit his lip for a moment, his eyes scanning her like an eagle eyeing its prey. Time ticked by as Faye leaned uneasily against the windowsill, the stench making her nauseous. He gestured to her not to do that, and as she complied, not a second after her hand had left the area did the window automatically slam shut. 
“I ought to report you as a trespasser.” 
There wasn’t anger nor fear, it was simply a statement. Hearing it, Faye slowly nodded. She understood. The gentleman strutted up to her.
“However,” he paused here, as if to chew over his words a little longer, before continuing, “Ms. Aimee would not have wanted that. Don’t you agree, Dr. Faye W. Aphelion?”
A wave of relief swept over Faye when this stranger uttered her name, as well as Aimee’s. Only when it occurred to her this was a complete stranger, one from a different time period at that, did the relief immediately dissipate. There was still more to find out, starting with, “Where’s Aimee?”
The stranger took a while to process this question. Faye had just begun to wonder if he had heard her, when he frankly stated Aimee had passed on years before. It wasn’t an unexpected answer, but somehow Faye couldn't think of what she had wanted to ask next. And before she could find her tongue, the man in front of her interjected her mostly-empty train of thought. “So you really did travel to the future, just like in the textbooks.” 
While there was a rising tinge of excitement in his voice, Faye was left with her mouth hanging open. “Apologies. The... what? ”
[bookmark: _x0fku1xa9ute]The old lab building: A few days later
In Aimee’s hands was a time machine. One that warped spacetime with such accuracy that the traveller would in no way be harmed. One that did not require a travel pod made of superstrong materials. 
One that Faye designed. 
“Faye is a genius,” Aimee said to Vienna. Vienna shook her head in disagreement. She looked Aimee squarely in the eye. “Don’t put yourself down.” 
Ignoring Vienna, Aimee got up from her seat, hugging the machine she had built. Faye had told her they couldn’t save the future, yet she travelled there. Was it to prove herself right? Did she really have nothing to lose? Aimee shivered. Given all that Faye had been through, maybe she wasn’t wrong. 
Maybe Faye wasn’t wrong. 
Aimee stepped forward. Across the lab bench, Vienna stopped what she was doing. 
“Aimee, stop it.”
“I can’t.. reimagine our world.” She looked down at the machine. “Sorry, Vienna.” 
In a second Vienna shot up, jumped over the lab bench, and with a ferocity Aimee had never seen, clawed the contraption out of Aimee’s grasp. Aimee stumbled backwards in shock, while Vienna seemed ready to run. 
The intensity of their locked stares was enough to ignite the air around them.
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The man told Faye he was called Rycken. And as he led Faye through the long white corridor, he was bombarded with questions. 
Yes, sea levels had risen by around 3 feet. The smell? Forest fires in some parts were uncontrollable, leading to the smog she had experienced just prior. Yes, they still had running water, although that was not representative of most of the world.
As they rounded a corner, Faye glanced out the full-length window. It all made her cringe slightly. However, Rycken reassured her that things weren’t all bad, smiling when she eyed him with unmistakable doubt. She averted her gaze. His fake smile reminded her of someone. 
They entered a long tunnel that seemed to lead through a construction site. Faye had stopped asking questions because Rycken wouldn’t answer those about Aimee, or what he wanted Faye to do. She had to see it to believe it, he told her. Eventually, they reached a door, one that lit up as Rycken approached. Faye quickly glanced at what had appeared on the smooth surface that looked like glass but not quite like it either. So he was Rycken Chadaster, Research and Development Director. 
“Welcome to the future, Dr. Aphelion.”
Faye wanted to question him again, but the skepticism in her voice gave way to awe as the door slid back. The scene before her made her do a double take. It was as if somebody had, in that split second that it took for her to step through the door, switched the television channel to something from the other side of the universe.
It left her speechless. The sound of chirping birds filled her surroundings, and the air was saturated with that unmistakable smell of fresh grass. She glanced upward to discover a bright azure sky, and found it hard to believe the swirling clouds weren’t deliberately brushed onto the wide expanse by a master painter. 
“How?” Faye mouthed, barely a sound escaping her lips.
“Ms. Aimee. She reimagined our world.”
“Reimagined…” The word struck a chord. Relief and guilt washed over Faye all at once, crashing and swirling in an internal hurricane. She’d told Aimee it was impossible. 
But Aimee had done it.
Instinctively, she took her phone out of her pocket to take a picture, but was paralysed at the sight of four missed calls from not long back. Hesitantly, she unlocked her phone, her finger hovering over the missed-call notifications. 
She swiped them away, and instead opened Aimee’s chat. She really hoped it would work.
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The intensity of their locked stares was enough to ignite the air around them. Until Aimee got distracted by a vibration from her phone. Glancing over to the lab bench where she had placed it, she reached to pick it up. 
Vienna watched as Aimee’s eyes widened and as she dropped her phone twice. 
“What is it?” Vienna couldn’t help but ask. She couldn’t tell if Aimee was trembling with fear or happiness.
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It was a couple days of deciding what to tell Aimee and what not to tell her.
Aimee seemed happy that Faye wasn’t dead. Dead? Aimee had thought she was dead? That made Faye laugh. According to Rycken, Aimee had always insisted Faye did make it to the future. 
He also told her Aimee never finished her plans before her sudden departure. That was where Faye came in. Faye knew what Aimee had wanted, and despite not knowing the nitty gritty details of how to achieve it, Rycken was certain Faye was capable. She was a genius, after all.
Faye’s heart skipped a beat. “You heard that from Aimee.”
“Of course.”
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It’s 10 o’clock in the morning. Distracted from work, Faye looks at her phone again, half-expecting Vienna to have tried texting too to give her the tongue-lashing of a lifetime. 
Vienna hasn’t texted, but Aimee has. Faye quickly moves to reply, when a sudden realisation hits her like a massive crashing wave. She pauses, unable to tear her eyes away from the battery bar at the top.
Knowing how many decades have passed, getting a new charger for her relic of a phone seems a tall order. She hasn’t seen one piece of technology that looks similar. Her fingers move fast, and her mind faster. 
Now, Faye sits frozen in place, clutching the rectangular device like she’s squeezing a lemon. Through the pitch black screen, her reflection stares back at her. A second ago the display had plunged into darkness just as she hit ‘send’. 
“Wow, a metal phone.” There's a click as the door closes behind Rycken. “Haven’t seen one in ages. Anyway, if there’s anything you need, just let me know.”
Faye looks up as she slides her phone into her pocket. “No thank you, I’m good.” 
She didn’t need anything, just Aimee believing she could do it. 
Outside, birds sing in the azure sky.
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As Aimee entered the staircase lobby, she sighed and whipped her phone out of her pocket. Vienna had confiscated her time machine.
The screen flickered on, and Aimee stopped abruptly right in the middle of the staircase, inertia causing the coffee in her cup to spill forward. Glancing through the few messages, she set down her coffee cup on the floor, and read through them again. And a third time. 
Finally, she bent down to pick up the coffee cup, and with a piece of tissue cleaned the floor. No use crying over spilt coffee. The last message Faye had sent rang through her mind, and for once in a long time, probably ever since Faye had come to work with a walking cane, Aimee smiled without having to think about smiling.
“Believe in yourself, Aimee! Go out there and reimagine our world!”
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