
25th February 2051 

The world is dying and I am dying with it. My life as a scientist, discovering new things and inventing. 
Without a world, I am pointless. I have to fix this in some way. The environment analysts have said 
that in current day we can’t fix the problems, so to fix the issues I have to invent time travel. The 
idea always existed but no one has ever succeeded in making it work, but with modern technology it 
has to be achievable. I’d be recorded in technological history and famous beyond belief, but more 
importantly I’d save the world. 

8th January 2053 

My research is complete, and time travel is attainable. The discovery of Gallium and Thallium being 
able to forge together, called Zallium, is flexible to time. My mother said “Vera, have you lost your 
mind? Your creating time travel to stop the world dying? You seem to be ignoring the dangers for 
yourself”. I will prove her wrong, I have too. The last child to ever be born was brought into this 
world was in 2051, it’s crazy to think the youngest and last person to be born is 2 years old. 
Reproduction has ceased due to a lack of oxygen in the atmosphere. I will never have that love for a 
son or daughter the way the loves me. I refuse to let us go extinct.  

23rd June 2055 

The newly acquired lab for my experiments shines and glistens. The pearly white walls and 
chequered white floors ready to invent. The government, accepting defeat in this current timeline, 
have funded my discoveries which is a relief as Zallium has an extensive price.  Every year I feel 
myself losing my mind more and more but my mental health can be ignored when the worlds at 
stake. The test tubes lay in trays, and the chemicals in flasks ranging in colours. Ever since my 
meeting with my mother I’ve heard her words continually in my head, I don’t quite know if the 
chemicals have gotten to my head but I’m also seeing her, like a hallucination. However that is not 
too often for it too be too much of a concern as the world is far more important than me. I’m 
worrying if this is then right thing, im altering the time line and changing the world as I have always 
known it. What if I cause myself to not exist? What if the people if love die due to this change? My 
main concern has always been the world but I hate to admit it, im scared. 

17th April 2057 

The shell of the time machine gleams with freshly painted metal, white with a red outline and new 
glass reflecting my face covered in dust and my hair in a messy ponytail with tiny hairs everywhere. I 
just need to program the system, the easier bit. I’ve always had a knack for when it comes to 
computers, and programming systems was one of my favourite things to do. The hallucinations and 
voices have gotten slightly worse, I’m seeing a hearing strangers not just my mother now. The brain 
is such an odd organ. The chemicals are the only reasonable explanation. My worries about ruining 
the time line have dissipated and I’m no longer scared. I don’t know if this is the chemicals or me 
losing my mind but I don’t mind. I will save the world. I promise it.  

 

 

 

 

 



29th May 2059 

The program is almost complete. I did say I have a knack for computers. It should in theory work 
however its kind of impossible to test. Once it’s complete ill write a copy of my diary and leave it in 
the lab as a contingency plan in case anything goes wrong, but of course it would mean that it 
wouldn’t be complete.  Outside the dead sea contained more dead fish and trash, the trees with 
leaves on fire and people struggling to breathe due to the polluted air. It makes me more 
determined to save the world for everyone in it. The hallucinations of people dying and their 
screams are far more frequent and violent. On a few occasions they have attacked me, screaming 
my name and pulling my hair and scratching at my face and arms as they die. 

 

16th December 2061 

The time machine has finally been completed. My hard work has not been in vain, nor my pain and 
sacrificing my sanity. The glass shines reflecting my pearlescent face. The glossy white shell of the 
time capsule with its red outline, flashing white lights, finally came to life. From sketches and 
drawings to a physical working machine. The relief flooded me staring at my creation. I, Vera 
Williams, have invented time travel. Everyone doubted me and yet here it stands. A cloud of gas 
appeared as the door of the machine opened. Of course, I had to add effects like the movies always 
did, but this isn’t a movie, this is saving the world time. I entered the date I wished to go back to into 
the computer system I designed and the green light flickered showing “12th August 2021”. I will fix 
the problems of the past, and the world will live, I’m determined it will work. The red enter button 
glared and I slowly press it, anxious that it may not work and I’ll let everyone down. The weight of 
the world quite literally rests on my shoulders. The machine starts to spin and the nausea in my 
stomach begins to increase. The darkness overwhelms me, and when I open my eyes the scenery 
changed from my lab. The sky is blue and the nature isn’t burning. I use my phone to check that I 
arrived at the right day and I had. But quickly the joy slipped away as I noticed the machine was 
burning and broke. The glass had shattered and the glossy white paint had burn marks. I was 
trapped 40 years in the past…  


