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A VERY UNUSUAL
DINNER PARTY


He called himself the Time Traveller.


I don’t know his real name. That doesn’t matter. All that


matters is the story he told. And what he showed us.


What he showed us was the future.


It began on a stormy night in 1895. I had gone with my


friend Filby to the Traveller’s house for dinner. The Doctor


was there, and the Mayor and the Writer. We had eaten


well. Candles flickered in their ornate, silver holders,


dripping tears of wax on to the gleaming, wooden table.


An open fire crackled in the grate, spitting and hissing as


it sent shadows dancing across the


walls. We relaxed in our


sumptuous chairs, and as


the heavy, velvet drapes


breathed backwards and


forwards against the


windows that held back the


storm, we talked.


Suddenly, the Traveller leant


forward in his chair.
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His grey eyes shone. His pale face flushed pink. “What if


I told you,” he whispered, “that some of what you were


taught at school was wrong?”


Filby laughed. “What things exactly?” he asked.


The Traveller stood up and his eyes twinkled. “You


know that all objects have three dimensions – how tall


something is, how long and how wide.”


There seemed nothing wrong with this learning so far.


Height, width and depth. I knew what he meant.


“But what if I told you that there is a fourth dimension?”


he went on. “The dimension of time. If something doesn’t


have a place in time,” he clicked his fingers and the candles


guttered, “then it cannot exist.”


I tried hard to follow what he was saying for it felt like


being back in school.


“Things can move in space,” he said, stretching his hands


out wide. “Left and right. Up and down. But supposing


they could move in time too?”


“Impossible,” said Filby. “That makes no sense at all. We


can move left to right with our feet. We can travel up and


down in hot air balloons. But backwards and forwards in


time? It can’t be done!”


“But what about when we are thinking?” asked the Traveller.


“Can’t you move yourself backwards to when you were


younger? Throw yourself forward to when you are old?”


The Doctor wrinkled his nose as if thinking very hard.
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“And what if even better than that, you could travel in 


time ...” said the Traveller, “in a machine?”


There was muttering around the table. All the colour


had drained from the Writer’s face. “Well, we could find


out what really happened at the Battle of Hastings,” he


suggested.


“Or we could put some savings in a bank and then travel


to the future,” said the Mayor, “when the money had grown


and grown.”


“Exactly!” said the Traveller. “The possibilities are endless.


Let me show you.” He plunged his hands deep into his


trouser pockets and hurried from the room. We heard his


slippers shuffling down the long passage to his laboratory.


When he returned, he was carrying a metal object no


bigger than a small clock. It was delicately made, and parts


of it sparkled like diamonds. He put it down on a polished,


octagonal table on the hearth rug beside the fire and drew


up a chair.























