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FORGOTTEN PAST
By WILLIAM MORRISON

One Plus Sign for a Minus Throws the Future—and Doom-
on the Screen of Ledere'sUncanny Machine When He Seeks

to Turn Time Backward in Its Flight!

DIED,” said Leclerc. “That’s was so completely bewildered by the
the point. To all intents and pur- array of different instruments.that he
poses I died and came to life suspected that even Leclerc himself

again as a new person.
I’m curious.”

Galway stared around the labora-
tory. Parts of Leclerc’s apparatus pointed out.
were scattered over three work-tables, “I know. But for that to happen,
and to Galway the whole set-up was my second personality had to be de-
completely baffling. Recording dials, stroyed. Let me describe what hap-
vacuum tubes, electrodes, gadgets pened this way. Four years ago I
whose names he didn’t know, were suffered a spell of amnesia. It lasted
everywhere. for eighteen months. That’s what I

It looked ten times as complicated mean by saying I died. My body re-
as the average radio hook-up. He mained, but the mind I had possessed

I
That’s why wouldn’t be able to make the apparat-

us work. '
“You’re alive again,” Galway
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83FORGOTTEN PAST

until then disappeared just as com-pletely as if a bomb had shattered me “Travel in time?” L

_
to bits.” ' - • —— -“No,mot that. Most of this talk of

time-travel is rot. Notice that I don’t

“What does it do?” he asked.

#^ALWAY nodded. He understood say all of it, but most of it. You can’t
how Leclerc felt. Sometimes he travel into the past. The past is an

himself had an odd feeling that he died infinite region in the four-dimensional
whenever he lay down to sleep, and space-time continuum whose nature
came alive again when he got up the has been completely determined. All
next morning. Some primitive peo- the world-lines, as Minkowski put it,
pie, he knew, actually seemed to think the world-surfaces, the world-volumes
that was what happened when a man are completely known. Traveling in

the past would change them. It can’t Jwent to sleep.
“When I came to myself again be done.”

that is, when my second personality
died, and my first one returned to
life—I was wearing an expensive suit it.”
of clothes, had a money belt contain-
ing five thousand dollars around my clerc gathered together a handful of
waist, and was spending the night in papers, with equations marching in
a flophouse. I don’t know how I came order on page after page. “Here are
to be there.” ' ' my calculations. The conclusions I’ve

“You could have hired detectives to - just given to you aren’t obvious, and
investigate,” Galway suggested. they didn’t just come out of the air.

“I did, but I got nowhere. I had I slaved for months to get them.”
no papers on me, and I never found “All right. What then ?”
out what name I had used during “Travel into the future is another
those eighteen months. I’ve always matter. The future is to a certain ex-
wanted to know. I simply burn up tent uncertain. Heisenberg’s indeter-
with curiosity every time I think minacy principle holds on the atomic
about it.” level, and that’s enough to assure in-

determinism on a macroscopic scale.
To put it mathematically—the past is
single-valued, the future many-valued.
The present is a branch point. Travel
into the future changes the future.
It would be difficult to do, but it’s
theoretically possible.”
. “Yes, but that,” pointed out Galway,
“is not your problem.”

“Right. My problem is the past.
Here an alternate sort of time-travel
is possible with a history-scanning
machine, such as the one I have con-
structed. Here the situation is re-
versed. I can, after a fashion, travel
into the past—without affecting it,
simply as an observer. I can show
you Washington at Valley Forge,
Lincoln at Gettysburg, and Wilson at
Versailles.

“These things of the past are fixed
regions in space-time. But I can’t
show you future events. I can’t show
you Roosevelt in Berlin, because
whether or not he gets to Berlin is
not yet decided. It depends on too
many atomic processes.”

“I don’t understand,” Galway mur-
mured, “but I’ll take your word for

You don’t have to. Here.” Le-

“What does it matter ?”
“A great deal. Did I marry, ac-

quire a wife and child ? Are there
friends who are looking for me? I
don’t know. But I want to know.
Eighteen months of my life gone, and
I can’t say where they’ve gone to.
Do you recall, Galway, how you feel
when you’re trying to remember a
name, and it seems just on the tip
of your tongue, but you can’t quite
think of it ? You can’t solve your
problem, and you can’t put it out of
your mind.”

Galway nodded. “I know. Some-
times it’s the devil and all.”

“It’s been that way with me. And
it’s been going on for more than two
years. I’ve sometimes thought I’d go
crazy trying to remember. What is
that past I’ve forgotten ? Where was
I during those eighteen months? It’s
to answer these questions that I’ve
invented this machine.”

Galway shook his head. He didn’t
see exactly how the machine was go-
ing to help.

1
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“But your apparatus will show you
the past ?”

"It will, if you’ll give me a hand different positions from the ones they
for a while”’ now occupied.

Galway nodded, and they set to “That’s us a few minutes ago.” Le-
work. Galway himself was no great clerc turned a dial slowly. And swore,
hand in a laboratory, but he could The picture had turned into a dull
appreciate skill when he saw it, and blur. Leclerc kept fiddling with the
he marveled at the intelligence that controls, but the blur remained. Sud-
Leclerc’s fingers seemed to display, denly a picture of himself alone
He himself was of some use as an as- flashed on the screen,

sistant, and with Leclerc directing, “It isn’t as clear as I hoped,” he
the work progressed rapidly. said anxiously.

A fourth table held the only part “Is that you four years ago, or ten,
of the apparatus that Galway could or twelve?”
understand. This was a television re-
ceiving set, connected to work-table
Number Three. But the ordinary right. The real Leclerc dashed to the
tuning devices had been removed, and space control to keep himself in view,

instruments of Leclerc’s own substi- The image put on a hat and coat, then
tuted.

the screen, an image of Galway and
Leclerc themselves, but in slightly

“I don’t know, but I’ll find out.”
The image of Leclerc moved to the

walked out of the room. A second
Leclerc tightened a final screw, and later, they saw it in the street,

paused.
“Ready to go?” Galway asked.
“In a way. My space-control scan-

ner isn’t in good shape. It probably
won’t get a view more than a few
miles away from here. I’ll have to
try extending the range later. But
provided that I stayed within the city

W ECLERC had difficulty in con-
-ISLJ trolling his excitement. The
image made for a subway station, hesi-
tated, then moved on.

“By glory, I think I’ve hit it!” Le-
clerc exclaimed.

“You mean that this is the time you
during those eighteen months, it’ll do started on your travels in amnesia ?”

“It seems incredible, but I think it
is. What luck! I’ve gone down into
that subway station every day for

I’ve done some preliminary experi- years. But as for the times I’ve
ments, and discovered that one turn passed it up and kept on going down
of the control wheel seems to put me the street—I don’t remember any ex-
back a few months, and the next turn cept that one occasion four years ago.
five years. But I’ll try to straighten That is the last thing I do remember
that out later.”

Leclerc had begun to adjust the
different control switches. A sup-
pressed excitement showed in his cursed as he lost it. But a second
manner. Two of the vacuum tubes later the space control had brought it
glowed. One remained cold. into view again. From then on they

“Something wrong?” asked Galway. kept it in sight.
“No,” Leclerc assured. “That’s all The image of Leclerc was walking

right.” irresolutely. Finally it stopped, and
Galway was aware of a growing raised a hand as if in pain to its head,

feeling of tension. Somehow he had For a few seconds it didn’t move,

come to share Leclerc’s faith in the
machine. It was going to recreate the breathed Leclerc. “No blow, no shock,

past for them—and finally, after all Just a sudden blanking out of the
his tortured searching, Leclerc was mental processes.”
going to learn what had happened to
him during those eighteen months.

Leclerc moved over to the television
set. A picture suddenly flashed on

for now.”
“How about the time control ?”
“I expect some trouble with that.

until I awoke in that flophouse. From
that moment my mind was a blank.”

The figure turned right, and Leclerc

“I guess that’s how it happened,”

The figure turned around, and made
for the subway station it had passed.
It put a nickel in a turnstile, and en-
tered a train.
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They could see the image of Leclerc
himself fairly well, but it was impos- didn’t get.”
sible tojnake out clearly, any-of- the— other passengers. Their faces were
hazy, out of focus.

For half an hour, the train moved
on. It was a local, and even though
the experience was no longer happen-
ing to him, Leclerc couldn’t help ex-
pressing his irritation.

“Those blasted locals that stop
every five or ten blocks are a nuisance. denly.
I must have lost my mind to take it.”

Finally, Leclerc’s image gpt out.
It walked up a flight of stairs, then
through a crowded station, and into a
long tunnel. Here it took another
train, and at the next stop got out
again. '“Shuttle to Times Square,” mut-
tered Galway unconsciously. He was
staring in complete absorption.

The image, once it reached Times
Square, seemed at a loss again. It
walked around uncertainly, and finally
entered a movie theatre. For just a
second Leclerc switched the space
control to the theatre screen, and then
he turned quickly back to his own
image.

“One of those horror things. I hate
them. What a personality change I
must have undergone!”

“Why not,” asked Galway, “turn the
tin-'," control two hours ahead ?
There’s no sense in inflicting that epic
on us. Especially, as we don’t even
see it.”

Leclerc shook his head. “I told you
the time control is erratic. I’m not
taking any chances of losing myself.”

“There’s that shock you said you

—“You mean'that this'is the incident
that was responsible for my amnesia?”

“Isn’t it?”
Leclerc enlarged the image. Men

were already crowding around, but he
got the face into view without diffi-
culty. The head was bloody, the
skull—“Leclerc!” Galway exclaimed sud-

“What is it ?”
“Your skull is crushed! I mean, in

the picture!”
“They must have taken me .to the

hospital.”
“Hospital, like sin! Take a look at

yourself! Do you think you lived
after that ? They took you to the
morgue! You were dead !”

“Are you crazy ?”
Leclerc’s eyes were popping out of

his head.
“I think I am,” Galway muttered.
The two men stared at each other.

Then Leclerc turned back to the
scanner. He traced his image a little
further, enough to assure himself that
Galway was right. He saw himself
examined by a doctor, carted off to
the morgue, and left on a cold slab.
In a few days, if he had the patience
to wait, he would see himself buried.
He didn’t bother.

Galway’s face was pale.
“You really died,” he said. “It’s odd

that you should have told me that at
the beginning.”

“Yes, but I didn’t mean it in a physi-
cal sense. My personality died. But
a new one took its place, and my

¥T WAS two and a half hours be- body remained.” He gazed into a mir-
M fore the image arose to leave the ror, and put a hand to his head. “You
theatre. It seemed as bewildered as don’t think I’m a ghost, do you?”

“No, I don’t. You’re just as muchbefore. They watched it start to cross
a busy street with the traffic against alive as I am. And yet, you died,

it, and then draw back.
The traffic light changed. But the

figure remained motionless. Then, answer,
just as the green light died away, it
moved forward again. A heavy truck slowly. “Something’s wrong, but I
bore down, and they saw the figure don’t know what. I’ll have to try

again.”
He began to manipulate the time

frantically, found the spot where the scanner once more. It was not diffi-
truck had thrown his body. His image cult to catch an image of himself
was lying motionless.

How do you explain it ?”
Leclerc was not ready with an

“I don’t explain it,” he replied

look up in alarm.
A second later, Leclerc, searching

leaving the house. But most of the
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time he caught the wrong image— if Leclerc were really a ghost, lost
of himself entering the subway di- sight of him.
rectly. It was at least two hours
before he found the one he wanted.

Galway stayed with him until he
saw the image buy a ticket for the one-column headline in one of the
theatre again. Then he picked up his papers, and Galway stared at it at
hat. first without realizing what he was

WT WAS a year before he heard of
0- Leclerc again. There was a small

“I’ll be blest if I sit through that reading:
show once more without seeing it,”
he said. “Good night.” MAN KILLED BY TRUCK

Leclerc didn’t even answer him. IDENTIFIED
His eves were shininf a little too The man who stePPed out of a raotl°"tus eyes were shining a little too -pict„re theatre i„ an apparent daze, and
brightly, and he seemed not to hear. was then killed while crossing the street
He was interested, as Galway put it has been identified as Joseph Leclerc.
to himself , in a certain little matter
of life and death. Galway threw the paper down, and

It was about a week before Gal- a shiver went through him. The ex-
way saw the man again. In that time, planation had . been simple enough to
Leclerc had lost about ten pounds, any one not blinded, as Leclerc had
and his face had become old and hag- been, by the prejudice of pre-

-gard.
“n

conceived theories. Leclerc had ob-
served the future instead of the past.

His device was not a history-scan-‘Did you solve the ' difficulty ?”
Galway asked.

“No, I did not. The next time I ning machine at all. It was a device
kept an eye on what happened until for looking ahead in time, not back.

Why had he made the mistake he had ?
Galway had a fair idea. Somewhere,

“Yes. It took several days, and I on those pages of calculations, Le-
watched without leaving to eat or clerc had made a mistake. From one
sleep. I had a crazy idea that maybe equation to the next he had substi-
I wasn’t really dead, that perhaps tuted a plus sign where a minus
some doctor performed a miracle, should have been, or vice versa. And
and patched me up again. It didn’t he had carried that mistake through
happen, of course. They put me under to the very end.
the ground, and I even saw myself As simple and trifling a mistake as
beginning to rot. That was more plus for minus, and his ideas of past
than enough for me.” and future had been twisted com-

Galway shuddered. “It would have pletely about. He had said that no
been , enough for me too. And you one could foresee the future, because
haven’t any idea of an explanation ?” the future was indeterminate.

“No, I haven’t. No idea whatever. It had not been indeterminate for
Great heavens above' I thought the him. Every time he had looked into it,
state I was in before was bad enough, he had seen the same thing. On the
But no\b that I know what happened fatal day, he had left his laboratory

with his mind in confusion, and had
He was right, thought GalWay. He traced the same journey to death that

himself had spent an unpleasant week he had watched his image make,

wondering at the explanation of The forgotten period in Leclerc’s
Leclerc’s death. He could imagine past, which he had thought to see
what Leclerc had gone through. again, would now remain forgotten

He spoke to Leclerc on the phone forever,
a month afterward. Still no solution. , Galway threw the paper he had
This time Leclerc seemed not too far been holding onto a table, and then
from insanity. And then Galway, feel- had to sit down because his knees
ing that he was of no help, and af- were trembling. He was aware sud-
fected by a kind of dread superstition denly of a great temptation,
that he tried in vain to shake off , as He could look into his own future.

the very end.”
“Until you were buried ?”

to me—this is worse.”



FORGOTTEN PAST 87

He could do just as Leclerc had done, stood up slowly, and made his way to
trace his own history to the end, dis- Leclerc’s laboratory. .There, he

t.kind of life he would lead,—smashed' the' apparatus that was now
scattered over five tables instead of

sight would drive four,

him crazy, just as it would have
driven Leclerc crazy if he had lived a his heel with a fury that was in-
little longer. He was sure of that, spired by both anger and fear.
All the same, the temptation was
strong, almost irresistible.

When his knees felt stronger, he

cover wha
how he would die.

If he looked, the
He ground pieces of glass under

It was only the television set that
left undamaged for the

sake of Leclerc’s unknown heirs.he thriftily
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