
His name was Robert Rodd, and he was a time traveller. Should you consider him an unnamed hero, 

going back in time to prevent a specific event from happening, the story will disappoint you. Robert 

Rodd was far from having such an ambition. The path he had chosen, led back into his youth to a girl 

he once failed to seduce. 

How does a man discover a time travelling ability? In Robert's case, everything happened purely by 

chance. Frankly, Robert had no knowledge of having such a power at all, until one lovely morning the 

following occurred. The world set itself swinging, then it shrank and inflate once again, the blackest 

night spread in front of Robert's uncomprehending eyes, in the next moment, followed by a sharp 

brightness of the daylight, and that was that.  

Seemingly, nothing had changed. Ruffled and considerably bewildered Robert lurched and made 

several uncertain steps over the room. Regaining the balance, he started to rub his eyes with 

clenched fists. "What just happened to me?" he asked himself. He knew who he was, where he had 

been a minute ago and what was he doing. He remembered what he had for breakfast that day as 

well as increasing need to relieve himself. Dazed and with a weighty head, he recollected yesterday's 

hangover, although not recalling ever drinking yesterday. Then there was a sudden pain above his 

shoulder blade, and that was something he was familiar with - his back had ached for several months 

thanks to a bad mattress.  

"What was I?" he talked to himself, vainly trying to get back to what had he been doing before - 

whatever it was; searching for a lost stream of mind - which he was failing to find – but after a while 

forced to admit, several basic things were terribly wrong.  

First, he could not but notice that he wasn’t in his apartment anymore. This room, he momentarily 

found himself at - and which, in the depths of his mind, he somehow inexplicably recognised, 

although, not being able to fathom this recognition so far - the room, manifestly, belonged to much 

younger person. Bright coloured bedding, walls covered with music and film posters, omnipresent 

disorder, there were even some course books on the table. 

Further, the sensation Robert found himself at was indeed unusual too. He felt lighter, more flexible - 

except the hangover – even healthier perhaps; as if he was treading barefoot, dressed only in his 

shorts, over a soft piece of grass in the middle of deep summer. There was a mirror in front of him. 

Robert examined himself, only to find that neither the clothes he wore were his; fit for someone 

younger, perhaps a teenager.  

Robert observed the reflection of a boy in the mirror. At least for this moment putting off the 

question of what is and is not possible; the fact was, Robert found himself in his old room, in the flat 

of his parents. After solving the riddle of where, Robert started to rack his brains over the more 

significant question - when. 

For a while, his eyes wandered over the rediscovered room, vaguely recalling its details. Slowly and 

with embarrassment - pointlessness of which he realised and sneered - he touched and opened the 

wardrobe, examined the clothing on the hangers. He opened the drawer of the working table, 

moving aside a heap of paper, revealing a coloured magazine with a naked woman on the front page 

in an extremely vulgar pose. He grabbed the book laid on the bedside table, read its title.  

It seemed that he was dealing with his younger self about twenty years ago; given the course books 

on the table, probably in the first year of his studies at the grammar school. "This is fantastic", he 

thought and burst into laughter. Suddenly, there was a noise, a muffled sound coming from the 

depths of the apartment. He wasn't alone. Fear grasped his insides.  



Indeed, he realised how oddly the situation he found himself in might evolve. Without a possibility to 

change a thing, the world set itself swinging again, followed by the shrinking and inflating and then 

he was back at his thirty-five-year-old body, staggering in the kitchen of his flat.  

After such experience, it is uneasy for a man to stay calm, not to ask any questions. Robert, who 

wasn't in any way different from other men of his age, was anything but calm. And so he paced over 

his room, asking questions. 

Some were easier to answer than other. For example, the question of where. That was not so hard to 

explain. More important - at least for Robert - was, why the transport happened in the first place? 

And thus Robert brooded profoundly, over the subject of what exactly was he doing at the very 

moment he was - in such a rude manner - drawn into his own past. 

The whole thing took place more or less as follows. Robert sat in his favourite, polstered, wine-

coloured armchair, his legs laid on a soft taburet; with a book on his lap - opened but unread - he 

recalled a friend from his youth, a girl that he secretly loved, a girl that forever stayed just a friend. 

He fantasied, what would it be like, should he had tried to seduce her back then. "Of course," Robert 

put together this daydreaming with the time jump right into the age when he and this girl were 

particularly close. Could his own brain be behind all of this? 

Let's suppose it is true, and Robert's brain was the cause; what reason might it have? After all, Robert 

had not in any way tried to win this power, he never asked for this, dreamed about it. Robert, in his 

interpretation, compared this experience to such, when you save another man's life during a great 

danger. It does not mean, you're a hero. Not at the slightest. You had merely - in that very moment - 

found something special in you. Why weren't you capable of such a thing before? It just was not 

necessary. Robert's brain - similarly to Robert himself, although somehow vaguely and 

subconsciously - came to the realisation, it was needed for them, to go back in time.  

After the preliminary assessment of the situation, Robert had decided he must get into that room 

again. Once you try something new, and you begin to like it, difficult for you would be letting it go. 

Robert knew, that if he wouldn't make that journey again, he would never find peace.  

The whole time, Robert could only think about the other place, as if he hadn't been able to find 

peace in his present life. He lived with a beautiful woman, and they were indisputably happy. Surely, 

he sometimes couldn’t help himself not to run back - in his thoughts - into the age when he was 

young. Back in the days, when young women and men shared their first - yet so powerful - immature 

feelings. Back into the era of his first girlfriends, one night lovers, unreachable women, platonic 

loves, missed opportunities.  There is nothing wrong about it whatsoever. From a realistic point of 

view, one can allow to let oneself imagination run free and wild from time to time. Robert suddenly 

had the upper hand; he could exceed the limits of his imagination. 

And thus he travelled backwards, concentrating all his senses on appearing at the proper time and 

place. Surprised be the result, he gazed, when he found himself in his boy's room again. Although still 

a bit shaken by the transport, he was gaining confidence much faster this time. Despite the fact, he 

was still learning the rules of the game, Robert planned to study as he went, determined not to 

waste a single minute of his – for so long lost - precious time.  

First, he examined his image in the mirror. Tall, lean, boyish, with a soft beard on his cheeks, he was 

handsome as ever. With amusement, as he went through his wardrobe, he discovered things he 

remembered so vividly. To appear more appropriately for a rendezvous with a woman, he changed 

his clothes.  



Unlike his younger self, he had the advantage of knowing what women like men to wear. There was a 

bathroom next to his bedroom, where he ran his fingers through his hair, splashed some father's 

cologne over his body and with satisfaction observed the final image.  

Pacing through the living room, he saw his parents. Overflowed with joy and sadness at the same 

time - his parents were long gone in his timeline - he desired to hear their voices again, to watch 

them as they lived. Realising the uncertainty of time, he will be able to spend at this age, Robert 

remembered the purpose of his visit. He said his farewells and left the home of his youth. Self-

assuredly he strolled through the old world as if he had never lived anywhere else - although his 

brain was remembering everything he experienced since these very days. He found the girl's house 

and asked her out. 

More ravishing than he had even remembered, when seeing her, a long-gone sensation of delight 

filled the whole of his body. Robert bombarded her with attentiveness.  He told her all the things he 

knew a woman wants to hear. He attacked her, wielding gestures and manners, the kind he could 

never have controlled as young, powerful effect of which on a young girl, he today finally 

understood. It did not take long, and she yielded to him. They laid together into a soft grass on the 

fringe of a field sheltered by a large windbreak. It was beautiful; the experience made Robert 

immensely proud. It was all over now when something had changed. The girl turned into 

embarrassment, she was reserved, and he realised, how different it was to make love when a person 

was young, to go through something so physically intense. That unpleasant shame, rising from within 

him, made the world around him to change, and he was back in his time again.   

This experience convinced him that time-travel wouldn't be as easy as he thought. After all, when 

one is young, everything is simpler, and one does not concern oneself with one's conscience 

excessively. It is much harder for a grown-up person to feel emotionally detached. Robert was 

ashamed, realising he just made love to a sixteen-year-old girl. And so he concluded that next time, 

he would visit someone older. Of course, he wanted back. Despite his gnawing conscience, he knew 

he couldn't stop. He had found too much liking in it. Robert knew that there would be a next time 

and the next. It did not take long.  

This time Robert travelled into the age when he was a bit older than at his previous journey. He was 

nineteen, and he yearned for his girlfriend's mother. She was his mother-in-law, almost the same age 

as his mother, neither of that mattered to him. Robert felt drawn towards this woman. A matured 

woman, yet still young, vivid, natural and reckless, who overtly coquetted with him despite their 

clearly defined relationship.  

The most important, this time, was the fact that the woman was alone. There was no friend or lover, 

merely an ex-husband, divorced, currently limited to the role of a weekend father for her two 

daughters. Robert remembered how alone the woman felt. He remembered his pity. All those 

memories and feelings turned into a purpose as he travelled into the past and once again swooped 

on his unsuspecting prey. Skilfully he subjugated her with her weaknesses and watched her as she 

gave in before him. Intoxicated by success, this time he stayed longer in the past, feeling he was 

gaining more power over the whole process.   

Next time he travelled into even nearer past. He was twenty-four, and he just went through great 

love and even greater disillusionment. Determined to put his powers to the test and expose himself 

to unpleasant life experience, when - like a dog - he was dumped for another man; a fateful moment 

when - young and inexperienced - he failed to control his emotions, and shamefully begged his love's 

favour, implored her to save his soul.  



Why going back into such a destructive memory? It is simple; Robert wanted revenge, to recover 

from the crippling she had caused him, to walk out on this memory, forever victorious. In his mind, 

Robert regarded it merely as another challenge to his powers, another affair to relive, and overcome. 

Again, he let himself be carried back by the time stream. He saw his opponent - it was her - watching 

him with alienation. However, Robert felt splendid. Realising his might, the power he had over the 

situation. 

Gone were the impotence, and the sense of humiliation; now, replaced by assuredness and resolve. 

The girl was observing him as if waiting for his reaction. Robert laughed at her, and his throaty 

laughter arose from the seductive feeling of mature superiority. Without hesitation to use anything 

that might hurt a twenty-year-old girl, he laughed at her, humiliated her, telling her everything he 

wasn't able to back then. With a feeling of immense joy, Robert jumped back to his era.  

Following his return, Robert experienced several happy days, later abruptly replaced by a feeling of 

deep sorrow. Regretting his actions, his words, he wanted to go back, to apologise. Nearly ready to 

set off, he realised that if he would go back into the exact situation with feelings of guilt and sadness, 

the scenario would inevitably repeat, and he would leave this moment devastated again, and so he 

went back in time, two days later after this argument.  

Something extraordinary happened when Robert reunited with the girl, something for what he was 

not prepared. The girl fell to the ground before him. This time, it was her, who begged. Begged him 

to forgive, asking to love her again, swearing, she could never belong to another man. Then she 

surrendered herself to him. They made love, and when everything went silent, and the girl fell asleep 

safe in his arms, he returned. Disconcerted, Robert concluded, not to go back for a while.  

In the following days, Robert tried to clear up everything then went on inside of him. Trying to make 

his mind stay in the present, it gradually kept running back. After a while, he realised that what he 

felt, was in fact, love. Love to a young girl he once loved, a girl he went back in time to humiliate. 

Now, he knew with certainty he had to go back to her. His life in the present no longer meant 

anything to him; his marriage was meaningless. Robert only wanted to go forward - although he 

meant backwards - and never to return. And doing so, Robert found love and his mind found peace. 

At least for a while. 

Although trying to prevent it as much as he could, his affair with the girl from the past fell apart. 

Everything that happened once happened again, only later this time. Robert did the only thing he 

was capable of; he ran away on the time stream. Longing to go back to his own time, to start again 

where he finished, Robert feared he would no longer be able to. Ashamed of what he had done in 

the past, Robert couldn't imagine returning to a relationship with a woman who loved him 

boundlessly. Instead of that, he voyaged further.  

At first, it seemed - even to Robert - he had a destination. Desiring to find someone whom he could 

love. Someone, with whom a love could be shared, to heal his broken soul. And so Robert became 

one of the many, who search for love in the past; amongst the women with whom love was once 

shared, women that weren't able to give it, women that once passed by - hoping that perhaps they 

were supposed to be the one - women who from any reasons were once forbidden to him.  

He started with coming back to a girl he seriously harmed, his first relationship. He wanted to make it 

up for her, try to love her one more time. Despite this honorous goal, he failed, hurting the girl once 

again, this time, even more severely than before.  



Another was a girl that loved him at high school, cherished a warm childish love for him which he 

never repaid. This time, Robert loved her back, and for a while, it worked. Though, there was no 

hope for this relationship to last. Robert was looking for mature love, and here he only found 

unanchored adolescent affection, a deluge of which was suffocating him. The only thing that 

remained was to throw the girl overboard and carry on.  

And so journeyed Robert. At first, there was a goal, a destination. It seemed to him at least. Soon, he 

became lost. Travelling from experience to experience as a person, who when listening to music, 

skips one song after another in a desire to find the right one for the moment. Robert jumped from 

one time to another, from meeting to meeting, from one woman to the next, in search of the right 

one. 

The time lost its purpose. The journey became meaningless. Everything faded away in a mist and 

Robert forgot what was he looking for. He forgot who he was, whom he wanted to be. And so it 

happened that Robert Rodd became lost in time and stopped being Robert Rodd at all. He became a 

Fata Morgana, a mirage, a trail in the light, a blur in the time, memory of a man, illusion in the real 

world. Perhaps even you happen to meet him one day when it seems that with a corner of your eye, 

you see a vague figure, trembling on the edge of your visual field and in the next moment it's gone. 

Thus ended Robert Rodd, the time traveller. 


