
G.O.T.H.S.

It was not an effortless decision for me to be part of this, part of the plan. It was just that someone had to step up and take on this task, or what I called an obligation. I was assigned to travel through time and obtain the key which would unlock the door leading the human race to a brighter future, where global warming and pandemics would not exist. Or so they said.
My eyelids were too heavy for me to lift, not surprising given that I had not eaten in three days to ensure nothing would go wrong when the day came. It was the injections prescribed by all the scientists to be sure that my organs and my mental status would stay normal after entering into the Time Machine that restricted me from eating anything in the past few days. I was conscious for sure; I still had my hearing, my tactile senses and all that. There was nothing other than a soft breeze gently caressing my cheek. I could have believed that I was in Heaven, but if I was, there would not be so much pain. 
There was a crack not far from me that startled me. It was approaching me, but yet I could sense its hesitation. You have got to be kidding me.  It was so not supposed to end like this! At that moment, I was pretty sure that I, Constance Davidson, was going to die. 
“Hey! I’ve found something.” The footsteps were urgent and the sound of them grew louder with each tap. “Miss, are you alright?” Thank God. He raised my arm and touched every inch of my forearm. It felt like he was ripping the flesh off my arm. And yet I could not do anything. Another set of footsteps. “She has got a second degree burn on her forearm region, and a minor head injury. She might be experiencing a concussion, too.” Don’t think so. “We have to get her inside now!”
A sense of peacefulness rushed from my hand to every inch of what was left of me. To my surprise, the complete blackness was beautiful.
Slowly, I regained my senses. I was expecting something bright, a sick room in a hospital or something similar, but I was wrong.  The room was dimly lit, abandoned computers stacked up to the ceiling.
“You’re up.” The voice was familiar. I recalled that he was the one who saved me. He was about my age, Chinese for certain. I had to admit, he looked stunningly cute despite the black circles surrounding his eyes and those bags under his eyes. He must have been up for nights on end.
“Yes. Um… Thanks for saving me back there, wherever that was.” 
“I couldn’t have left you there. I’m sure you wouldn’t want to know what would have happened if we had been a few minutes late.” He checked my eyes, like any other doctor would do. “You’re fine. Now please tell me what you were doing out there with your strange-looking vehicle. I’m quite sure that that thing is not from this age. Are you a time traveler?”
“This is the year 2109, right?” He nodded, waiting for me to continue. Fortunately, the scientists didn’t mess up the year. “Alright, I’m from the past, in search of G.O.T.H.S.” I paused to see if this had rung any bell in his head.
“Goths? You’ve travelled all the way through time to find some antisocialists?” He could not have been any dumber.
“Well, there is certainly a possibility that I may do that, but no.” I could tell that he was hurt by my sarcasm. “G.O.T.H.S. stands for Getaway Of The Human Sins. That is a matter that is supposed to solve the major problems that we faced back in 2009. If you remember, we had pandemics, global warming, you name it. I was instructed to bring it back to stop the problems when we can still do something about them.” 
“Just one question:  why would they send a twenty-year-old to do such thing? And, for your information, things are a lot worse now.” 
“I… volunteered.” I actually stuttered, and tears welled up in my eyes. “No one dared to even give it a try, they thought it was dangerous. It was just because they didn’t know what the government was actually capable of doing. I thought it was time that I should do something for the people I love. It… was… not easy… to make this decision.” 
For a brief second, he looked almost in pain, but in another second it was gone. Was I hallucinating? Anyway, I had to change the subject. “So, where am I?”
“This used to be a school. It has been standing for 240 years. Tough, huh? But, after the outbreak of different kinds of pandemics, plus global warming, the population has dropped drastically. People don’t go to schools anymore. They would rather stay with their families, waiting for the end of the world to hit us. It does feel like Mother Nature is rejecting us, like we’re poisonous. You cannot blame her, because it was us who made her sick the first place. We can’t even go out without putting on protection.” He shrugged.
There was silence for a moment, but oddly, it was not awkward at all. I felt… safe, somehow.
“I’m Ian, by the way,” he beamed.
“Constance.” I could barely smile, but I made an effort to do so anyway.
“So how were you planning to find this “G.O.T.H.S”? We don’t exactly have much material left here.”

“Oh, that. I have this.” I took out a small silvery gadget from my backpack beside me, and switched it on. “It automatically searches for materials that were not known back in 2009. What it also does is…”

The red light on the device was flashing. It worked like a GPS, searching for, in this case, unknown materials. Bingo! I had got it. 
“Oh my…” I whispered. 
We both watched the direction in which the device was pointing that indicated where we should be going. We rushed through corridors and ran through doors. Finally, the device was giving out high-pitched beeps. This was it. I had found it.
It was the bottom floor of the entire building. Behind us was a spacious room, which I assumed was an art room, as paint brushes were still laid on the rectangular table. I wondered what it was like back when the brushes had just been abandoned. There must have been a riot going on there. I turned back to a comparatively small door. Behind it was a compact space. I ducked through the door frame and switched on the light; it was still working. There, near the furthest end of the room where the light could not reach, I saw a black, orchid-like plant.
“Is the light usually on?” I asked urgently.
“Nope, we never come down here.”

“That means plants have already evolved to grow without sunlight…” I had to take a sample back to 2009, this had to be the only hope we had left.
I took out a transparent plastic bag from my backpack, and used a pair of forceps to collect some samples from it.
We walked back up to the room we had been. I felt relieved with this new discovery.
“So what now? You’re going back?” I could hear the bitterness in his voice.
“Maybe. What do you suggest then?” I said playfully.
“I thought…” He coughed. “We could spend… some time together.”

“We are, aren’t we?” I then remembered something. “Where’s the other person who was with you today? I totally forgot about him.”

“He’s out on some personal business.” He was hiding something.
“Hey, help me to bring my Time Machine in, would you? I need to fix it before I can go back.”

“As you wish, ma’am.” He hopped on his feet and put on protective clothes.
The following few days, I applied what I had learnt during the training. And I checked the plant every 4 hours to record its growing progress. Ian was with me the whole time, making time easier to pass. Unknowingly, we had depended on each other, however short the time we had known each other. 
The time came, the Time Machine was fixed, and I was ready to go. Ian had made things harder, but he knew what had to be done.
“Well, I guess I really have to go. It was nice spending time with you.” I was going for a short goodbye, not wanting to spill any tears. 
“Wait. I know it’s selfish to ask you this, but can you stay?” he pleaded.
“I know. I can’t. For the sake of all the people who have died and those who will because of these crises, I have to change them. I have to make a difference.” I paused, holding back my tears. “Have you ever thought of coming with me?”

Without hesitation, he hopped in the Time Machine, and we went, back to where it all began.
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