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The busy street falls silent. No sound now but the rush of blood in your ears, no movement but your own
agitated steps. You are alone, the only living thing in a world of statues.

It’s happening again. The sensation is familiar but no less terrifying for that. Useless to cry out, for
there is no one to hear you. The tourists that crowd the little Prague market stand silent and
motionless, as if they were caught on camera. Your eyes leap from one frozen face to the next,
appealing for some flicker of recognition, but meet only with blank stares. Even Emily looks away,
seemingly entranced by the old books offered for sale.

The book! The travel guide is still in your hands, a shabby second-hand edition, its pages annotated
in thick black pencil. As the first shock subsides, your mind starts to crowd with questions. What
does it mean? Do those handwritten notes provide some kind of explanation for your strange illness?
The dull roar in your ears reaches a deafening pitch then swirls away to nothing.

All around you, conversations resume. The tourists continue their slow drift down the street, acting
as if nothing had happened. It is 2.18pm, on Monday, 5 August 2013. Perhaps twenty seconds have
passed, or no time at all.

‘What'’s the matter?” Emily asks, turning to you with sudden concern.

First comes the freeze then the weakness. The feeling of giddiness overwhelms you and you lean
against the table of second-hand books to steady yourself.

‘It's nothing,” you say, forcing a smile. ‘Just feel a bit faint, that’s all. No really, I'm fine.’

But nothing is fine, never has been since that day, aged eleven, when time first stood still. The
attacks are coming more frequently now, the slightest hint of stress or danger enough to trigger an
episode. What is wrong with you?

‘Perhaps we should go back to the hostel?” Emily suggests.

You shake your head. ‘Just some water. And the book. I want to buy this book.’

The Czech street trader looks dubiously at the tatty paperback, eyes registering the worn cover and
dog-eared pages. ‘One hundred,” he tells you. You hand him the money and stow the book inside
your backpack, burying it down deep as if the knowledge of its contents could be similarly buried.
How has your secret come to be scrawled across the pages of a second-hand travel guide? And, what
is more, in a passable imitation of your own handwriting?

THE GUIDEBOOK

(Rogue Planet Guide to the Czech Republic, published 2013, © Paul Struth)

Rabstejn

Rabstejn is known as the Gateway to the Jeseniky Mountains and is a good place to base yourself if
you are planning to spend time exploring the highlands. The town itself makes for an interesting day
trip from Brno or Olomouc.

Main square (Ndamesti Republiky)

Sit in the sun at one of the pavement cafés and enjoy the view of the Gothic town hall. The so-called
Graffiti Room at U Krkavcu (no.7) contains over a thousand messages left by nineteenth century
travellers.

Castle Rabenstein (Zamek Rabstejn)

The family seat of the Barons Rabenstein is visible from almost every part of the town. First
mentioned in 1318, the present castle dates largely from the sixteenth century. The east wing was
refurbished after a serious fire in 1900. The Rabensteins were forced into exile at the end of the Second
World War, along with the rest of the Sudeten German population, and their former home is now in
the care of the Czech state. Visits are possible only by guided tour (Mar-Oct, 100 K¢).
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Capuchin Church (Kostel Panny Marie Bolestné)

The church of Our Lady of Sorrows was built between 1692 and 1695 by Christoph Dientzenhofer
and is worth visiting for its splendid Baroque interior (open daily, admission free). The Capuchin
monastery it once served, now a girls’ school, is closed to the public.

(Below the printed text these handwritten notes appear.)

Now that I have begun to doubt even myself, let me restate what I know must be true. It is August
2013. I am in Rabstejn and E is waiting for me at the Capuchin church.

What madness is it that has brought me here? The few attractions promised by the guidebook
would, of themselves, not have been enough to warrant the two-and-a-half hour train journey from
Prague : my reasons for visiting were purely personal. I had always known that Fraenkel was a
foreign name but did not become interested in the family history until my condition was diagnosed as
hereditary. I discovered that my ancestors had lived in Rabstejn, in what was then the Austro-
Hungarian Empire, until my great-grandfather emigrated in the early years of the 20™ century. The
thought occurred to me then: What if I am not alone? What if there are others?

Since early adolescence I have suffered from an extremely rare genetic disorder, CHRONOSTASIA,
for which there is no known cure. In moments of danger or stress, time appears to literally stand still,
although I myself am able to think and move as normal. 1 have no control over how and when the
attacks occur, other than by the simple method of avoiding stressful situations.

Intrigued by the parallels between your own life and the notes in the guidebook, you have decided to travel to
Rabstejn. There you will find a mystery waiting to be solved. The Passport on the next page contains
information about the rules of play.

When you are ready, please start your journey at the section headed Rabstejn.
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PASSPORT

Surname FRAENKEL Given names ........cccceeeeenne
Date of Birth ............. Nationality =~ ...
Medical conditions Chronostasia

Determination 1 point

Memories

DETERMINATION

Determination is a measure of your will to succeed, something you will need to keep going through
difficult situations. You start with 1 Determination point.

You can increase your Determination score by taking decisive action or by uncovering clues which
you believe will help you to solve the mystery. Chronostatic attacks, however, will weaken your
Determination to keep going. The text may also give you the option to use Determination to help you
out of a difficult situation — in these cases you must cross off any points used.

There is no upper or lower limit to your Determination. You may therefore end up with a minus
score; in these cases, any subsequent increases will count towards reducing the deficit. It should go
without saying that you can only use Determination to resolve a situation when you have points
available to spend.

MEMORIES

During your adventure you may be asked to note a Memory on your Passport. As the name
suggests, a Memory is a recollection of something that has happened to you in the past. Your
character will also know any information that you yourself can remember without referring to your
notes.
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RABSTEJN

Wednesday, 7 August 2013

It is a hot day and the hike from the railway station leaves you both irritable. The centre of Rabstejn
offers some small reward, terraces of gaily painted houses framing a picturesque market square. You
ask at the tourist information office in the town hall but, to your disappointment, the young assistant
has never heard the name of Fraenkel.

“What shall we do now?’ Emily demands, still petulant after your quarrel.

By common consent you decide against walking up the hill to the castle and settle for browsing
around the backstreets. You find the Capuchin church almost by accident. It stands at one end of a
small square, the towering Baroque facade rising to catch the afternoon sun.

“You're not going in?’ Emily asks in disbelief. She lets her backpack slide down onto the cobbles, as
if to say — here, and no further!

‘Just a quick look. Since we’re here.”

Emily rolls her eyes in weary acquiescence. She fills her water bottle from the fountain in the
middle of the square.

‘Not coming with me?’

‘Uh uh. I'll stay and watch the backpacks.’

When you look back from the church door, she is sitting on the steps of the fountain, tying her hair
back.

It is cold inside the church after the heat of the day, cold and deathly silent. You are the only visitor.
The clerestory windows fill the vault with heavenly white light but shadows congregate in the aisles
and in the side chapels. Here, in the gloom, you come across a grisly relic, a glass coffin containing the
skeleton of a man wrapped in priestly vestments, a Snow White to give children nightmares. There
are no memorials to anyone called Fraenkel.

You sit in one of the pews (the scuff of shoes on old wood) and stare up at the high altar. An
enormous oil painting, its background rendered dark with age, pictures Mary weeping over the pale
corpse of Christ. The statues of saints and angels are like so many gilded waxworks, lifelike and dead
and faintly creepy all at once. Or maybe that’s just the atmosphere. You look round, almost certain
that you will see someone sitting behind you, but the rows of pews are empty.

A door bangs shut, the sound echoing too loud in the cavernous nave. An elderly priest is locking
the entrance to the vestry. He crosses himself in front of the altar then shuffles up the aisle towards
you. You must look like a tourist because he speaks to you in German.

‘Bitte?” You struggle to recall what you learned of the language in school.

‘Die Kirche wird jetzt geschlossen.’

Aha! The church is closing now. You nod quickly to show him you have understood. You pick up
the guidebook and stand, suddenly eager to be out of this dead place. Time, you think, to patch things
up with Emily. But, when you step outside into the square, you find that she has vanished.
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1

You cannot see Emily - or the backpacks - whichever way you look. Emily! Em? The only reply is
the half-hearted dribble of water from the fountain. You reach for your phone but it is not there — you
remember you had put it in the side pocket of your backpack for safe keeping. The sun is sinking
behind the castle. Is it already so late? The last train back to Prague must be leaving soon. In the
twilight glow the empty square, which moments before had seemed merely picturesque, looks very
foreign. You begin to grow anxious. Where is Emily? Perhaps she got bored of waiting and has
ventured into one of the streets leading off the square. Despite yourself you can’t help but think that
something must have happened to her. Where can you get help? You seem to remember seeing a blue
POLICIE sign at the railway station as you arrived. The stress of your situation threatens to
overwhelm you. What are you going to do?

Sit down and wait — Emily is bound to reappear soon? Turn to 48
Look for her in the side streets? Turn to 82
Head back to the railway station ? Turn to 57

Add 1 DETERMINATION point.

Dank earth and the scrape of brick dust beneath your fingernails but no weapon more likely than
the wooden table comes to hand. You turn it over and with some effort succeed in wrenching off one
of the legs. Armed with this makeshift club, you hammer on the door and walls of the cellar, howling
like a celebrant at some savage rite. After an hour, your summons is answered and you hear the heavy
tread of footsteps on the stairs.

From your hiding place behind the door, you can see nothing more than the golden glow of the
lamp but you hear the clockmaker’s breathing, sense his puzzlement at your apparent absence. He
takes a step forward into the room and, as he does so, you hit him on the back of the head with the
table leg. A groan and he falls forward, dropping the lamp. Glass shatters; the flame wavers on the
earthen floor, briefly showing the body lying there, unmoving, and then goes out. Without waiting to
hear if the clockmaker will recover, you rush through the open door and up the stairs. The front door
of the shop is bolted but you have it open in moments and are off running down the street.

Add the MEMORY Gefangen to your Passport and turn to 43

3
At your first movement, a gunshot sounds, deafeningly loud in the small room, and you feel an
agony sear your body. You topple forwards, your hands clawing at the carpet, as if to pull yourself up
out of the blackness that threatens to drown you. You hear a voice, very far away and high up, and it
seems to you that the voice is your own but you can no longer understand what it is saying to you.
Turn to 30

4
You take aim and fire at your double, who gives a cry and topples back off the walkway into the
darkness below. A flash of lightning illuminates your twisted body lying still amongst the
transformers and capacitors at the base of the tower. You now have the opportunity to use the time
machine. Turn to 74
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5
As the last lever clanks into place, power surges into the Anachronism. Sparks crackle and fly; your
skin tingles and the very air itself seems to tense in anticipation. You brace yourself for what is to
happen next. Turn to 93

6
You leave the police station hurriedly. Two roads come together here. Looking left, you can see the
castle silhouetted against the sunset. To your right, a street called Lange Gasse runs back towards the
church. The sky over the town is dark with gathering clouds and there is a rumble of thunder in the
air.

If you want to take the left fork towards the castle, turn to 83
If you would rather go back to the church, turn to 66

7

Holding the candle with shaking hands, you inspect the walls of the room. There are hundreds of
messages, but you only have time to look at a few. All of them are apparently in the same hand,
though evidently written at different times (some have been scratched out or are now too faint to
read). Most are short; the name EMILY (sometimes spelled as Emilie) is repeated over and over.

Next to the bed is a pair of initials and the date 18/9/1900. The rather more cryptic Z IS NOT THE
FIRST is neatly printed in block capitals in the far corner. Dragging the heavy dresser away from the
wall reveals a long mathematical calculation, apparently unfinished, to which someone has appended
the comment FIND THE GUIDEBOOK. There is no time to make a note of all the messages, so you
will have to try to memorise them.

‘Dr Fraenkel!”

The sound of furniture being moved must have been clearly audible to those outside the door.

‘Open up, doctor! This is the police!

The polite knocking has now given way to a fist hammering on the door. The door rattles in its
frame. The bolt is a flimsy affair and looks likely to give way at any moment.

If you want to open the door, turn to 50
If you would rather climb out of the window and make your escape across the roofs, turn to 45

8

After a few minutes you reach the main square, empty now apart from a horse-drawn carriage
waiting patiently in front of the town hall.

Night is falling fast. There is still light in the west, where the castle stands silhouetted against the
pale sky, but darkness hangs over the town and fills its streets. Clouds are gathering and there is a
rumble of thunder in the air. Used as you are to the bright lights of the twenty-first century, the square
seems dreadfully dark. Apart from the faltering gas lamps forming a ring around its edge, the only
lights are in the windows of a large inn, The Three Ravens.

If you wish to visit the inn, turn to 36
If you decide to leave the square, turn to 83
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9

As you are deciding which way to go, you see someone come out of Dr Fraenkel’s house. The
person is your double in every respect, down to the very clothes you are wearing! The other you takes
a few short steps and then collapses in the street. A cold shiver runs down your spine. Are you
witnessing your own death?

You rush forward, apprehensive about what awaits you. The bullet has punched a bloody hole
through your chest. You crouch down beside the other you but you can see that you do not have long
left to live. Your eyes are already sightless — when you open them again, you know you will be in the
church. You start to shake and weep with the futility of it all — lose I DETERMINATION point.

The other you is still clasping Fraenkel’s book, the charred remains of the cover flaking away onto
your hands and clothing.

‘Take it!” you whisper, your voice cracked and fading. And then you are gone. For a brief moment
you see yourself lying there and then your body too starts to fade. After a few seconds there is
nothing but the burned book. Turn to 34

10

Under the shop counter is a cupboard piled high with paperback books. You take one out. Itis a
travel guide to the Czech Republic with a picture of the Astronomical Clock in Prague on the cover,
exactly the same as the copy you bought. You take out another and another — they are both the same.
In fact all the books in the cupboard are copies of your guidebook, in various states of preservation.
Some are nearly new, others are dog-eared and grimy, but all were printed in 2013. Many of the pages
are covered with handwritten notes.

There is a deep groan from the floor. The clockmaker is slowly regaining consciousness.

If you want to grab an armful of the books and leave the shop, turn to 39
If you would rather abandon them and investigate the noise from the cellar, turn to 60

11

You duck out of the way of your double’s wild swing. The heavy iron wrench is caught by the
powerful magnetic fields generated by the time machine and your double is drawn back into the time
vortex that the fields have created.

It is as if someone has pressed a fast forward button. The fingernails lengthen and hair cascades to
the waist, whitens and frizzles away as if it were being singed by the electricity all around. Before
your eyes you watch yourself age; your face is that of a thirty-, forty-, sixty-, ninety-year-old. The skin
withers and peels back from your bones, which are already crumbling to dust and being blown away
by the time storm. In a matter of minutes you have ceased to exist.

You stare in horror at the empty space left behind.

‘The Anachronism!” Lady Rabenstein cries, as another bolt of lightning strikes the tower.

You turn to the time machine, to your destiny. Turn to 74

12

You have some Czech crowns in your pocket which you now offer to the tramp. A rank, unwashed
smell rises to meet you as you step forward but it is not this that causes you to gasp in horror. The
face that grins back at you is your own! Add the MEMORY Penner to your Passport.

Before you can say anything, grimy hands snake out from under the coat sleeves and seize the
guidebook, tearing it away from your grasp. The tramp shoves you hard, causing you to stumble
backwards and fall. The coins scatter across the cobbles. Your double ignores them and runs away
across the square, clutching the guidebook under one arm.
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If you want to chase after the fleeing tramp, turn to 37
If you would rather ignore the theft — you have only lost your guidebook after all - turn to 76

13

While you are agonising over the correct setting, there is a malfunction. Too much power! The
incredibly high voltage generated by the lightning has caused a short circuit. You cover your face
with your hands as sparks rain down. A fire has been started. Smoke fills the tower. You struggle to
free yourself from the cockpit but the damn safety belt is stuck. The flames are spreading quickly, the
tower is on fire. You remember a phrase from the guidebook - The east wing was refurbished after a
serious fire in 1900. Oh God - is this what happened to Fraenkel? The smoke overcomes you and you
black out. Turn to 44

14
After some minutes you round a corner and find yourself back on a main street. To your right, it
continues towards the castle.

If you decide to go to the castle, turn to 64
If you would rather turn left, back towards the town, turn to 83

15

You knock the book out of the flames using a poker but the book itself is still hot and your attempts
to handle it leave you with burned fingers. Gripping the charred remains with the edge of your t-
shirt, you make haste to leave the house. But you are barely out of the room before time resumes.

You fly down the stairs, taking them four or five at a time, gambling that the simulacrum cannot
follow with anything like the same speed, if at all. As you cross the first floor landing, a gunshot rings
out behind you and you feel a hot agony tear through your body. Lose 1 DETERMINATION point.

You drag open the door of the house but take only a few steps before collapsing in the street
outside. You seem to hear the sound of footsteps approaching and a voice speaking to you but you are
already too weak to hear what it says.

Add the MEMORY Erschossen to your Passport and turn to 30

16

‘What is this place?’

The priest pauses at the gate of the monastery. ‘I might say it is the house of God, but I sense some
wider philosophical question. You look troubled, doctor.”

‘I do not know where I am, or when.”

‘A strange question from one who has studied time for so long. Any labourer in the street might
have told you it is 18 September.’

‘And the year! What year is this?’

The priest looks at you with a quizzical expression.

‘Forgive me, but you do not seem yourself this evening, Dr Fraenkel.’

“Tell me, who is Dr Fraenkel?’

‘Ah, only you can answer the question, I think. But it is late in the day to be considering such
weighty matters. You have pushed yourself too hard. Go home and rest now.’

‘I do not...’
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‘Come, it is but two minutes from here.” The priest points down a narrow alley running alongside
the monastery wall.

If you want to walk down the alley, turn to 47
If you would rather leave the square by another route, turn to 76

17

You fold out the newspaper. The name is printed in heavy black Gothic type across the top of the
page: RABENSTEINER ABENDBLATT. To your surprise, the headlines are written in German rather
than Czech. But the date of the edition comes as a far bigger shock: Tuesday, 18 September 1900!

The newspaper boy opens his mouth to say something but the only sound is the dull roar of blood
in your ears. In all the square nothing moves; even the gas lamps outside the inn no longer flicker,
their flames frozen in place. Your pulse races: have you really travelled back in time? You look
around for confirmation and find it in the absence of familiar objects — there are no cars, no street
lights, no traffic signs. If you had not been so preoccupied by Emily’s disappearance you might have
noticed it before. The roar in your ears reaches a deafening pitch then swirls away to nothing.

‘Five heller,” the boy demands, holding out his hand for payment. You give him back the paper
instead. He scorns your apparent miserliness, but you hardly hear his reproaches. The feeling of
weakness claims you and you turn away, fearing that you are about to vomit.

Lose 1 DETERMINATION point.

As you recover from the attack, your mind clears. It is not Emily who has disappeared but you!
With a pang you realise that even now she must be frantically searching Rabstejn for you. You have to
get back! But how?

The more you think, the more you realise the deadly seriousness of your situation. Night is coming
on and you are alone in a strange town with nowhere to go. You could ask for shelter at the inn but
you have no money (for the few Czech crowns you are carrying will be useless); maybe it would be
better to go back to the church? That is where you must have stumbled into the past. Or you could
try asking someone for help. The square is almost empty at this late hour; apart from the young
newspaper seller, the only other person in sight is the driver of the coach and horses. What are you
going to do?

Visit the inn? Turn to 36
Go back to the church? Turn to 66
Ask the coachman for help? Turn to 56

18

As the last lever clanks into place, power surges into the Anachronism. Sparks crackle and fly; your
skin tingles and the very air itself seems to tense in anticipation. You brace yourself for what is to
happen next. Turn to 93

19
As you turn to leave, you hear a chair screech on the floor. The clockmaker is coming around the
counter, a heavy wooden cudgel in his raised hand. You throw up your arms in a futile attempt to
ward off the blow but the defence is no longer necessary. The clocks have stopped.
The pendulums hang drunkenly to one side or the other, frozen in mid swing. The clockmaker
himself stands motionless, his mechanism wound down. The incessant ticking of his creations has
been replaced by the dull roar of blood in your ears.

If you want to use this opportunity to escape from the shop, turn to 43
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If you would rather stay to find out why the clockmaker is attacking you, turn to 91
Whatever you decide to do, you must lose 1 DETERMINATION point due to the weakness that follows a
chronostatic attack.

20

Add 1 DETERMINATION point.

Lady Rabenstein smiles for only the second time since your meeting. ‘I see you are as eager as I am
for the experiment. I am not insensible to your own pain and pray that you will soon see your Emilie
again.’

Thunder rumbles, so loud the storm must be directly overhead.

“Your device is in the east tower,” she says. ‘I will lead the way.’

If you have the MEMORY Ostturm, turn to 78
Otherwise, turn to 42

21

After a few minutes you reach the main square, a wide grey field of cobbles in front of the town
hall. Aboy of perhaps eleven or twelve is standing at the street corner selling newspapers to passers-
by. When he sees you, he makes a face and sticks his tongue out.

Most of the windows in the square are in darkness but you can see the lights of an inn over to your
right. The sign painted in large black letters across the whole width of the first floor reads ZU DEN
DREI RABEN. Across the square, a stately landau is waiting in front of the town hall. Horses and
carriage are black, the door of the latter is painted with a coat of arms, three ravens on a white field. A
thickset coachman is tending to the horses.

Streets of elegant town houses leave the square on either side. A street named Herrengasse runs
towards the castle. Tuchlauben continues in the other direction. What are you going to do?

If you wish to visit the inn, turn to 36

If you would rather leave the square, you may walk down either Herrengasse (turn to 83) or Tuchlauben
(turn to 73)

If you decide to ask the coachman for directions, turn to 56

22

The front door is unlocked; you push it open and enter the house. The hallway is in darkness and,
when you peer into one of the rooms, you find it empty, the furniture covered in dust sheets.

‘Hello? Is anyone at home?’

You think you hear a noise upstairs and follow the sound. On the second floor, a door stands ajar,
allowing a little light onto the landing.

The room is furnished in an antique style. Dark woods predominate. Shelves of books line the
walls, suggesting a library or perhaps a study. A couple of leather armchairs, both empty, are
arranged in front of an open fire which is burning merrily. The fire and a pair of wall lamps provide
the only light, leaving the room rather dark. On a side table near the door stand a crystal spirit
decanter, an empty glass and a small, framed photograph of a young woman.

‘Unbelievable!” a familiar voice mutters. ‘Almost to the minute!’

Your eyes are drawn towards the curtained window, where your lookalike stands, holding open a
gold pocket watch. Clothes and hair follow the fashion of the late nineteenth century but the face is
unmistakably your own. You open your mouth to speak but your twin holds up a hand to silence you.

‘In answer to your question, I am Dr Fraenkel and, as you can see, I am the most perfect replica of
yourself; though, as you are in my home, perhaps it would not be impolite to say that I am the original
and you the imitation. And this is Emilie.’

AN ENTRY IN THE 2013 WINDHAMMER PRIZE 11



OUT OF TIME BY PAUL STRUTH

As if in answer to the name, a young woman steps out from behind the door and you recognise the
face in the photograph. In her gloved hand, she holds a small silver pistol and it is pointed directly at
you!

‘Pleased to meet you I'm sure.’

The woman does not reply. Her face is an expressionless porcelain mask; only her eyes betray any
signs of life. Her infrequent movements are stiff and accompanied by soft clicking and whirring
sounds.

‘Another replica,” the doctor explains, ‘though in this case, alas, not so perfect in the execution.’

‘She is a robot?’

‘The word is unfamiliar to me; I prefer the term simulacrum. The work of my own flawed hands,
an attempt to replace the irreplaceable.’

If you have the MEMORY Erfindung, turn to 63
Otherwise, turn to 46

23

You hurry away without a backward glance.

‘Go on then!” the tramp jeers, his voice following you until it becomes a shout. ‘You're not real
anyway. You're just a fake! A bloody fake!’

Two streets lead off the far side of the square. One must run back to the main square. The other
continues towards the castle, its roofs and towers silhouetted against the pale western sky. You can
see a few people here, labourers leaving a factory at the end of the working day, but the street itself is
rather dirty and poorly lit. Which direction will you take?

West towards the castle? Turn to 92
South towards the town square? Turnto 8

24

As you turn and run, you hear the policeman blow several sharp blasts on his whistle, a clear cry
for help. You run on, head pounding, the startled faces of the children like white flashes before your
eyes.

You do not know where you are going, your only thought is to get away from the piercing shriek of
the whistle. Suddenly the street seems to be full of gawping bystanders, mindless skittles whom you
must dodge if you are not to bowl them over. Among them is a familiar face, the sight of which
almost causes you to stumble. Coming down the street towards you is your exact double, down to the
very clothes you wear!

In your distraction, you fail to notice a handcart being pushed into your path; you run straight into
it and the cart overturns, spilling its bright cargo. The polished pots and pans clatter and roll across
the cobbles, working their owner to a frenzy of indignation. The enraged trader opens his mouth to
curse you but the words never come.

The face of the trader is that of a gargoyle, twisted but unmoving. His pots and pans balance
impossibly on the cobbles, hanging in place at gravity-defying angles. Your double, the policeman
and the curious onlookers stand frozen in time, like players in a game of musical statues. Only you
still possess the power of movement. You scramble to your feet and run off down a side street, using
the opportunity provided by the chronostatic attack to make good your escape.

Behind you, time resumes. You hear the surprised cries of those left behind; for them, it must seem
as if you have vanished into thin air. But in the next moment, the weakness overtakes you. You come
to a halt in a doorway, grasping at the walls for support like a drunkard. Your stomach heaves and
you retch dryly.
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Lose 1 DETERMINATION point.
Note the MEMORY Zwilling on your Passport and turn to 83

25

The door opens onto a small room, dimly lit by a skylight at the far end. You think you see a
movement in the shadows and lift the lamp. ‘Hello?’

You take a few steps into the room and circle round. There is an insanitary looking mattress on the
floor and the ruins of an old wooden table in one corner but the room is otherwise completely empty.
A fly buzzes in the stale air. What was making the noise?

You hear a bell ring above you in the shop. You thud back up the stairs and almost trip over the
body of the clockmaker. There is no one else there but the door of the shop is ajar. You look out the
window and are just in time to see someone running away across the square. Was this the person
locked in the cellar? If so, how did they get past you?

Your thoughts are interrupted by a deep groan from the floor. The clockmaker is sitting up,
rubbing his head. You decide to leave the shop at once (turn to 43).

26
‘Thank goodness you are here, doctor,” Jellinek says, coming forward to greet you. ‘I was beginning
to worry. If you are agreeable I suggest we proceed to the castle at once. The baron is most anxious to
renew your acquaintance.’
For your own part you are glad to leave the unwelcoming inn. You follow Jellinek outside, where a
horse-drawn carriage, a stately landau, is waiting. Horses and carriage are black, the door of the latter
is painted with a coat of arms, three ravens on a white field. Turn to 49

27

‘Thank you, doctor, thank you.’

Lady Rabenstein stands and takes your right hand in both of hers. ‘I know how much this decision
must have cost you. Shall we set aside the formalities and address one another as friends? My name
is LibuSe. It is an ancient name and still has some power. If you ever need anything in Rabenstein,
please do not hesitate to invoke my patronage.’

Add the MEMORY Libuse to your Passport.

Thunder rumbles, so loud the storm must now be directly overhead.

“Your device is in the east tower,” the lady says, drawing back. ‘I will lead the way.’

If you also have the MEMORY Ostturm, turn to 78
Otherwise, turn to 42

28

Nothing is happening! You look around the cockpit frantically. There is another control located
down by the side of your seat, a brass handle attached to a dial, the whole contraption resembling the
engine order telegraph of a ship. The face of the dial is numbered from -9 to 9 with gradations
between. The handle currently rests in the middle at 0.0. Is this the control that will steer your
direction in time? Which one will take you back to August 2013?

During your adventure you may have come across the correct setting. If you did, remove the decimal point
and turn to the reference with the same number (for example, if you think the lever should be set to 1.5, turn to
reference 15)

If you don’t know the correct setting, turn to 13
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29

You tell Fraenkel that you suffer from a disorder which the doctors of your own time are powerless
to cure.

‘Chronostasia? When time stands still, yes? A perceptual dimming of the vision? Vertigo?’

“You have experienced this yourself?’

Fraenkel laughs, a brief, bitter sound with no joy in it. ‘How could it be otherwise? I am you. You
are nothing more than a simulacrum of myself, a perfect copy down to the millionth atom of our
being. This is just one part of the catastrophe which the Anachronism has set in train.’

‘And? Is there a cure?’

The doctor looks at you sadly. ‘I thought so, once. And, when all the medical knowledge at my
disposal had proved useless, I took the pistol that you now see in Emilie’s hand and, placing it to my
forehead, administered the final cure with all the calmness of a doctor taking a pulse.” Fraenkel
shrugs. ‘And yet here I stand before you today.’

“Then there is no hope.’

There is a pause, during which Fraenkel seems to draw new strength from your despair. Walking
quickly to a bureau, the doctor takes from it a small vial of brown glass.

‘Here, take this for the nausea — I know how bad it is. One pill should be sufficient.’

You start to stammer your thanks but Fraenkel cuts you off.

‘Do not thank me! Go! Leave now, while you still can.’

The PILLS will counteract the weakness you usually experience after a chronostatic attack. As long as you
have the PILLS you may ignore any instruction to deduct a point of DETERMINATION as a result of an
attack.

If you wish to leave the house now, turn to 77

If you would rather ask Fraenkel what happened to the time machine, turn to 54

30

You retain your MEMORIES (as well as the information you yourself can remember without looking at your
notes) but any items you may have collected, other than the guidebook, are gone. Your DETERMINATION
remains unchanged.

When you open your eyes, you are sitting in a church pew, head bowed. As you look up, you see
the high altar in front of you, a large oil painting flanked by the gilded statues of saints and angels.
You glance around in some confusion. If you had lost the guidebook, you find it lying on the seat next
to you. Have you been dreaming?

A door bangs shut, the sudden noise making you jump. An elderly priest is locking the entrance to
the vestry. He crosses himself in front of the high altar then shuffles up the aisle towards you.

‘The church is closing now.’

The same words as before. Time is repeating itself!

You hurry to the entrance of the church but on the steps of the fountain, where you had half-hoped
to see Emily sitting, there is only a filthy-looking tramp. The creature laughs raucously as you come
out of the church, as if the joke were on you, but then ignores you. Probably a drunk. As he locks the
church door, the priest casts a brief, disapproving glance at the tramp, then nods politely to you.

‘I wish you a pleasant evening, doctor.”

He hobbles towards a gate in the monastery wall.

Because events appear to be repeating themselves, you may return to locations you have already visited — and,
if you wish, do things differently.

If you wish to approach the tramp, turn to 62

If you would rather question the priest, turn to 16

Or you may leave the square at once by turning to 76
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31

As you relax your grip, the tramp disappears before your very eyes. One moment, you are face to
face, the next you are grasping at thin air. You look around quickly - your double is already fifty
metres away, nearing the far side of the square. Have you been a witness to your own chronostatic
attack? As you consider the bizarre idea, the tramp disappears into a street that leads towards the
castle.

You pick up the tramp’s BOWLER HAT, abandoned on the cobbles where it fell during the struggle.
The inside is lined with newspaper; removing this, you find that a small hole, large enough to put
your finger through, has been drilled through the top. Otherwise the hat appears quite presentable.
You may wear it if you wish.

If you want to follow the tramp, turn to 92
If you would rather leave the square by another route, turn to 76

32

You push at the door and find that the shop is still open. You enter a small high room, the walls of
which are almost entirely covered by clocks, all showing different times of day. An oil lamp stands on
the wooden shop counter; within its circle of light are various tools and countless tiny pieces of
intricate mechanism. The clockmaker, a small, bearded man perhaps forty or fifty years of age, looks
up as you enter and squints through his eyeglass at you.

‘So, you have come back,” he says at last, in gruff recognition.

“You know me?’

“You have not changed.” He sets the eyeglass aside. ‘You know that the baron is aware of your
return? His valet was in here not an hour past asking after you. I told him I had not seen you.’

‘What does he want with me?”

Fraenkel shrugs. ‘What else? You must go on with your work, the work you had forsworn.” He
stands up and sighs. ‘A kind of blasphemy to cause time to stop and run back on itself. We have had
much trouble here because of it. I had hoped for better from a child of my own.”

“You are my father?’

The clockmaker hears the words, intended as a question, as a simple statement of fact.

‘Now you know it. And because of my love for you I will set my own scruples aside. You may stay
here until the hounds are called off. Come, I have prepared a room for you.’

If you have the MEMORY Vater, turn to 75
Otherwise, you may either decide to stay with the clockmaker (turn to 98) or make your excuses and leave the
shop at once (turn to 19)

33

“You will regret this,” you tell the robbers. ‘I am a personal friend of Lady Rabenstein!’

‘So it speaks our lingo,” Weasel Face sneers. ‘A proper little threatener aren’t you?’

The second man shifts uneasily. “What if it’s the truth, Karli?’

“You shut your mouth!” Weasel Face barks, suddenly furious. ‘No names, I said!" His knife twists in
the air, agitated, as if it cannot wait to begin its work.

‘I tell you, I am under the protection of LibuSe von Rabenstein.’

‘And I am the King of Poland!”

The woman places a hand on the knifeman’s arm. ‘Wait! That is the lady’s name. I will not hang for
a pair of new boots!”

"My needle will stitch the mouth closed!

But his companions are of another opinion. Outnumbered, the one called Karli spits on the floor in
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disgust and stalks from the room.

The other man lets you stand up. The woman wrings her hands nervously.

‘Please forgive our... mistake. We are not wicked people. There has been so little money since I left
the lady’s employment.’

“You were her maid?’

‘I was a hairdresser at the castle three months but my poor nerves could not stand it any longer. I
would rather starve than set foot there again. The place is dreadfully haunted!

“You have seen ghosts?’

‘Oh, not ghosts, voices!’

‘Come on, woman!” the other robber urges. ‘Or will you chatter as they put the noose about your
neck?’

The robbers flee the house, allowing you to continue on your way. Taking another turning you find
that you were only a few minutes from the relative safety of a main street. To your right, the road
continues towards the castle.

If you want to go to the castle despite the servant’s warning, turn to 64
If you would rather turn left, back towards the town, turn to 83

34

The outsize leather cover is sticky, black and peeling but it has had the effect of shielding the papers
within from the worst of the flames. The margins of the pages are wholly burnt away, but most of the
text survives, not even scorched.

The book is handwritten in a flowing script that is so unfamiliar you at first take it to be some form
of cipher. Only after some study do you begin to recognise individual words. The language is
German. As far as you can tell, it is a journal describing Fraenkel’s experiments with 