
The Gears of Yesterday

The Great Salt Silence stretched toward the horizon, a shimmering expanse of

white that had once been the floor of the Pacific Ocean.

Caspian stumbled through the heat, his boots crunching rhythmically through the

brittle salt crust.

Beside him, Unit 7—a heavy-lifter droid with rusted joints—marched with a

rhythmic, mechanical groan that echoed in the emptiness.

Caspian stopped to check the Phase-Compass he’d scavenged from a dead

submarine, its glass face cracked but its needle pulsing with a faint, rhythmic glow.

The needle didn’t point north; it hummed with a low vibration, pulled toward the

distant ghost of a temporal frequency.

The sky turned a bruised, metallic grey as a radioactive dust storm began to roll in

from the northern wastes.

The wind didn't just blow; it screamed, carrying abrasive grit and toxic silt that

could strip the skin from a man’s bones in minutes.

Seven didn't wait for a command.

The massive droid planted its hydraulic legs deep into the salt and opened its

heavy chest plating, creating a makeshift alcove of warm, vibrating metal.

Caspian huddled inside the robot’s hollowed frame, listening to the shrieking wind

battering the exterior like a thousand hammers.
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A terrifying crack echoed through the storm as a piece of jagged debris sheared

through Seven’s primary left actuator.

The limb fell into the swirling white dust, but the robot didn't move an inch until the

winds finally subsided into a dull roar.

When they emerged from the dust, the long shadows of the Echoes appeared

against the jagged horizon.

These weren't ghosts, but something far worse: men and women reduced to feral

predators by a lifetime of hunger and isolation.

They circled the duo with sharpened scrap-metal spears, their eyes wide with a

desperate, hollow madness that lacked any trace of recognition.

Seven’s combat sub-routines flickered to life in his optical HUD, but his core

directive held firm: Preservation of Life. One scavenger lunged at Caspian’s throat

with a shard of rusted iron.

Seven moved with surprising, jerky speed, blocking the blow with his remaining

arm as sparks flew from the impact.

The droid stood frozen for a second in a logic-loop, his programming screaming

against violence while his sensors registered Caspian’s imminent death.

With a sudden burst of static, the droid overrode its own ethics, tossing the

attacker aside with non-lethal but bone-shattering force.

The remaining Echoes retreated into the haze, leaving the path through the salt

flats clear once more.
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That night, under a sky of ionized purple, Seven’s voice box crackled with a sound

like grinding stones.

"I was there, Master Caspian. At the Hourglass Facility. I did not fail to defend it

from the outside."

Caspian looked up from his meager fire, surprised by the sudden, chilling lucidity in

the machine's tone.

"Then why is the world like this? Why didn't you stop the activation?" he asked.

The droid’s optical sensor dimmed to a low amber.

"I was ordered to let it burn by the very men who built me," Seven whispered

through the static.

"My creators decided that a dead world was better than a world where time could

be used as a weapon of war."

"I have spent eighty years regretting my obedience to those dead men," the droid

concluded.

They reached the Oasis of Glass at dawn—a massive crater where the sand had

been fused into black obsidian by an ancient, cataclysmic heat.

Deep beneath the surface, behind doors of lead and reinforced steel, they found

the Chronos Cradle.

It was a masterpiece of pre-collapse engineering, a ring of spinning

superconductors suspended in a vacuum, but the room was deathly cold.

The facility's power cells had leaked their lifeblood into the soil decades ago,

leaving the machine a silent tomb.
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Caspian ran his shaking hands over the primary console, his breath hitching as he

read the diagnostic requirements.

"It needs a core," he whispered, his voice echoing in the hollow chamber.

"A high-density synaptic processor... nothing else in this world is fast enough to

stabilize the jump."

He looked at Seven, whose cooling fans were whirring loudly in the sudden silence

of the vault.

Seven stepped forward, the floor tiles cracking under his immense weight.

The droid knew.

He reached into his own chest cavity, fingers of steel gripping the pulsing, blue-lit

cylinder that housed his entire consciousness.

"If I take that, you're gone, Seven. You won't be there to see it work," Caspian said,

his voice cracking.

The cynical shell he had built over years of scavenging finally shattered in the

presence of his only friend.

"You are mistaken, sir," Seven replied, his voice calm and polite as he reverted to

his original butler-mode programming.

"I will be in the past you create. I will be in every sunrise that doesn't burn."

"Please, mind the step; the transition into yesterday can be quite slippery," the

robot said with a final, mechanical tilt of his head.
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With a violent wrench of metal and a shower of blue sparks, Seven pulled the core

from his own chest.

The droid’s optical sensor flickered once, dimmed, and went dark as his massive

frame collapsed into a heap of silent, lifeless junk.

Caspian slammed the glowing core into the Cradle’s intake slot.

The room erupted in a blinding, white-hot roar that seemed to pull the air from his

lungs.

The Echoes were screaming and scratching at the vault doors outside, but their

voices were drowned out by the sound of the universe folding.

Caspian woke to the smell of damp earth and the impossible, sweet sound of

birdsong.

He was lying on a lush, green hillside overlooking a city of glass and light—a world

that hadn't yet learned how to die.

He sat up, his heart racing against his ribs as he realized the air didn't taste of salt

or radiation.

His hand brushed against a hard, cold object in his pocket.

He pulled it out: a small, rusted gear from Seven’s internal drive that had somehow

survived the leap.

It was a piece of junk that shouldn't exist in this perfect timeline, a heavy reminder

of a sacrifice that would never be recorded in history.

Caspian stood up, clenching the gear in his fist until the metal bit into his palm.
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He turned his back on the sunrise and began the long walk toward the city to save

the future.

Learn English Space - learneng.space

https://learneng.space

