
 

 

PART 2.5 

THE SHARPVILLE HEARINGS 

  



THE SHARPEVILLE HEARINGS 2 

  

Emergency Field Transmission Transcript  

Retrieved From Personal Effects of Field Agent Leo Carstairs 

This Document Has Been Sealed By Authorization of the Time Travel Committee of 

the 151st Congress of the United States.  

 

The thing that separates good Time Agents from great ones is that the great ones never 

forget that history is about people. 

I mean, sure, it’s about dates and names and places, it’s about royal bloodlines and the price 

of tea. And yes, twelve floors up from my office is a twenty-foot-high computer screen which maps 

out the unceasing march of civilization – from the Stone Age to the moon landing – as a series of 

measurable data points on a constantly scrolling graph. 

And yes, much of what Time Agents do is to scan through those trillions of terabytes of 

data looking for the break in the pattern. 

But what’s the break in the pattern? Us. Humanity. Our strange passions, our idiosyncrasies, 

our perplexingly bad decisions. 

We’re the infinitely unpredictable set of variables in the math problem of history. 

You finish the last of the milk this morning in your coffee. Maybe it’s an entirely 

insignificant event, or maybe it sets off a chain reaction of infinitesimal Chronoshifts that send the 

General Timeline spiraling into chaos and four Time Agents are sent to four different sets of 

coordinates over a hundred-year period to undo the damage you’ve caused. 

But you don’t know that. All you can see from the inside is that you have to run by the store 

on the way home for more milk. That’s what history really is. 
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That’s why we were so good together, see. Carstairs and Bellows, agency legends. Our 

record was unbeatable. It’s like we were designed to complete each other, to shore up each other’s 

strengths and fill in the gaps of each other’s weaknesses every time we went into the field. 

Katie has this meticulous clockwork genius brain, but I had to teach her to trust her gut. 

I was always good at reading a room – or, more accurately I suppose, the people in the room. I 

could spot who was nervous, who was hiding a secret, who wanted to talk. 

But Katie? She could read the room. She had a brain for patterns. Much of the time, our work 

is straightforward. We’re doing cleanup. We walk into a room and sniff out what’s amiss and we 

fix it. 

Any halfway decent agent can spot the thing in the room that shouldn’t be there. You’re 

heading to work one day, you open the front door, you spot a tiger on the porch. Sometimes it’s 

like that – it’s a big striped hairy anomaly, sitting there, growling at you. Hard to miss. 

But what about this? What if there was supposed to be a tiger there – what if the future of 

the free world depended on that tiger being right there outside your front door in the street – but it 

wasn’t? 

That’s why Katie was special. She could spot the tiger that wasn’t there. 

I got stuck with Katie Bellows as my partner because nobody else could stand her, which 

is funny, because she was the best thing that ever happened to the agency – and to me. 

How it all began is a tale for another time. This is how it ended. 

My name is Agent Leo Carstairs of the United States Time Travel Bureau, and if anyone 

receives this transmission, I believe I am about to be assassinated. 
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May 4th, 2090 Senate Hearing. 

Transcript from the Files of Jacob Yang,  

Special Prosecutor to the 151st Congress of the United States 

Security Level 3 (Minimal Redactions) 

* * * 

YANG Good morning, ladies and gentlemen. My name is Jacob Yang. I am the 

Special Prosecutor appointed by the United States House of Representatives to 

direct this investigation and present my findings to the Government Oversight 

Committee under the leadership of Congressman Holmes. My purpose here is 

twofold. 

First and foremost, my role is to investigate the circumstances surrounding the 

death of Field Agent Leo Carstairs of the U.S. Time Travel Bureau, a dedicated 

public servant and a great citizen of this country. 

Secondarily, I am here to determine whether any failure or wrongdoing on the 

part of the Bureau itself contributed to this tragic event. Congressman Holmes, 

with your permission, I am ready to begin. 

* * * 

We all knew it was unrealistic, after Director Graham retired, to expect that we’d get another 

one like her with decades of field experience and a loyal following. All the agents that came up 

through the ranks under Graham’s tenure knew how lucky we were. So we were sort of resigned 

to the fact that the next guy would be a step down. 

We were not prepared for Colin Daisey. 
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Time Travel, just like any other government bureau, is ripe for back-door deals and 

corruption and insider handshake agreements and, you know, politics. We’ve all had the distasteful 

experience of getting stuck at a desk (or worse, in the field) next to some senator’s nephew who 

wanted to meet Mark Twain. 

But Daisey, a bloated-looking fellow with beady eyes and a receding hairline, was thrust 

upon us after his obscenely wealthy father made a presidential campaign donation so massive that 

he could choose any prize at the fair. And for some ungodly reason his prize was for his greasy and 

moronic son to have the Office of the Director of the United States Time Travel Bureau. 

So we were stuck with him. 

I can’t take credit for the nickname “Lazy Daisey” (though I have long sensed the hand of 

Katie 

Bellows at work) but my God did he earn it. He had no field training beyond his state-mandated 

Academy

exams. He did literally the bare minimum to graduate, before working at his father’s firm where he 

remained, collecting insane year-end bonuses and boring himself to tears, until his father bought him 

a more interesting job. 

He had base-level Timeline competence with Civil War and Colonial, the two fields he 

studied in school, but he was constantly wreaking havoc in pre-European America (growing up in 

a family of rich white imperialists will do that to you, I suppose) and he was staggeringly ignorant 

about global politics in Mid-20th. 

So he didn’t listen when six high-ranking Field Agents, an entire floor of techs and 

apprentices, and even his own senior staff, begged him not to send me to South Africa on March 

21st, 1960. 
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* * * 

YANG Agent Bellows, are you stating, for the record, that Agent Carstairs was not qualified 

for this mission? 

BELLOWS Of course he was qualified. That isn’t the point. 

YANG And as a Level 1 Field Agent, his mission catalog had no restrictions, and 

Director 

Daisey was perfectly within his rights to send him anywhere? 

BELLOWS On paper, yes. In theory, yes. That’s what I’m trying to explain to you. Anyone can 

read mission briefing documents and assign Field Agents based on a numerical 

ranking system. But that’s leaving out the most important part of our work. The 

most basic thing. The first thing you learn in the field. 

YANG Which is? 

BELLOWS That history is about people. 

YANG Can you explain that statement in a little more detail, please? 

BELLOWS Director Daisey sent Agent Carstairs into the field based on a comprehension of 

the historical events in question that was entirely theoretical. A combination of 

racial and cultural insensitivity, zero field experience anywhere on the African 

continent or within a 200-year radius of the date in question, and a completely 

unjustified antipathy to both Agent Carstairs and myself— 

HOLMES Careful, Agent Bellows— 

YANG Let me make sure I have this quite clear. You are stating that in your professional 

opinion, despite the clear lack of options, a different Director would not have made 

the choice to send Carstairs to stop the Sharpeville Massacre. 
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BELLOWS No, Mr. Yang, I’m saying that in my professional opinion, had another Director been 

sitting behind that desk, the Sharpeville Massacre would never have happened. 

* * * 

Look, God knows I’m not letting Daisey off the hook here, but there were – as there always 

are – scores of other factors at play. The Bureau is strict about gender, skin color and physical 

attributes. It can be a matter of life or death in the field. When you go through Academy training, 

you’re given a ranking and classification based both on your skill level and your suitability for field 

work in a range of different eras. 

I am a blond-haired, blue-eyed heterosexual Caucasian male, so the world is my oyster. That’s 

because white guys have had it easier in every era of U.S. history since they got here from Europe, 

looked around at the thriving, populous communities of Native Americans up and down the Eastern 

Seaboard and said, “Oh good, there’s nobody here.” 

“But Leo, that sounds like racial profiling.” Oh yeah. It absolutely is, and we all hate it. 

Blame the Bureau’s attorneys. The perils of sending a black agent to the antebellum South or a 

Japanese-American to World War II are just too high. Not, mind you, because of any genuine 

concern for the agents’ welfare; but mostly because our lawyers have an irrational fear of the fleet 

of gray-suited mole people in the basement who calculate field mission risk assessment and 

determine potential liability. Those bastards run the whole show. 

I was hired right out of school as a Level 1 in Late 20th, specializing in the 1980’s. My 

thesis was on post-World War III economics. It was a fairly small department, not as sparse as Mid-

20th but nowhere near as bustling and crowded as Renaissance, who filled three whole floors at the 

top of the building, or Ancient Rome, which had an entire twenty-story office of its own based out 

of London.  
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The early Time Agents were like kids in a candy store, running around hopped up on sugar 

and knocking everything over. All the really sexy, exciting eras were full of holes that constantly 

needed patching from agents who wanted to see what would happen if the Greeks hadn’t sacked Troy 

or Pilate let Christ go, and the hefty paycheck just wasn’t worth being on call day and night. 

I liked Late 20th. It was slower – less drama, less excitement, overlooked by the first 

generation of explorers and therefore much less of a mess – but still exciting. Especially to those of 

us who remained fascinated over a century later by the rise and fall of the American economy and 

the lightning-fast shifts in technology that defined that era. 

Most of the agents were close to my age (everyone on floors 12 and 13, Civil War and 

Reconstruction, looks like my grandfather). And, crucially for this mission in particular, about three-

quarters of the senior agents were not white. Daisey had twenty better agents to choose from for that 

mission to South Africa. 

The problem was that everyone better was already in the field. There was a decaying patch 

in 1962 which, if it failed, would prevent Nelson Mandela from being arrested and sentenced to 27 

years in prison. The sheer magnitude of all the events in the General Timeline which depended on 

Mandela – the freed-from-prison folk hero – being elected president in 1990 was staggering. So the 

department heads of Mid- and Late-20th had pulled every decently-trained field operative of African 

descent and sent them into the field. 

It was a tricky mission; our agents had to insinuate themselves into the anti-apartheid 

movement and get close enough to Mandela on the day of that 1962 riot that they could appear to be 

comrades-in-arms while in actuality guaranteeing that Mandela would be seized by police. No one 

could be spared to come back. 

Mid-20th had more black agents than a lot of other departments, but it was a miserable and 
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depressing job, and after yet another near-miss where an agent was almost beaten to death at a civil 

rights rally, another new batch had (understandably) quit. They were down to eight and Daisey 

needed all of them with Mandela. Even though it was a decade or so outside our turf, the department 

director of Late-20th had sent every African-American agent from our department as well. The 

Mandela patch was too big to screw up. 

This was how I ended up in Lazy Daisey’s office, trying desperately explain to this clueless 

aristocratic asshole what a catastrophically dangerous idea it was for him to send a blond, blue-eyed 

white guy to Sharpeville, South Africa to keep a civil protest from becoming a riot. 

* * * 

YANG Agent Bellows, can you help this assembly to understand – in laymen’s terms, if 

you would– the difference between a flexible and a permanent Timeline? 

BELLOWS All of this was in their briefing books. 

YANG Their briefing books contained one-hundred-and-thirty-six pages of graphs and 

charts. I see you and I have very different definitions of “laymen’s terms.” How 

about the ten-words-or-less version? 

BELLOWS “Time is a tree, this life one leaf.” 

YANG Pardon? 

BELLOWS e.e. cummings. Eight words. How’s that? 

HOLMES Agent Bellows, please don’t be difficult. 

BELLOWS Good Lord. Fine. It’s very simple. The General Timeline – that’s the big screen 

with all the lights on it that you see on the visitors’ tour of our offices before they take 

you upstairs for lunch— 

HOLMES Agent Bellows! 
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BELLOWS Sorry. 

YANG I understand this is has been a taxing day for you, Agent Bellows, but the sooner 

we— 

BELLOWS May I use the projection screen? Thank you. 

 [PAUSE. SERIES OF BEEPS AND CLICKS IN BACKGROUND] 

BELLOWS (cont’d) This is a section of the General Timeline. It tracks and records the 

unfolding of historical events as they were originally meant to take place. 

YANG For reference, ladies and gentlemen, what we are looking at here is a ten-year, fifty-

mile radius around the point in question: March 21st, 1960, in the township of 

Sharpeville, South Africa. Is that correct, Agent Bellows? 

BELLOWS That’s correct. 

YANG And each individual’s permanent Timeline is— 

BELLOWS The Timeline of their natural birth to natural death. Those billions of tiny threads are 

what connect to make up the General Timeline. 

YANG Which is different from a Flexible Timeline in what way? 

BELLOWS Flexible Timelines only apply to points on the Continuum which have been visited 

by time travel agents. If I visit a Timeline outside my own— 

YANG You mean a period before your birth or after your death. 

BELLOWS Yes. Then the events in that time are not necessarily locked if I directly affect them. 

Any agent can go back and perform an Emergency Manual Re-Edit, or what we 

generally refer to as a Rewind. 

YANG Is that the reason these lines on the screen in front of us appear to be constantly 

shifting? 
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BELLOWS It’s a long-term side effect from the Great Rift, after the first successful Chrono-

Splicing but before those First-Gen agents understood the impact of their actions. 

Before we had established government regulations on agent interference, there was 

nothing to stop any agent from rewriting history absolutely any way they liked. 

It was catastrophic. The bulk of our field work is what’s called “patching,” where 

the Historical Realignment Division sends agents to particular points in history that 

were thrown out of whack by First-Gen agents and bring events back into 

compliance with the General Timeline. 

YANG So Agent Carstairs’ job was essentially to repair a dangerous error caused by 

another, earlier Time Agent. 

BELLOWS Yes. 

YANG And these missions are often high-risk, are they not? 

BELLOWS They don’t have to be. This one didn’t. 

* * * 

“Sir, I don’t think you understand the nature of the apartheid system—” 

“Thank you Carstairs, but I can in fact, read. I saw the same briefing memo you did.” 

“Sir, with all due respect, this is a village where black citizens are treated like criminals by a 

white government. The system is violent and corrupt. The Field Agent’s first job is to build trust. 

You need an agent of African descent trained in South African history. We have at least five I can 

think of with years of training in this field.” 

“I’m not sending you there to negotiate with the black people, Agent Carstairs, I’m 

sending you there to deal with the white people. The briefing memo says the black rioters—” 

“Protesters, sir.” 

“The black protesters were mostly unarmed. It was a white cop who fired first. All you have 
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to do is go down there and keep seventeen white cops happy for twenty-four hours. It’s not an 

army, Carstairs, it’s a frat pack of trigger-happy cowboys trying to be heroes. There are less than 

twenty of them. This is a straightforward mission.” 

“Sir, with all due respect, I’m the wrong guy for this job. You want Harriet Greene, she has 

twenty years of expertise in community organizing – she could short-hop back from ’62 to ’60 

without—” 

“I need Agent Greene running point on Mandela, you know that.” 

“Sir—” 

“I don’t understand why you’re fighting me on this, Carstairs,” he said, leaning back in his 

leather chair and crossing his arms. “This is the kind of job everyone says you’re good at. You’re the 

guy everyone likes to talk to. The guy who hands out whiskey and cigarettes and dirty jokes and his 

phone number on cocktail napkins, and whoever you’re talking to tells you everything you want to 

know. Do that here. Keep the police officers cool. Keep their guns in their holsters. Everyone goes 

home happy.” 

“Sir, I know Katie’s technically out on leave, but I would feel better if—” 

“No.” He said it so forcefully that I recoiled a little in surprise. 

“Not in the field, sir, just at the desk. She’s been there, at least, which neither you nor I 

have, and I think her input would be valuable.” 

“Agent Bellows is on mandatory leave for failing a physical, Carstairs, this is 

nonnegotiable.” 

“It’s a blip, sir, you understand that. She got a weird reading on one piece of a three-hundred- 

part examination. She’s perfectly competent. I would feel a lot better with her there.” 

“The answer is no.” 

“Sir—”
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“I’m done arguing, Agent Carstairs,” snapped Daisey. “Here’s your mission briefing. 

Wardrobe needs you in twenty minutes and you’re scheduled for transport at four p.m. Now quit 

bitching and go do your goddamned job.” 

* * * 

YANG I’d like now to ask you some more specific questions about your role in your 

husband’s final mission. 

BELLOWS Agent Carstairs. 

YANG I’m sorry? 

BELLOWS This is a formal investigation conducted by the United States government into the 

death in action of a U.S. Field Agent. I am here in my capacity as the ranking field 

officer in question, not as his wife. Please refer to him as Agent Carstairs. 

YANG Now, you have very helpfully brought up the first matter I’d like to discuss with 

you here today, which is whether you were, in fact, the ranking field officer on the 

day in question. There appear to be some discrepancies on that matter. 

BELLOWS I am happy to clear them up for you. 

 [SOUND OF PAPER SHUFFLING] 

YANG What is this document, Agent Bellows? 

BELLOWS Those are my medical records. 

YANG And can you please read this section, here? 

BELLOWS We can skip ahead, Mr. Yang. Yes, those documents indicate that I failed a routine 

neurological exam the week prior to the mission and was placed on mandatory 

short- term leave. 

YANG As a matter of fact, you tested abnormally high for the neurotransmitter CRH, or 



THE SHARPEVILLE HEARINGS 14 

Corticotrophin-releasing hormone, is that correct? 

BELLOWS Yes. 

YANG And it is established Bureau policy that agents who test above certain predetermined 

levels for any of the hormones connected with stress response are automatically 

placed on leave pending further investigation? 

BELLOWS What that document doesn’t tell you is that CRH is highly present in the placenta, 

but the test aggregates all CRH counts in the body into one overall reading. I 

was not at heightened mental health risk. I am, as you can see, pregnant. 

YANG But the key fact here is that you were on mandatory leave. 

BELLOWS For absolutely no reason. My responses to every other stress test were fine. 

Excellent, actually. I attempted to appeal the leave order with my department head, 

who sent me to Director Daisey. 

YANG Who vetoed it. 

BELLOWS Because he’s a misogynist. And I am not, by the way, the first woman to say so. 

Or even the first woman to say so on public record. 

YANG Be that as it may, this is all fairly cut and dried, Agent Bellows. You were on leave. 

You were not supposed to be in the office. You were not on duty. And yet on the 

day in question— 

BELLOWS I was present with the full knowledge of Director Daisey. I was in his office. He 

did not send me home. In fact, the first time he questioned the propriety of my 

involvement in attempting to fix his catastrophic error in judgment and save my 

husband’s life was in his testimony this morning, presumably an effort to save face 

with you. 
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HOLMES All right now— 

YANG Agent Carstairs. 

BELLOWS I’m sorry? 

YANG You referred to him as your husband. 

BELLOWS So I did. 

YANG I thought you just asked us not to. For the purposes of this investigation. 

BELLOWS Leo Carstairs was the one of the finest agents the U.S. Time Travel Bureau has 

ever seen, Mr. Yang. His work was nothing short of extraordinary. This country 

will never fully know the scope of the global geopolitical disasters he averted in 

his ten years in the field. 

Yet in a stupid, senseless act of folly, a naïve and ignorant suit-wearing bureaucrat 

with no field training or cultural awareness sent a brilliant and dedicated public 

servant to his death. 

HOLMES Agent Bellows! 

BELLOWS So I am asking you to refer to him as Agent Carstairs because I want you to remind 

yourself that your obligation is to give this investigation the full weight and force 

of the Office of the Special Prosecutor and to remember the man whose death we 

are investigating. You will refer to him as Agent Carstairs. I retain the right to 

remember him also as my husband. Are we done? 

 [BACKGROUND NOISE. VOICES. SOUND OF GAVEL] 

 

* * * 

If you (like Director Daisey, unfortunately) don’t know anything about apartheid, here’s what 
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was happening in Sharpeville. For most of the 20th century the white government of South Africa 

(both British and Afrikaner) kept the country’s black citizens under a tyrannical set of segregation 

laws dictating everything from what park benches they could sit on to how late they could be out on 

the streets. 

Black citizens lived in segregated black compounds, and were forced to carry an I.D. pass 

anytime they went anywhere to prove they had permission to enter white South Africa. A white 

citizen could force a black citizen to produce a pass and prove their identity at any time or risk arrest. 

Here’s what was supposed to happen on March 21, in the township of Sharpeville. A crowd 

of several thousand peaceful citizens would swarm the tiny police station, turn over their passbooks 

and submit themselves for arrest in a nonviolent protest against the tyranny of the laws. Their primary 

tactic was economic impact (with thousands of citizens in jail, local businesses would shut down). 

The arrests would generate massive political attention, and slowly the world would begin to take 

notice of what was going on in South Africa. 

My job was to keep an eye on the policemen and keep them cool-headed. Daisey was right, 

this is what I’m good at – a well-timed joke here, a shared cigarette there, and you neatly puncture the 

balloon of tension in any situation. As the crowds around the tiny rural police station grew, my job 

would be to make myself visible and invisible at once, ever-present but never drawing attention, 

watching the growing stack of passbooks on the steps and the patient, well-behaved mob of voluntary 

prisoners who were waiting throughout the long hot day to be arrested by one of the dozen or so 

police officers. 

But the second I landed I realized that something had changed. 

The crowd was not supposed to be so big. By mid-morning about 20,000 people were there. 

I wandered, tactfully and politely, through the crowd and soaked in murmurs and grumbles that sent 
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chills down my spine – phone lines into Sharpeville had been cut and threatening pamphlets had been 

distributed, promising retaliation to any black man or woman who went to work that day instead of 

coming to the protest. 

Something was up. 

Something felt wrong. 

Just for a second, as I stood there on the creaky front steps of that tiny, dusty police station – 

the tension in the air taut as a bowstring – I sensed . . . I don’t know. A mind. A presence. Something, 

someone, had deliberately set these people up. And I somehow knew – as I looked around at the 

massive crowd – that whoever it was, they were out in that crowd somewhere, watching me. 

I shook it off and ducked inside to call in. This was a two-agent job now. I had to stay with 

the station, but if I could get Daisey to send a second agent to patrol the crowd from inside, maybe 

it wasn’t too late to stop the volcano from erupting. 

* * * 

YANG Ladies and gentlemen, this is the recording of Field Agent Leo Carstairs’ final 

transmission. 

 [PAUSE. BEGIN RECORDED AUDIO] 

CARSTAIRS Emergency assistance transmission. Security code 14221. Agent Carstairs. 

BELLOWS The readings are a mess, Leo, what the hell is happening? 

CARSTAIRS Katie? What the hell are you doing there? 

BELLOWS You didn’t call in at three. I got worried. It’s lucky for you that I did, because I’m 

looking at your stats right now and I’m seeing a spike the size of New Zealand. 

Did you arrive by flying pirate ship? What the hell is—[INAUDIBLE] 

CARSTAIRS Katie? 
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BELLOWS Sorry, I’m in the elevator. I’m on my way to Daisey’s office right now. Leo, what 

is going on down there? 

CARSTAIRS God help me if I know. 

 [MUFFLED NOISES] 

BELLOWS He damn well better be in his office, Sarah, this is an emergency. I’m on the line 

with Carstairs trying to save your boss from his own colossal screwup so whatever 

meeting he’s pretending to be in— 

DAISEY Agent Bellows, will you stop shouting at my assistant and just get in here? 

CARSTAIRS What is happening? 

BELLOWS Leo. I have Daisey. Go ahead. 

CARSTAIRS Sir, there’s three times the crowd here that there should be, and they’re angry 

and restless. This isn’t a protest anymore, it’s about to become a riot. 

BELLOWS Get the hell out of there, Leo. 

CARSTAIRS Sir, someone did this. This was deliberate. These people were manipulated. 

DAISEY A rival activist group, you think? 

CARSTAIRS No, sir, I think—Sir, is this line secure? 

DAISEY I’m the director, Carstairs, of course it is. Why on earth would you— 

CARSTAIRS I think there’s another agent in the field, sir. 

DAISEY That’s insane. 

CARSTAIRS Due respect, sir, something is off here. I’m in a Flexible Timeline and somebody 

is messing with it. Someone is trying to turn a peaceable protest into a mob and I 

want to know who, and why. 

DAISEY You’re paranoid, Carstairs. 
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BELLOWS Get inside and wait for backup. Sir, we need to pull an agent from the Mandela 

team, this is an emergency. He’s white and wearing a police uniform. And there’s 

thousands more protesters than there are police. We have to get him out. 

DAISEY Your instructions are to stay in the field, Agent Carstairs. 

BELLOWS Daisey, for the love of God— 

CARSTAIRS No, he’s right. There are children here, Katie. I have to stay. You know I have to. 

All these people came here to do is peacefully protest their government. If 

something happens to them—[UNIDENTIFIED BACKGROUND NOISE] 

  

BELLOWS What the hell was that? 

CARSTAIRS Oh no. No, no, no . . . 

BELLOWS Leo? 

DAISEY Agent Carstairs? Carstairs, report! 

 [LONG PAUSE. VEHICLE NOISES AUDIBLE IN BACKGROUND. 

POSSIBLE HELICOPTER.] 

CARSTAIRS Holy shit. 

DAISEY Carstairs, report! 

CARSTAIRS The briefing didn’t say anything about armored cars! 

BELLOWS What? 

DAISEY No, no. That’s not right. There’s not supposed to be any backup police forces 

besides the men with you at the station. 

CARSTAIRS Sir, I’m seeing a fleet of armed vehicles and at least a hundred white police 

officers— 
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BELLOWS What? 

CARSTAIRS And a helicopter— 

DAISEY Nothing in the notes I was given said anything about a helicopter— 

BELLOWS Oh, well, if it isn’t in your notes— 

DAISEY Don’t you snap at me, Agent Bellows— 

BELLOWS If you don’t pull an agent off Mandela and send my husband some backup right 

this goddamn second, so help me God, Colin Daisey, I will literally end you. 

CARSTAIRS They have riot gear, sir. And military-grade weapons. This isn’t right. None of this 

is right. 

BELLOWS They have what? 

CARSTAIRS These people are not supposed to be here. Someone’s trying to start a war. 

BELLOWS Leo, get out. 

CARSTAIRS I love you, Katie. 

 [BACKGROUND NOISE INCREASES. END RECORDED AUDIO.] 

* * * 

My equipment is dead. Or, more accurately, it won’t connect to the Slipstream or transmit 

anything. My Comm transmitter screen went dead while I was still talking to Katie, which means I 

can’t jump back. My emergency Short-Hop is dead too. But the Comm can still record. 

So this is my message in a bottle. If I don’t make it back, Katie will find this. Katie needs to 

know. Something here is wrong. 

* * * 

YANG And at that point, as we know, Carstairs experienced a technical malfunction and 

was no longer able to connect to the Slipstream, either to transport back or to 
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communicate with the Bureau, is that correct? 

BELLOWS That is correct. 

YANG Had such a malfunction ever occurred with Agent Carstairs’ equipment before to 

your knowledge? 

BELLOWS It happens to all of us from time to time. 

YANG It is the responsibility of the ranking agent on duty to supervise equipment checks, 

is it not? 

BELLOWS If you’re implying that somehow— 

YANG You cannot have it both ways, Agent Bellows. Either you were in charge, and 

safety-checking Leo Carstairs’ tech equipment was your responsibility, or you 

were not in charge, and should never have been in Director Daisey’s office giving 

orders. 

BELLOWS He did the safety check himself. He always did. He logged it. Everything was 

working properly when he left for Sharpeville. It’s all in the system. 

YANG Then how do you explain the sudden and catastrophic failure of every piece of 

equipment when he needed it most? 

BELLOWS I don’t know what I think. But I know what Carstairs thought. 

HOLMES Agent Bellows, if you’re going where I think you’re going— 

YANG I’m not sure— 

BELLOWS Sabotage. 

 [LOUD BACKGROUND VOICES. SOUND OF GAVEL] 

YANG Sabotage? 

BELLOWS He recorded a final emergency transmission from Sharpeville. It didn’t transmit, 
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but it was still saved on his Comm when he came back. 

HOLMES Agent Bellows, you know as well as I do that that document is classified. 

BELLOWS If you’re going to investigate the death of my husband, Congressman Holmes, then 

investigate it. Do your goddamned job. 

HOLMES One more word, Agent Bellows, and you will be held in contempt. 

BELLOWS You cannot possibly hold me in more contempt than I— 

YANG That’s enough. Agent Bellows, please leave the stand. 

HOLMES I believe we are finished with the witness. 

HOLMES Good. Then please move on. And escort Agent Bellows out of this room. 

* * * 

There’s a vague, queasy sense of unease all Field Agents get when you feel the weight 

of the General Timeline shifting around you. Katie told me once that her greatest gift as an agent 

(“It certainly isn’t modesty,” I had muttered just before she kicked me in the shins) was an innate 

ability to walk into a 



room and immediately sense what was out of place. 

And she was right. If this had been Katie’s assignment, she would be standing in the 

doorway of this rickety shack the Sharpeville constabulary calls a police station, scanning the crowd 

– the precision machinery of her once-in-a-generation mind whirring and humming like a piece of 

finely-tuned clockwork – and then suddenly there’s a click and her eyes snap up and she just 

knows. She would spot the missing tiger. She’s a Swiss watch, my wife. Precise and infallible. 

I don’t have that. All I have right now is the sense that somehow all of this is wrong. 

None of this is supposed to happen. Nobody calls for military backup. That’s not how this 

goes down. I don’t know who those men in armored trucks are, but they’re a Chronomaly. This is 

supposed to be a peaceful, nonviolent protest – in fact, the Pan-African Congress who organized 

it have been absolutely insistent on that point. 

The Sharpeville police officers know that. They’ve read the circulars. They’ve heard the 

rumors. They’ve know about the protest in advance. According to all the documents in my mission 

briefing, it is meant to be relatively calm. Kids and grandparents singing protest songs. Citizens 

lined up in an orderly fashion, patiently waiting to surrender their passbooks and present 

themselves for arrest. 

Then the jails would fill to bursting. The local economy would grind to a halt. Attention 

would be drawn to the oppressive and dehumanizing policy of these passbooks – forcing black 

citizens in effect to ask for permission from white citizens to go anywhere – and slowly the tide 

would begin to turn toward justice in South Africa. 

That is what’s supposed to happen. That’s what’s in my briefing books. That’s what’s 

happened every other time. The police officers in Sharpeville were supposed to be exhausted and 

surly. They would be cranky from lack of sleep, from the relentless tedium of processing five 
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thousand arrests one-by-one, from the heat, from the insects. I was prepared to arrive in Sharpeville 

and find a police station populated by a handful of grumpy racist assholes. 

I was not expecting an army with military-grade weapons to roll up in armored trucks. 

There’s something wrong about the trucks. I keep watching them roll by and I can’t put my 

finger on it. The trucks feel wrong. 

All of this feels wrong. This isn’t just a decaying patch; this isn’t an everyday Chronomaly. 

There is malice here. I can feel it. Someone is making this happen. 

This is not a Chronomaly. This is about to become mass murder. 

* 

* 

* 

YANG Please state your name and occupation for the record. 

JENKINS Field Agent Carl Evan Jenkins, United States Time Travel Bureau. Mid-20th 

Century Specialist in the Historical Realignment Division. 

YANG Agent Jenkins, on the date in question, you were already in the field in 1962 

working on Field Agent Harriet Greene’s Mandela task force, is that correct? 

JENKINS That’s correct. Agent Greene got an urgent message from the Bureau that 

Carstairs needed emergency backup. The hope was that if he stayed with the 

police and a second agent was on the other side of the line with the crowd of 

protesters, that together we might be able to stop it. 

YANG What were your transport coordinates? 

JENKINS Agent Bellows had set me up to transport right into the middle of the crowd. 

YANG Was this with or without Director Daisey’s permission? 
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JENKINS I can’t speak to that. I was unaware until I returned to headquarters of the 

altercation between him and Agent Bellows. All I knew at the time was that she 

appeared to be running the operation. 

YANG So any potential violations of mission protocol would be, ultimately, the 

responsibility of the agent supervising the operation. Which, as you have just 

pointed out, was Katherine Bellows. Am I correct? 

BELLOWS Now wait one goddamn minute— 

HOLMES Keep your seat, Agent Bellows. I will not ask you again. 

JENKINS The mission was a mess, sir. Nobody was supervising it. Director Daisey had put 

Agent Carstairs in an impossible situation and Katie – Agent Bellows was doing 

her best to minimize the damage and to bring her husband home alive. 

YANG You transported directly into the crowd? 

JENKINS I did. 

YANG And you witnessed the incident as it happened, did you not? 

JENKINS Yes. I saw Agent Carstairs by the line of trucks. He was gesturing like crazy to 

one of the officers – the man had his gun out, he was kind of waving it around, I 

think Carstairs was trying to get him to put it back in his holster. And then he just 

kind of stopped— 

YANG The officer? 

JENKINS No, Carstairs. He sort of froze. And I saw him looking at one of the trucks. He 

got really close to it and bent over and he was looking at the tires, I think. 

YANG Ah, yes, the tires. Now, I have here a transcript from the security camera feed 

from the Bureau’s main transport lab, dated— 
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HOLMES Mr. Yang, a moment. 

YANG Sir, if I could just— 

HOLMES Mr. Yang, that document has Level 10 Security Classification and the witness 

does not have clearance. Nor does half this courtroom. 

 [LONG PAUSE, MUFFLED VOICES ARGUING] 

YANG Agent Jenkins, I know this is very difficult for you, but I need you to take us very 

carefully through what happened next. In Sharpeville. After you first spotted 

Carstairs. 

JENKINS You’re not going to ask me about what Carstairs said in the lab? 

HOLMES Mr. Yang, move your witness on, please. 

YANG No. I’m not going to ask you about that. Let’s go back to Sharpeville. 

JENKINS He was – Carstairs – he was over by the trucks, talking to that officer with the 

gun. And then somebody in the crowd, we never figured out who, somebody 

threw a rock. It hit the roof of the police station and made a hell of a noise. 

The police officer with the gun, he thought – I think he thought – he was being 

shot at, and he kind of flinched, you know, startled. 

And the gun went off. It was pointing out at the crowd, and a kid . . . [PAUSE] 

A kid got shot. Took a bullet right through the shoulder and went down. 

And then it was like the whole crowd snapped. The crowd started moving in 

towards the cops and the cops started firing, and then there were bullets 

everywhere. It was chaos. By the time I got to Carstairs, there were dozens of 

bodies on the ground, people were fleeing in panic . . . the police were still 

shooting . . . I couldn’t [INAUDIBLE] 
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 [PAUSE, MUFFLED BACKGROUND NOISES] 

YANG Can we get a tissue for Mr. Jenkins, please? And a glass of water. 

JENKINS Thank you. 

YANG When you’re ready. I know this must be incredibly difficult for you. 

JENKINS I’m sorry. I just –  it was horrifying. A woman right next to me took a bullet 

straight through the throat and fell down right at my feet. She was trying to run 

away. I wanted to do something, but there was nothing I could do. 

I finally spotted Carstairs, near the armored cars. He was waving his arms. I could 

tell he was trying to get them to stand down. I moved with the crowd until I got 

close enough that he could see me. 

YANG Was he surprised? 

JENKINS He was. Yes. That’s how I knew his transmitter had malfunctioned somehow. 

He should have been buzzed when I stepped onto the platform in the lab and he 

should have received my coordinates directly to his earpiece. So I made an 

executive decision, to pull him out so we could reset and try again. 

YANG A Rewind. 

JENKINS That’s correct. 

YANG Agent Jenkins, what does HIO stand for? 

JENKINS Holistic Interference Output. It’s the metric we use to determine how much an 

agent’s presence or behavior impacts the General Timeline. 

YANG So when you transported into the middle of a mob, going largely unnoticed, that 

would be an event with a fairly low HIO reading, correct? 

JENKINS 2.4, I believe it was. 
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YANG And just how would you rate a black man dressed like a Mandela supporter 

sprinting hell-for-leather across a field of dead bodies to grab a white man dressed 

as a police officer and then disappearing with him into thin air? 

JENKINS It would have been in the red zone, sir. Well above twenty. But there was 

nothing else I could do. So I nodded to him, and he nodded back to me, and 

then . . . we just ran. 

YANG You just ran. 

JENKINS Out in the fields, away from the line of fire. And then he tripped and crashed 

into me, 

and we both went down, hard. 

YANG And then what happened? 

JENKINS I’m not entirely sure. I think the protesters saw a violent white man knock an 

innocent black man to the ground, and the police saw a violent protester attack an 

innocent cop. I think everybody just lost their minds. I heard a bullet whizz past 

my ear as the transport began. 

YANG In fact, in your statement you described feeling so disoriented by the fall and 

the subsequent immediate transport that you were not, in fact, immediately 

certain which one of you had been shot. 

JENKINS No. Not until we landed. 

YANG If Agent Carstairs had died in Sharpeville, what would have been standard Bureau 

procedure? 

JENKINS It would have sent an alarm back to the tech monitoring his vital stats, who would 

then immediately transport another agent to his exact landing coordinates at the 
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start of his mission to retrieve him before his mission began. 

YANG Because his death in a Flexible Timeline would not be permanent. 

JENKINS For the most part. Yes. 

YANG And since all you were there to do was get Agent Carstairs out of danger, and you 

did not know he’d been shot, it didn’t occur to you just to leave him there, let him 

die, and reset the clock to start over. 

JENKINS If I had known— 

YANG But you didn’t, Agent Jenkins. I think I speak for everyone when I say that not 

one of us in this room today blames you for what happened. You did everything 

right. You could not have known that Carstairs was dying when you pulled him 

back. 

JENKINS No, sir, I couldn’t. But . . . 

YANG Still. The fact remains that you did pull him, as Agent Bellows so concisely 

explained earlier, from a Flexible Timeline back into his permanent one. Agent 

Carstairs died in the transport lab – making both his death, and those of the 

seventy other victims of the Sharpeville Massacre, an immutable reality. 

And none of that would have happened if Katherine Bellows had followed 

orders. 
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BELLOWS Jenkins, what the hell happened? He’s bleeding. 

MEDIC Everyone, stand aside please, we need to clear the transport lab. Ma’am, I’m 

going to need you to please step back. 

BELLOWS I’m staying with him. I’m his wife. Jenkins, what happened? 

JENKINS There were bullets everywhere – we just ran— 

MEDIC Sickbay, this is Green Team, we have a twentieth-century gunshot wound to the 

back, I need Davis and Schumann prepped for surgery now. 

CARSTAIRS Katie. 

BELLOWS I’m here, Leo. I’m right here. 

CARSTAIRS Go back. 

BELLOWS Leo, I need you to stay with me, okay? Stay with me. 

CARSTAIRS Go back. Someone. Go back. Fix it. 

BELLOWS Leo, baby, don’t try to talk, they’re taking you upstairs to Medical. 

CARSTAIRS The trucks were wrong. 

JENKINS What’s he saying? 

CARSTAIRS Not . . . the right . . . tires. Not supposed . . . to be there. 
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BELLOWS I don’t know, I can’t understand him. Leo, baby, it’s gonna be okay. We’re gonna 

be okay. 

MEDIC Ma’am, I need to get him on the stretcher, you need to let go of his hand. 

CARSTAIRS Katie. 

BELLOWS I’m not going anywhere, Leo. I’m right here. 

CARSTAIRS Go back. Someone. Anyone. Go back. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

END OF TRANSCRIPT 


