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Chapter 1
The year  i s  2084 – and the  wor ld  i s  a  pos t - apocalypt ic  was te land.
 
Smog covers  a  worn- out  c i t y,  where  mos t  people  she l ter  behind c losed 
doors ,  away f rom the  dus t  and despair.  Bu t  not  Knox ,  a  fe is t y  teenage g i r l , 
a f ra id  of  noth ing.  She’s  s tanding on top of  a  hal f-bui l t  h igh- r i se  bui ld ing, 
sur vey ing the  ru ins  be low her. 

“Th is  i s  what  happens  when you leave the  wor ld  in  the  hands  of  people  who 
don’t  care  about  the  p lanet ,”  she s ighs .  

Tower ing over  the  c racked s t ree t s  are  ba t tered o ld  d ig i ta l  b i l lboards , 
j i t te r ing s t range messages:  A new sh ie ld  for  the  p lanet !  A new wor ld!  Are 
you ready for  a  normal  l i fe?  … messages  f rom a forgot ten  pas t  tha t  Knox 
knows noth ing about .  

I t ’s  not  jus t  t he  c i t y  tha t ’s  su f fer ing.

Ever y  person is  a f f l ic ted wi th  a  s t range d isease cal led “the  Grow” which 
gradual ly  spreads  across  the i r  en t i re  bodies  – few l i ve  to  o ld  age,  mos t ly 
succumbing to  the  Grow in  the i r  t went ies .

Some say i t ’s  caused by the  smog,  bu t  no one knows for  sure. 

Wi th  her  Grow get t ing worse,  Knox knows her  days  are  numbered – and 
she’s  de termined to  use  ever y  one of  them to  t r y  and f ind a  cure. 

As  she scavenges  through an o ld  meta l  junk yard,  look ing for  any technologies 
tha t  might  he lp,  she i s  s tar t led by a  b l ind ing f lash.  Moving c loser,  she 
d iscovers  a  woman,  weak and covered in  Grow,  ly ing on the  ground nex t  to 
a  s t range machine.

“ I  … I  couldn’t  s top the  machine,”  gasps  the  woman,  look ing smal l  and 
f ragi le  in  her  overs ized ra incoat .  “The smog … the Grow … i t ’s  a l l  t rue.”

None of  i t  makes  sense to  Knox ,  who is  shocked when the  s t ranger  says  her 
name. 

“Knox!  P lease,  you mus t  f ind Sagan.  He needs  to  he lp  you s top the  Grow.”

Poin t ing a t  the  s t range machine,  she whispers :  “2055!  Don’t  … go … alone. 
F ind Sagan … Quick ly!”
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Rushing away,  Knox burs t s  in to  a  room fu l l  o f  beakers ,  mic roscopes  and 
h igh- tech computers ,  in ter rupt ing the  la tes t  sc ience exper iment  o f  her  f r iend, 
Sagan. 

She drags  h im to  the  junk yard,  bu t  the  woman is  gone. 

As  a  d isbe l iev ing Sagan turns  to  leave,  the  s t range machine ca tches  h is  eye, 
humming to  l i fe  as  he touches  i t ,  w i th  words  and numbers  appear ing:  His tor y 
log – 2055. 
 
Knowing the  machine might  ho ld  the  answers  she i s  look ing for,  Knox presses 
a  bu t ton – and d isappears  in  a  f lash  of  l igh t . 

Knox has  t rave l led back in  t ime to  2055,  and ever y th ing looks  d i f feren t . 

The c i t y  i s  in tac t  and the  b i l lboards  are  new,  bu t  the i r  messages  are  the 
same.  The s t ree t s  are  f i l led wi th  people  – a l l  s t rangely  dressed in  heav y 
coat s  and sunglasses .  Bu t  when Knox sees  the i r  badly  sunburn t  hands  and 
faces ,  she real i ses  they are  t r y ing to  avoid  the  sun. 

Perhaps  the  b igges t  d i f ference of  a l l  i s  t ha t  the  smog has  gone.

As  she fo l lows the  c rowd’s  gaze in to  the  c lear  b lue sk y,  she sees  a  huge 
machine hover ing ominous ly  over  the  en t i re  c i t y.  No one seems concerned 
except  for  one man,  who is  shout ing:  “ We can’t  be saved.  Look pas t  the 
smog to  see the  real  problem.  We have des t royed our  ozone layer  and now 
we are  doomed.”

As  she grabs  a  f lyer  f rom h im,  de termined to  f ind ou t  what  i t  a l l  means ,  smog 
s tar t s  pour ing f rom the  machine in  the  sk y.  Seconds  la ter,  an  enormous  f lash 
of  l igh t  br ings  her  back to  the  junk yard,  ears  r ing ing and her  Grow fee l ing 
even worse. 

“They were t r y ing to  save people  f rom the  sun,”  Knox te l l s  Sagan.  “Smog was 
re leased ever y where.  I t  mus t  have been to  save them f rom a sk in  d isease, 
bu t  I  t h ink  i t ’s  what  caused the  Grow.”

She s t i l l  ho lds  the  f lyer  about  the  ozone layer  be ing des t royed – and the  t wo 
f r iends  wonder  i f  t ha t  was  why the  smog was re leased. 

Knox want s  to  jump back in  t ime to  f ind ou t ,  bu t  Sagan is  more caut ious :  they 
need to  know exac t ly  when and where they are  going.  Luck i ly,  he  knows jus t 
t he  r igh t  person who can he lp. 
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