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Just for the record, The Test is a work of fiction. While there are many historical incidents and people referenced in the book, the overall story is fictitious.   I've taken the story of the USS Eldridge in a new direction. I hope you enjoy the journey. 
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Chapter 1 - Happy Birthday 
 
      
 
    To me, it started like any other birthday. I was up at five before the kids, before my wife, and I headed downstairs for some ‘me’ time. On this day though, I was greeted by the dreaded banner, "Oh, nifty. Look who's 50.” I didn't have the heart to tell everybody that I was quite a bit older, but we'll get to that in a bit. I sat down at the breakfast table, pulled up my iPad, and checked the sports scores and my stock portfolio (if you can call it that).  
 
      
 
    Next to my iPad was my birthday gift. It was not wrapped because it's a little hard to wrap a baseball. It was a signed Carl Yastrzemski baseball. My son knew I've been a lifelong Red Sox fan. I told him about the ball that I had caught at Fenway Park as a child and got it signed by one of the players. I had always told him that the ball had long been lost when I was in foster care, so this was a nice reminder. I didn't have the heart to tell my son that I was 15 years old and I was watching Babe Ruth's last game as a Yankee at Fenway. The ball was signed by Red Sox pitcher Johnny Welch, and yes that was August 12, 1934. So if you do the math this is closer to my 100th birthday. Not bad for a guy with two kids still in high school. If you are wondering about the game, Babe didn't do much in either of the games. We split with the Yankees, but it's one of those moments you would like to share with your son. How many people can say they got to see Babe Ruth and Lou Gehrig play together? 
 
      
 
    I had completely missed the Carl Yastrzemski Red Sox years. I had to do more than a little reading to cover up that little discrepancy.   
 
      
 
    Next to the baseball was a small walker and a sign that said, "Be careful, old people!” If they only knew. There was also my first copy of AARP magazine and one of those DNA tests to discover your family history. I had told my family that I had been in foster care most of my childhood, and I didn't know too much about my parents because they were both dead and this was partially true.  
 
      
 
    You would think as a 50-year-old man in upstate New York with two kids that I had enough problems. My son Michael was a senior in high school. He was a classic geek with a mind for electronics like his dad. I suppose I am grateful that he wasn't into cars and partying. We had to pressure him to get his license as a senior. Even the classic Camaro in the driveway didn't interest him. He's the only kid I know that likes riding the bus because he can work on his homework. I'm not sure if it was the near-perfect SAT scores or the patent he came up with for part of a solar storage array, but he was headed to Princeton in the fall. They came through with a nice scholarship for him, but I was still looking into whether I could sell a kidney to pay for the rest.  
 
      
 
    My daughter Stephanie is a completely different story. She just turned 16 and is going on 30. She just got her driver's permit and wants to drive everywhere. Between the earbuds and her crazy music, it's a little unnerving. She also has a lead foot which doesn't help. I think she gets that from her mother. I'm pretty sure she isn't going to Princeton, the PSATs were not pretty. She's smart enough, but I don't think she likes school. She is artistic and writes well so who knows. Either way, I don't have to worry about that for another year.  
 
      
 
    For most people, this would be a normal 50th birthday. I knew later that night we would go out to dinner, have a few friends over this weekend, maybe open up a couple of bottles of wine from a local vineyard, and this birthday would fade into history. But unlike most birthdays for me, this birthday was going to change everything. 
 
   
  
 



Chapter 2 – It's Usually Best to Start at the Beginning 
 
      
 
    I started my first life as Thomas Herman Wolfe. I was born just outside of Boston in the summer of 1919. The Herman was because it was Babe Ruth's middle name and I was born the year he left Boston. My dad loved baseball, but I think he loved Babe Ruth even more. I grew up around baseball, seeing the players at Fenway. From the time I was 3 to about 6, I was a regular at Red Sox games. I knew most of the players by sight and my father took me to games regularly.  
 
      
 
    My story didn't start in Boston though. It started half a world away. My grandfather first came from Turkey to Italy in the late 1880s as a sailor. (It didn't become relevant until my current birthday, but I figured I would fill you in now.) He met a local girl in 1891 and decided to stay. My father was born a few months later. My father grew up swimming in the Adriatic Sea in the Apulia region of Italy. It was not much of a childhood as his mother died in childbirth when he was 5. His father quickly drank himself to death a few years later. As an orphan in Italy, he was looking for any opportunity. There were advertisements for jobs in Eastern Pennsylvania and my father got on the first boat he could.    
 
      
 
    He ended up in Roseto, PA working in the slate quarries. It wasn't exactly a sailor's life, but it was a job. My father earned enough money to enter the New York Nautical School which is where he met my mother. She worked in the administration building. My father made more than a few excuses to show up there when he didn't need to. My mother got the hint. He eventually got the courage to ask her out and the rest, as they say, is history.  
 
     My mother's parents had a small farm just south of Albany.  My parents were married there, in the yard in the gazebo. This became home for my parents while my father was at sea. My father helped out on the farm when he was on leave but he wasn't around much.  He eventually moved my mother to Boston since that is where he was based. Getting to Albany was often a challenge. I don't think my mother ever got over leaving the farm, but she wanted to be with her husband. 
 
      
 
    My father was a merchant marine during the First World War and often told me stories of life at sea. He was disabled when a large pallet came free in a storm and broke his leg in several places. It never healed correctly, and he was forced to find a job on land. He was in finance during our time in Boston but got a job as a stockbroker in New York City in 1925. He commuted on the weekends by train but eventually moved my mother and me to Brooklyn in 1926.  
 
      
 
    We had a beautiful three-story brownstone with a maid. My mother was the queen of the house and regularly took afternoon tea with some of her lady friends. My dad took me to watch the Yankees play every chance he could. I was still a Red Sox fan, but I didn't advertise it too loudly. Everyone was there to see the Babe.  
 
      
 
    Then shortly after my 10th birthday, my dad fell out of a window and died. At least that's what I was told. A lot of other fathers fell out of windows that same day when the stock market collapsed. As it turned out, all our money was gone. My mother had been a housewife all her life and she didn't have many options, so we moved upstate to be with my grandparents. 
 
      
 
    The farm was a magical place. My grandparents had a pony named Buddy and I would ride him for hours. I was expected to help on the farm and kept busy with the cows. My mother took in sewing and starting cooking for a local family. It was a giant step downward, but she accepted it with dignity and never complained. She eventually opened a small restaurant and I helped there when I could.  
 
      
 
    In high school, I started studying electricity and wanted to be an electrician. There seemed to be good money in it. I had gotten shocked more than a few times, so I wasn't afraid of it. I started apprenticing with a local electrician when I graduated high school. Hitler was mixing things up in Europe, so I started thinking about joining the military. My grandfather talked me out of it, and I continued as an electrician apprentice for the next few years. 
 
      
 
    I eventually enlisted in the Navy right after New Year's in 1942, despite my grandfather's objections. We had just been bombed at Pearl Harbor and I said goodbye to my mother and grandparents. They understood, just like many other families did at the time.  
 
      
 
    I'd like to think I followed in my Father and Grandfather's footsteps when I joined the Navy. I thought I was going to see some action, but I was primarily assigned to sub patrol up and down the east coast. I was able to come home periodically, and believe it or not, did not see any combat. During my time in the navy, I was assigned as an electrician on a coastal patrol vessel. I got good at fixing things, but it wasn't exactly exciting work. It did get me promoted though and I got to move up in the world. 
 
      
 
    In 1943, I was assigned to a destroyer, the USS Eldridge (DE-173). It was brand new, and I was in New York for its commissioning. We took it out to sea after Rear Admiral Kelly gave us a proper send-off. It wasn't quite ready for the trip to Philadelphia so after the crowds departed, we headed back to New York harbor for a few weeks. We sailed with a skeleton crew to Bermuda for sea trials, and then to Philadelphia where the rest of the crew would join us over the next few weeks. There were 15 officers and 201 sailors on board.  
 
      
 
    Shortly after getting to Philadelphia, we were working on various radar projects and I was brought to Princeton University in September to help set up some new equipment there. I met Albert Einstein and a few other notable people. We became fairly good friends so to speak. I had regular private concerts with him and his violin. He would get bored, and he said it helped him think. I don't know if it helped the rest of us think, but he was pretty good. I did almost destroy his violin by accident one day. I was smoking and set part of the office on fire. We put out the fire quickly and had a pretty good laugh. Einstein said, "If you didn't like my playing all you had to do was say so.”  
 
      
 
    Again, not something I could tell my current family. The new radar project required large magnets and these giant coils. I was supposed to hook them all up and not get us all killed.  I had worked with radar equipment before, so this seemed like a piece of cake. 
 
      
 
    In theory, it sounded pretty simple. You plug this thing in, you turn it on, and it made the boat look like it was made of wood. It wouldn't show on radar, and you could bump into a mine and not have to worry about it going off. It sounded like a pretty good idea to me. And so that's what we built. The initial tests in 1943 involved the USS Eldridge and the USS Liberty. They were conducted in port because we didn't know any better. There's an assortment of legends about what happened, but I was in the hospital with a burst appendix at the time. When I finally made it back to the boat in November, there were some new faces and it looked pretty much the same as I had left it. There did seem to be signs of some recent repairs, which seemed a little odd for a 4-month-old boat. I didn't question it at the time, but in retrospect, I probably should have said something. 
 
      
 
    We did a couple of escort missions to Africa and settled back into our homeport in Norfolk, VA just in time for New Year's. Over the next couple of years, the Eldridge did most of its sailing without me. I spent a lot of time in Princeton at the test site, and I would rotate on and off the boat to do "maintenance tasks" through most of 1944 and 1945.  
 
      
 
    When the war ended, I had moved up in rank several times. I wasn't an officer, but I enjoyed what I was doing, and I decided to stay with it for a while. I was still working on the project, which never got finished before the end of the war. It was 1946 and things were good. If you were a single sailor, you were pretty popular with the ladies, so I was enjoying my time. In Virginia, I was stationed at Norfolk naval base, and we had beautiful beaches nearby. I had a small bachelor apartment off base, so I was able to spend time at the beach whenever we were not deployed. Then came word that the Eldridge was going to be decommissioned in June.  
 
      
 
    Most of the crew had left the military. We had a small group of contractors that were removing armaments since many of these ships were going to become civilian vessels. The plan was we would take the ship to Green Cove Springs, just south of Jacksonville, FL., and then either take another ship home or take a train. Someone higher up had other ideas. 
 
     We ran into some weather off the Carolinas and decided to stop in Savannah on Jun 15, 1946. We were still on schedule for decommissioning on the 17th. As I was getting off the ship to check out the nearest bar, an officer approached me, “Petty Officer Wolfe, a word please.” I saluted and replied, “Yes sir.” He handed me a small envelope, the card read, "It works, here's the new settings- AE.”  
 
    I said, “What good does it do now, the boat is being decommissioned in 48 hours."  
 
    The officer replied, “And no one is going to miss it when it leaves for the storage area and keeps going.”  
 
    "Where exactly are we going, sir?"  
 
    "They said the best place to do the test was in the Bahamas."  
 
    I said, "We don't have supplies or fuel to make the trip.” "You will, by the time you leave in the morning.”  
 
    "Ok, I always wanted to know if this thing worked or not.” "I have some paperwork to take care of, but I'll meet you in Jacksonville."  
 
      
 
    Three trucks pulled up to the docks just as he said that.  
 
    "I guess I'm not getting any southern fried chicken tonight," I said.  
 
    "I'm sure there's some SOS in the mess" He smiled and walked away. Who was this smart ass? 
 
    I stopped and yelled, “Guys – change of plans. We've got 3 trucks to unload.”  By the time I said it guys were already unloading. What did they know that I didn't? 
 
      
 
    I think we got to sleep around three. I don't even remember hearing the boat leave the dock. I passed on the officers suggested dining option and didn't even make it to breakfast. I grabbed some saltines and a coffee and made it out on deck just in time for us to pass the port entry in Jacksonville. 
 
     The decommissioning didn't have quite the fanfare as the commissioning. It was the equivalent of a naval junkyard. Our usual crew of 200+ was now a crew of 4 officers, 57 enlisted, and 22 contractors. As we arrived at our dock location, we were greeted by Lt. Commander Andrew Douglas, (who I had met the night before in Savannah), and the salvage operations officer. Commander Douglas explained to the other gentleman that the boat had not been properly cleared of the ordinance before decommissioning.  He was authorized to take it to an exercise area off the Bahamas and expend the remaining ordinance. “Bring it back when you're done with it.” He didn't even question the order.  
 
      
 
    Except for a couple of men who needed to get back to Norfolk, everyone was up for a pleasure cruise to the Bahamas. Once we got underway Lt. Commander Douglas briefed the crew on the true nature of our trip. They thought they would get some good rum and maybe meet some island girls, but this was exciting too. The contractors had been briefed on the experiment before we left. It was suddenly unclear who they worked for. 
 
      
 
    It was a series of tests over five days. Generally, each test was with a subsequent higher power level. The first couple of days things didn't go particularly well. The test did not seem to do what it was supposed to do. There was another boat nearby to test our radar signature, and we had fake mines in the water to see if they would attract. Nothing seemed to change when we turned the machine on. So, each day we increased the power level a little more. On the fourth day, we started getting coronal discharges around the boat. This seemed to be a good thing at the time, but in retrospect, it changed my life.  
 
      
 
    As far as I knew, things went completely wrong and the test ended on the fifth day, or at least it ended for me. All I remember was the sky turning blue and a whirling sound. There was an explosion and the next thing I knew, I'm flying through the air and land with my back against a large rock. My leg was broken, my clothes were largely burnt off me, and I had at least two ribs cracked. Then I noticed I'm no longer on the water but in the middle of England. 
 
      
 
   


  
 



Chapter 3 – Stonehenge 
 
      
 
    I had seen pictures of it in books. One of my favorites was in National Geographic, but it looked somewhat different with a blue hue around it. Also, all of the stones were standing where they're supposed to be. The wooden structure around Stonehenge and the hand-hewn scaffolding didn't look familiar either. So, I figured I wasn't in Kansas anymore or even in my own time. I sat there and thought about my broken ribs, my broken leg, and what I was going to do next. 
 
      
 
    My first guess at the year was around 1000 BC. I didn't know when this thing was built; I just knew it was old. I later found out that I was somewhere between 2480 and 2450 BCE. I was there at the end of construction or caused the end of construction. I'm not sure, but either way, I made an unintended change to the historical record. Some would say I'm just part of what was supposed to happen. It's one of those questions that can keep you up at night, so I'm going to skip over the details for now. 
 
      
 
    As the blue glow around Stonehenge subsided, I knew that a doorway of sorts was closing. I had a feeling I was probably going to be here for a while. It was early nighttime, and off in the distance, I could see smoke coming from fires.  Depending on where and when you are, it may be a good or a bad thing. I figured I would wait until it got a little lighter before I started trying to find out where I was. But it was October in England, and I wasn't wearing any clothes, so it was a little hard to sleep at that point. That was not a problem because I wasn't going to be getting much sleep anyway. The smoke was now turned into a flame as I saw a torch come over the hill. Being that I seemed to have limited options, I decided to be resigned to my fate that something worse might happen to me. Things may or may not get any better by just staying where I was. So, I watched as the torchlight grew brighter and brighter until it was standing right in front of me. There stood three people clothed in primitive clothing.  
 
      
 
    I quickly learned English is not as universal as you might think. Or at least it wasn't what they spoke in England 4000 years ago. I think there were just a handful of words I even remotely understood initially. The villagers had come to see what was happening with the blue glow. For the moment it appeared that I was amongst friends. At least that I wasn't going to be killed right away. They were not treating me as a prisoner and seem to be interested in my wounds. It was two men and a woman who I came to know as Toth, Key, and Mira. They helped me to my feet and took me back to their village. They brought me to a small hut on the outskirts, which was Mira's. She was some sort of a healer or a medicine woman. I later learned that her husband had died earlier in the spring.  I think the others thought I could take his place if I survived my injury. 
 
      
 
    I think Mira's husband died from appendicitis, but who's to know? Mira pointed to my scar when I tried to ask her about her husband. They provided me with some food, clothing, and they were able to put a splint on my leg. I helped them with this. In most cases, when this happened, they would just leave the person to die or fend for themselves. I believe they took pity on me and decided to help at that moment.  
 
      
 
    Over the next four weeks, my wounds healed. I grew stronger, and I'd begun to once again master the English language or at least what it was. We were eventually able to identify names and talk about objects. I tried to avoid discussing where I had come from other than I had been taken hostage and abandoned at this site when the blue light showed up. This seemed to be a plausible explanation and they were content with it. They did say that the blue light appears from time to time. They know that it is important, but the reason for it has long been lost to them.  
 
      
 
    Even though there was scaffolding and wooden structure around Stonehenge, these people were not the builders. They build a wooden structure around it, but the stones were there when they got there. They adopted it as some sort of ceremonial site because of the blue light.  
 
      
 
    It appeared that it was preordained that I should stay with Mira. I didn't fully understand the cultural aspects. But since she was a single woman and did not have a man to take care of her, I believed the elders assume that I would simply take over that role. In time, that essentially happened.  
 
      
 
    This was not a time of romance and young love. This was a time of survival and limited options. Growing up in this time, you knew who you would probably be paired with as an adult. This is assuming you lived that long. Tribal warfare was not uncommon. I didn't experience it during my time there, but most of the men had battle scars. Some of the women did too. For the most part, things in the region were peaceful. There were 3-4 groups in the area and there was some peaceful interaction, but groups stayed to themselves most of the year. They got together for festivals with the seasons. It served a couple of purposes.  
 
      
 
    There was some trade and sharing. Some people were better at hunting and fishing. Others were skilled at fashioning clothing from skins. These gatherings allowed for a simple form of commerce. It also helped the gene pool. Sometimes a tribe would have too many boys and not enough girls. The festivals increased their options for finding mates. Had I not shown up, Mira probably would have been looking for a new partner at the next festival.  
 
      
 
    During most of my time in England, I helped out and prepared for winter. I participated in a hunt of several deer, and I helped gather root vegetables that would be necessary for the winter.  I became known for my artistic abilities. I carved animals on bone and wood which were popular with the locals. I was tempted to carve a car or Navy destroyer, but with my luck, it would show up in the Smithsonian in my time. There was also the upcoming solstice festival, which the group was preparing for.  I made several carvings to trade. 
 
      
 
    Each night as the sun went down, I would look over the hills towards where Stonehenge was and wonder if I would see the blue light again.  Mira would sit with me and I think it made her sad. She had no concept of where I came from and I really couldn't explain it to her. I felt like I was lying to her and protecting her at the same time. What would happen if she knew where I was from?  I didn't want to change history, but I suspect I may have already done that. From the time that it was apparent that I wasn't going to die from my injuries, I think Mira accepted me as her new husband. I, on the other hand, was still set on going home. Mira did her best to make me want to stay. Between those hazel eyes and that smile, I was in trouble. Redheads are hard to resist in any century. Maybe I would have stayed if I knew what I was going to be missing. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



Chapter 4 – Solstice 
 
      
 
    I was told that the blue light does happen periodically based on the position of the moon. I waited and watched, but saw nothing. By the time the solstice festival had come along, I was a part of the clan. I think I had made at least one carving for every member of the group. They had given me a name, which essentially meant lost boy.  I participated to the extent that I could in all of their activities. My ribs had healed, but I walked with a limp. It still hurt, but I was able to get around.  I probably wouldn't have done as much carving if I had been in better health. I was sort of a novelty and the villagers liked having me. I don't know if I would have had the same reception if I showed up able-bodied and ready to hunt.  
 
      
 
    Life after the festival was kind of quiet. For the next month, there was little or no activity. It was the dead of winter. There was minimal hunting and not much could be done. Then in January, I was sitting out watching the skies like I usually would do at night, and I noticed the blue light.  Mira began to cry when she saw it. She walked away and I didn't know what to say so I didn't even say goodbye.  
 
      
 
    I began to travel towards Stonehenge to see what was happening. As I got closer, I could see that it was fading. I began to run but I knew it wasn't going to last. I saw the familiar doorway shape that had welcomed me into this place. As I got closer, it faded entirely, and there I saw two bodies lying inside waiting for me. I guess I wasn't going home this time. 
 
   
  
 



Chapter 5 - Send in the Marines  
 
      
 
    I wasn't expecting company. It never even occurred to me that someone else might come through the portal. I thought I was a fluke that only happens every few thousand years, or that the guys on the boat would be able to open the portal again.  I had no clue. These guys were military, but they had a different tailor than I did. The equipment was also upgraded as well. 
 
      
 
    When I arrived at the stone circle, I found two marines knocked out cold from the impact. "Tyler" and "Campbell" were the names on the uniforms. I propped them up in a pile while I stripped them of their weapons. I bummed a couple smokes, got comfortable, and waited for them to wake up.  
 
      
 
    Even serving within the military, I've always thought marines were kind of an unusual group. These guys had no idea where they were, or what they had gotten themselves into. As with many Marines I've seen, they will gladly try to do the impossible just for the sake of having tried to do it. I didn't recognize a lot of their equipment. Their guns were something I'd never seen before. I could still tell that they were guns, and they had some electronic things on them. I've learned a lot since getting back, but that first time I had no idea what I was looking at.  
 
      
 
    Thankfully, uniforms don't change that much over time, or at least ranks don't. There are still stripes and bars after all this time. I knew what I was dealing with these guys. While I was waiting for them to wake up, I sat and watched the sun come up. I had thought about screwing with them a little bit. Can you imagine waking up and finding a prehistoric guy in rags holding your gun on you? It seemed funny at the time.   
 
    Instead, I suppressed the urge and decided to welcome Sgt. Campbell in English when he woke up. He seemed as surprised as I was when I arrived. He wasn't very forthcoming with information initially. We both acknowledged that we were military men and that we were ultimately on the same side. He said he was involved with something that he couldn't tell me about. I just left it at that. I really couldn't tell him what had happened to me either. That kind of left us at a standoff.  
 
      
 
    There were a couple of things that were clear though. His equipment wasn't working the way it was supposed to, so he was stranded as I was. Also, these two guys stuck out like a sore thumb. The other guy Tyler slept for another half hour, but it quickly became apparent that he had both a concussion and some internal bleeding. That was a new set of problems. All I knew was that these guys were closer to being from where I was from, and if I wanted to get home, these two were my ride.  
 
      
 
    Over the next hour or so, we traded stories of home but didn't get into too much detail. I couldn't tell exactly where or when they were from. And they couldn't tell the same for me. It started to become apparent that they were about 50 years ahead of me, which was fine. We still had something that we could talk about. We were all men in uniform.  
 
    Sgt. Tyler wasn't doing very well so we tried to keep him talking. We could have passed as brothers and that became significant later on. We did share some stories about growing up. He had an upbringing similar to me with losing family members. Most of the time we just sat quietly and waited for the sun to come up.  
 
      
 
     I eventually gave them back their guns, less one of each for myself. This made them breathe a little easier, although I was taking a risk in doing it. I figured they've got to learn to trust me if they're going to be taking me home. So as the sun came up, we headed to the village. We tried to figure out the best way to keep them under wraps while we figure out how they could reconnect with the other side of the portal. They kept turning on radio type things that didn't seem to want to connect the where they were from.  
 
      
 
    I explained to them that I had been here for approximately four months. Whatever this thing was with Stonehenge, it didn't reactivate during that time. There was a good chance that it wasn't going to reappear. Otherwise, they were going to get used to having lots of deer, fish and root vegetables. 
 
      
 
    When we got back to my hut, Mara was as welcoming to my new friends as she was to me.  She thought I was gone for good and now here I was with new friends. We found them some clothes and hid their uniforms. Mira understood that they were from somewhere else. She was willing to keep up the ruse that they were simply from another area. We could easily play them off as friends of mine that may have come looking for me when I disappeared initially.  
 
      
 
    At this point, Campbell was doing just fine. The other guy Tyler was injured, and his condition was deteriorating. We talked constantly to try and keep him alert, but there was not a surgeon in the house. So, this was potentially a life-threatening situation for him. Mira tried to treat him with some of her herbs and tree bark. It seemed to help and he progressively got better. 
 
      
 
   
  
 



Chapter 6 – We Have Company 
 
      
 
    As we got settled in, others in the village took notice of my new friends. They knew that these were my people and they sort of kept their distance initially. Formal greetings would have to wait. It was a day or so before I introduced them. I told everyone that these were my friends who had come looking for me. They didn't seem to connect the fact that we both showed up at Stonehenge when the blue light was present. It did sort of signal that I may be leaving at some point soon. 
 
      
 
    I tried to explain to my new friends some of the language issues. Over the next few weeks, they figured out how to communicate with the rest of the villagers.  Sgt. Campbell became very popular when he stupidly used one of his weapons to kill two deer at once. No one saw him do it, so we didn't have to explain what an automatic rifle with a laser sight was. The fact that he killed two deer by himself in one hunt was enough to elevate him to rock star status. They gave him a name that essentially meant the killer of many. I don't think they ever named Sgt. Tyler.  I don't think they thought he was going to be around long enough to use a new name. 
 
      
 
    Sgt. Tyler proceeded to get better, and we began to talk more. He frequently forgot about protocol and I learned a little bit about what was happening.  The gateway, or whatever I opened, has a natural pattern of connecting time points that are similar to the Zodiac. I ended up at a natural orientation point. These guys were apparently from 50 years into the future. The only reason that they were able to match my location was that they had figured out how to use these things and be selective about dates. In 1946 we didn't know that this was even part of the equation. Although I suspected after some discussion that my friend, Doctor Einstein knew what was going on.  
 
      
 
    They were able to open the portal, control it, and detect any changes in the timeline. And that's how they ended up with me. They called me a blip off the normal pathways. They were able to adjust their destination by 50 or so years to end up at my location. This allowed them to steer the portal in one direction or another. Otherwise, they would have ended up in my future and I would probably have met them as an old man. 
 
      
 
   
  
 



Chapter 7 - Meet Stephen Tyler 
 
      
 
    Sgt. Stephen Michael Tyler was raised in upstate New York by his grandparents. Sound familiar? His parents were killed in a car accident and he eventually was in foster care for several years. I think his grandparents weren't initially able to take care of him originally due to some health issues. His grandparents eventually were able to regain custody. He and I looked almost alike. We also shared an interest in electricity. I didn't know what a transistor or integrated circuit was at the time, but he tried to educate me. I got a kick out of playing with the lasers on their guns initially. He had gone to school as an electrical engineer, but eventually dropped out and joined the military. 
 
      
 
    The villagers thought we were brothers and they often referred to us that way.  The matching appendicitis scars was a strange topic of conversation for the villagers. We learned a lot about one another in a short time. We were about the same age. We liked the same food although we were both getting sick of venison and root vegetables.  We could never get enough trout though. We experimented trying to make hot dogs, but it didn't work out. The villages thought we were nuts. Someone figured it out eventually – thank God! 
 
      
 
    Stephen was single and had never been married. Strangely, even though he lived in New York, he was a Red Sox fan like me. So that was kind of humorous. He always talked about how he would get crap for being a Sox fan instead of a Yankees Fan. I told him my story about seeing Babe Ruth play his final game at Fenway.  He thought that was cool. They were both equally impressed that I knew Einstein. I guess I was kind of a bit of a Rock star at that point. Or it could've just been a lack of options because I was the only other person from the 20th century. I later found out that was there was at least 27 who disappeared off the Eldridge.  But they were nowhere to be found. They went somewhere other than where I did. 
 
      
 
    My new friends and I were probably old by comparison to many members of the tribe. It didn't seem like there were too many people over the age of 40.  People seemed to age faster than in our time. Children were married by the time they were 13 or 14. I think Mira was probably in her early 20s, but she seemed about 10 years older. Still, beautiful! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



Chapter 8 - Soldier Number Two 
 
      
 
    Sgt. Jonathan Campbell was from Columbia, South Carolina and had been in the military for six years. He had been married but didn't have any kids. His wife kicked him out after he got drunk and hit her one too many times. He was relatively smart, but he spent most of his formative years in a reform school. Both of his parents were alcoholics. They disappeared on him when he was arrested at 15 for stealing a car. By the time he got out of the state facility at 17, he was homeless. A military recruiter was practically waiting for him when he walked out the door. It was a good match for Jon. He needed the structure, and they needed fearless single men like him.  
 
      
 
    His ex-wife was a cashier at the local grocery store. She came from an abusive family and was looking for a way out. Jonathan was not God's gift to women, but she latched onto him like white on rice. He was 19 and she was 18. What could go wrong? Old patterns crept into the marriage within months and it was over by the time Jonathan was 21. This was just before his first tour ended. If he had stayed married, he might still be in twentieth-century South Carolina. Fortunately, or unfortunately, his newly found freedom made him eligible for a new military adventure. 
 
      
 
    I never did get a name for their military unit. One of the job requirements was that you have little or no attachments. And as we talked more, they said for all practical purposes, they didn't even exist from the military's perspective.  Each had done a regular tour of duty and then pulled for a special assignment. They went for some advanced survival training, some classes on archaeology, and off to the new unit they went. 
 
      
 
    These guys were security force types and didn't even understand the technology that was going on. They were there as an advanced team to see what was on the other side. For whatever reason, the follow-up team never made it through. So, I didn't think they knew what was happening.  
 
      
 
    The radios that they brought with them still were not working. They did have some other devices which were able to look at the stars and tell approximately where we were. That's how I knew when I was, which was much earlier than I thought. It's a little hard to tell the time when there aren't any calendars, clocks or even books around. 
 
      
 
    Even thousands of years in the past my new friends couldn't tell me what organization they work for. I figured it was one of the three-letter agencies that prefer to remain nameless. Unlike me, they didn't have patches or any unit identification on their uniform other than name and rank. They tried not to catch me up on what had happened during the next 50 years. They didn't know exactly where I was going back to. I could be going back to 1946 or maybe 1993. So, it was a bit of a standoff.  Still, these guys liked to talk. 
 
      
 
    I was relieved to know that the Red Sox did win the World Series again, but they wouldn't tell me when it happened. I think they took some pleasure in torturing me. So, I had to wait until I got back to figure that one out.  
 
      
 
    They did tell me about a war that was currently going on. But again, they wouldn't tell me exact details other than it was in the Middle East. So, we talked about mundane things like favorite activities such as going to the beach and that type of stuff.  
 
    After a few days, their electronics stopped working. They had a charger for the radio though, so they could check it periodically.  You would have thought they would have brought chargers for everything else. I think that's where I first got interested in solar power. Why would you send someone through time with devices that need power and no backup? They didn't know any better than we did in 1946. 
 
      
 
    We ended up spending a lot of time playing kind of a stupid game of "is it still there?" where I would tell them something from 1946 and they would confirm whether it was there or not in their timeframe. After about three weeks, it was obvious that our situation had not improved. Sgt. Tyler had been continually having various stomach problems.  If it had been internal bleeding, he would have died by now, but we think he developed some sort of infection. They would sit with me and wait to see if the blue lights returned. It was several weeks and then one night it returned, and we knew it was time to go. 
 
      
 
    When we saw the blue light, we knew that we had to start moving. It was about a half a mile back to the site and we didn't know how long the light was going to last. Then the radio went off.  
 
    ”A - Group acknowledge, this is sector one.”  
 
    Campbell grabbed the radio and said, "Acknowledged, moving to extraction point.”  
 
    The radio came back on, "we have a 30-minute window, acknowledge"  
 
    "Acknowledged"  
 
      
 
    We started packing up the gear, said our goodbyes and started moving towards the stone circle. Mira walked with us part of the way. Then she stopped and kissed me. I wasn't good with goodbyes and I wasn't sure what we were to one another. I said, "thank you for everything.” Her response was more, "You will be with me always", and she pointed to herself. I thought she meant in her heart, but she meant something different. If I had stayed a few more months, I would have learned what that was. I probably could have handled the goodbye better, but I was young, in the wrong century, and I had a matter of minutes to get home. You can understand what that's like. 
 
      
 
    As we got closer, the blue light got brighter and formed a dome over Stonehenge. You could see what looked like an almost a mirror shaped space in the middle of the complex. We started walking towards it. As we got closer, we got a tingling feeling. The portal continued to open and we could see people in lab coats and uniforms on the other side.  
 
      
 
    At that moment, Campbell said, “Three to transport” and the base replied, ”What do you mean three? This trip was only approved for two.” Campbell said, "We will explain this must be three.” I took a deep breath and we stepped through the window.  
 
      
 
    It wasn't quite as painful the second time through. It was less disorienting, and I landed standing up. We didn't come out with the people in the lab coats. We found ourselves in a similar ancient site somewhere in the desert. It was the middle of the night, so it was hard to tell. It was quite a bit warmer than England though.  Tyler crashed into another rock when he landed. I guess it was fate. He wasn't knocked out this time and was able to jump on the radio. Tyler says, “We’re through.”  Then I heard Campbell say something that surprised the hell out of me, “We got him.” And as I turned around, I noticed that the guns that I had given back to them, we're now pointed at me. It seems I wasn't just a blip after all. I was part of a fishing trip.  They had me on the line all this time and I didn't even know it. 
 
    "Sorry, buddy. Orders." Campbell said. 
 
    "Yeah – orders," I think that was the last thing I said to him.  
 
      
 
    As we walked away from the ruins the blue light faded along with my hopes of returning to my time. Luckily, we only had to walk about 5 miles and it wasn't that hot yet. Still, walking through the desert in the middle of the night is not something I would recommend. After a few wrong turns, we got to where we were going about the time the sun was coming up. I still don't know exactly where it was. 
 
      
 
    This looked like another archaeological site except for the modern decorations. There were a bunch of jeeps and a series of trailers. I saw many of the large magnets and coils that I had that were very similar to what I had seen on my ship in 1946. As we walked inside, a gentleman in a white lab coat says, "We're going to be placing you in protective custody, for your protection. (Yeah, right!) We need to do some evaluation to make sure that you haven't brought back any diseases, etc., etc.” I'm pretty sure I stopped listening to him about halfway through his speech. 
 
      
 
    Next two more Marines "escorted me" down a hallway and opened a door. ”After you.” I stepped inside. ”Make yourself comfortable. There's a cot, toilet, some beverages and snacks on the shelf. We'll be back for you in a while.” It wasn't a cage or cell, but I was not getting out of this room anytime soon.  
 
      
 
    Soon an officer showed up at my cell and said, "Welcome back soldier. How does it feel to be the only living member of Project Rainbow?"  
 
    I shrugged, "I have no idea what project rainbow is, but okay.”  
 
    He says "in 1945, you begin moving equipment onto a navy ship, with the assistance of Albert Einstein and others. Ring any bells?"  
 
    I said "Yes. We worked on it for quite some time. It was part of an anti-mine and radar-evading device. But now that you mentioned it, it probably had some other functionality too."  
 
    The captain replied, "You think?"   
 
    "Yep, so now what happens?"  
 
    "Well, we haven't decided yet. It's not like we can just let you out into the wild. We don't know what you might have brought back from being in the remote past. The two gentlemen that were with you are also going to be in quarantine for a little while as we examine them for medical, but we suddenly need to figure out what we're going to do with you." 
 
     I said, "I'd be happy with a new identity and a plane ticket back to New York. Or better yet, back pay for what I'm guessing is 50 years.”  
 
      
 
    The Captain laughed and said, "We'll see about that, but for right now you're staying right here.”  
 
    The next three days were a lot of poking and prodding. I was sitting with people with glasses, asking probing questions about how I felt. They wanted to know where I came from and what I thought of my experience and that type of thing. Then they would take me back to my cell. I would spend most the rest of my time there asked if there were any movies I could watch. Everyone else seemed to be watching something on a box that was similar to what television was 50 years ago. At the time, I didn't know if that still existed or not.  Netflix is a huge improvement over what I remember. 
 
      
 
    Most of the questions were one way. I was not able to find out too much about what they were doing. They seem to be more than content to repeatedly ask me questions about what I was doing. My story never changed. I was a lowly electrician who was asked to install a bunch of electrical equipment and next thing I know I'm standing in the middle of a bunch of stones, in the middle of England, 4000 years ago, end of the story.  
 
      
 
    This went on for about a week. It became obvious that they didn't know what happened on the Eldridge any more than I did. I also noticed that my companions from the other side were now walking around freely, so my confinement was not a medical issue.   
 
      
 
    By the second week, I was starting to think how I can escape from here. It was apparent that I was not going to leave through normal channels. It was about that time that fate intervened. I didn't realize that I was in the middle of a war zone, but the war zone presented itself in a big way. One of the advantages of being in a cell is that it's generally a pretty secure place as far as buildings go. So, when the rocket or whatever it was hit our building, pretty much everything around me was destroyed.  
 
      
 
    I was just left with a convenient person-size hole in the wall.  I waited a few minutes for the dust to clear and see if there was going to be a second strike. There weren't any sounds other than the crackling of the fire. No one was coming to check on me either. I waited a few more minutes and crawled through the hole and out into the sunlight.  
 
      
 
    Some of the vehicles were intact, but that was about it. I knew I couldn't stay there, but I needed more than the shirt on my back to get out there. I started looking around for some supplies and maybe some car keys. Everyone was dead including Campbell and Tyler. And that's where I decided to hatch a plan.  
 
    I was able to find one of Tyler's uniforms in the laundry area and got dressed. It was slightly charred, but it was better than the hospital gown I had been wearing. I knew I wasn't going to be going home as Petty Officer Wolfe, but I thought I might be able to go home as Sgt. Tyler. 
 
    We looked alike and I knew enough about him to probably pass to the casual observer. As the buildings were engulfed in flames, I knew that most of the remains would be cremated in the process. So, I just let that happen. I hadn't seen much in the way of bodies anyway. Whatever hit the site destroyed pretty much everything. Also, based on the nature of what was going on at that site, we weren't going to be missed right away. I figured no one was coming to the rescue.  
 
      
 
    I gathered enough clothes to make a uniform and found a radio that worked. There were also bags of snacks and water bottles strewn around one area. I grabbed what I could and started moving away, looking for shelter. 
 
      
 
   
  
 



Chapter 9 - Burns 
 
      
 
    It was about that time the pain set in and my vision got a little blurry. Blood from a head wound was also getting into my eyes. I didn't even realize I had gotten hit by parts of my wall, or that I had burned myself rather severely looking through the debris. My priority was just getting out of there. 
 
      
 
    I started moving away from where the missile or whatever it seemed to be coming from. I wasn't even sure exactly what country I was in. I sort of recognized some of the ruins. I had seen some of them in books, but I wasn't even sure where I was. So, I figured if the rockets were coming from one direction, I was going to go in the opposite direction. That turned out to be a reasonably safe assessment at least for the moment. Within a couple of minutes, I heard a roar in the sky and saw two jets coming from the direction that I was headed. There were several large explosions off in the distance where the rockets seemed to be coming from. So, I thought that was a good sign. This is the first time I had seen a military jet.  
 
      
 
    I know what they are now, but at the time I'd never seen anything quite like that. I saw the American flag on the tail and jumped up and waved at them. On their return trip, one of the pilots waved his wing so I knew they saw me. As I continued to walk, I heard the sound of the helicopter coming to greet me. 
 
      
 
    They landed about 500 yards away from me. There was a pilot and two army guys on board. They asked me who I was and what happened. I told them my name was Sgt. Stephen Tyler. I told him that I could only tell him a little bit about our mission because it was classified. He understood and asked if there were any other survivors. I said I didn't see any but would take them back to the location.  
 
      
 
    By the time we got back to the site, it was just smoldering. There were no survivors and you couldn't even tell what it might have been.  We walked around for a bit and headed back to the helicopter. It was a short ride back to the base in southern Iraq.  
 
      
 
    At the time, I didn't realize how severe the burns were to my hands and face. This turned out to be a blessing in disguise. For the moment I had no fingerprints and my head was swelling up like a pumpkin. The picture they had for Sgt. Tyler was several years old. It was probably as close to what I looked like at the moment as possible. So, Sgt. Stephen Tyler was reborn.  
 
      
 
    I had a concussion and told them I was having problems remembering things. It was a convenient out. I was seeing all sorts of things I had never seen before. Color TV, the Internet, McDonald's, microwave ovens, etc. It was mind-blowing. My memory problems gave me credibility back at the base.  We called it shell shocked back in the day, but they called it PTSD now.  Strangely, no one higher in the food chain stepped in to question me or act on my behalf. I don't know if there was anyone above those working at the trailers, or if they were content with my amnesia.  
 
      
 
    The doctors at the base checked me out and noticed that I had a broken leg in addition to my burns.  They didn't seem to notice that it was an old wound, but it was enough to get me a ticket home. I wasn't entirely sure where that was going to be. I figured I would continue along with the approach that I was from upstate New York. 
 
      
 
    Since all of my belongings and identification were gone, and I couldn't do everything for myself with my burns, I had a brief stopover in a hospital in Germany. I was able to get new paperwork, got myself a driver's license and a passport all in the name of Sergeant Stephen Tyler.  The swelling in my face went down enough to take a decent picture. 
 
      
 
    I don't know if it was the right decision at the time, but it seemed to be a whole lot better than being locked up in a room where who knows what was going to happen to me next. Germany was a lot nicer than I thought it would be. My visions of Germany were the pictures that I saw in the late 1940s. I figured it was going to be just a mass of burnt buildings, but actually, they've cleaned it up and it's a pretty nice-looking place. The beer was also well worth the trip. 
 
      
 
    I just wanted to be back on U.S. soil and have this whole thing be over. I wasn't sure what I was going to do next because any family I had was probably dead and gone. Stephen Tyler didn't seem to have any more attachments than I did so I figured I would play the hand I was dealt.  
 
      
 
    I slept most of the plane ride back from Germany. I had never been on a jet before and was pleasantly surprised how comfortable it was. When I got back to New York, I was also surprised to see that the USO still does stuff to welcome the military. They were very helpful in pointing me to where I was trying to go. 
 
      
 
    I explained that I was having problems getting around with my burns and that I was a little dizzy. I also told them I was still having memory problems. Much to my surprise, they informed me that things were already set up for me in advance. They handed me a packet which had a welcome home card from my Grandfather, a train ticket, $50 and a note that said: "Don't be late because we have a surprise.”  
 
      
 
    It turned out there was a homecoming parade waiting for me when I got upstate. It didn't quite register what was about to happen until I pulled into the train station and saw the signs and all the cars. This is where I thought things were going to completely go off the rails. I figured someone was going to look at me and question if I was the person they thought I was. 
 
      
 
    As luck would have it, Sgt. Tyler had been gone from that town for almost six years. And not too many people knew him. His grandfather was kind of a fixture in the town though. He was still alive, although not doing particularly well. I thought for sure my Grandfather would call my bluff. I didn't know if I could pull it off, but I figured it was better than him finding out that his grandson was dead. Since I didn't have anyone in this world currently, it would be nice to have one person that I could call family, even if it wasn't my real family. 
 
   
  
 



Chapter 10 - Everyone Loves a Parade 
 
      
 
    I didn't know exactly what to expect when I got to my grandfather's town. When the war ended for me in 1945, I was on coastal patrol and we didn't get the attention that other GIs got coming back. We were still in the community most of the time during the war. So, people kind of got used to us and probably took us for granted. When the war ended, we were still there. So, this was a new experience for me.  
 
      
 
    The town itself had a population of probably about 2,000 and you would have thought that all of them had come out for this celebration. I got to meet my grandfather the first time as I stepped off the train. He wasn't hard to spot. The tears were a dead giveaway. He says, "You don't look too much worse for the wear.” Even though I had burns on my face and bandages on my hand I laughed and started to tear up myself.  
 
      
 
    He says, "It's been a long time.” And I said, "Yes, it has.” He reminded me of a story when we went fishing and it just so happens, that was one of the memories that the real Stephen had recounted with me. So, I was able to add a little response to it.  That solidified my new identity.  
 
      
 
    By all accounts, he knew that I was his grandson. For the rest of his life, I kept that up because I thought it was in everybody's best interest. Part of me enjoyed having a family connection, and he quickly became my family. As it turned out, there was nobody in the town that knew me. Everybody simply knew my grandfather, which worked out well for everyone. Stephen's mother and father, we're not the best parents. They both died of drug overdoses sometime in the early 70s, but his grandparents told everyone it was a car accident.  
 
    My grandfather would have raised me, but I ended up in foster care. My grandmother at the time was chronically ill and he simply didn't have the resources to take care of me as a small child. There were quite a few extended visits so there was a certain amount of contact growing up. I played the memory problem card quite a bit during my first couple of weeks back. My grandfather was more than happy to fill in the blanks for me.  
 
      
 
    I know it's a little confusing describing two lives as your own. Try living it. I don't know if there is a rule book for something like this, but I tried to do the best that I could. I never took credit for anything the real Stephen might have done. And I tried to be the grandson that my grandfather wanted me to be. It wasn't difficult and it all sort of fit together. I think it generally worked out well for everyone given the circumstances. 
 
      
 
    When the real Stephen was old enough to be out of foster care, he went into the military and didn't come home very often. So, there wasn't a lot of contacts there. Anyways, it turns out that my grandfather had gotten associated with IBM during the early years and started a small electronics firm that made parts that were sold to IBM.  
 
      
 
    He employed roughly a dozen people when I returned. His first response was, "we've got to find a place for you, once you get settled again.” But for the next quarter of a mile, I was the star attraction. I was sitting next to my new grandfather in the back of a ‘69 Camaro (which eventually became my car) as we rode down the main street and all of its 10 businesses. There were probably several hundred people that looked on and waved. 
 
      
 
    I think whoever was selling the flags and hotdogs that day made out the best. There was also a bunch of small vendors at the local town green. One of them had some great barbecue. The local Lions Club was flipping burgers and the VFW was there to greet me as well. There were quite a few people in uniform and several from my era. There were a couple of faces that almost looked familiar, but I really couldn't say anything. After about 1:30, the crowds start to thin out.  
 
    My grandfather said, "You about ready to go back to the house?"  
 
    And I said, "Yeah, I think it's probably time.”  
 
      
 
    We headed back to his house and he said, "Just put your stuff anywhere.” And he goes, "your bedroom is just the way you left it.”  
 
    So, I headed upstairs and figured out quickly which room was mine and I looked around and got an idea of some of the stuff that had happened over the years for his real grandson.  
 
      
 
    That was Saturday afternoon. Next thing I remember, it's Monday morning and my grandfather is waking me up saying, “time for work.” I had slept over 24 hours continually. I got up a couple of times, but beyond that, it's all a blur. He figured I was tired, a little combination of jet lag and you know, trauma.  
 
      
 
    I found some clothes that fit and hopped in my grandfather's Camaro and we headed down the street. We walked in and I was greeted with a round of applause, which is always nice. And my grandfather said, “This is my grandson and he's going to be running things here in a few years. I need all of you to show him the ropes.”  
 
      
 
    Most people kept cheering, but at least one manager's face turned to a frown. So, I knew that was going to be a problem. My grandfather insisted that I start at the bottom and I was fine with that. People were kind of surprised that I took to electronics as quickly as I did. And I didn't have the heart to tell him that I was an electrician in my past life.  
 
      
 
    Over the next two years, I learned every aspect of that small manufacturing business. And the one person that greeted me with a frown on day one decided that it was no longer in his best interest to work there. But otherwise, everybody that greeted me on that first day, continued to work with me until I took over as the company.  
 
      
 
    My grandfather's health was starting to deteriorate. By that point, I had moved out of his house and bought my own house. I had a trust fund that I didn't know about and a rather large bank account. So, I returned to a reasonably comfortable life, even if it wasn't my own. It was a modest existence, but I was happy with it. For someone who came from where I started, this was quite a step up. The family had a lake house at Lake George, and I took every opportunity to visit that I could.  
 
      
 
    I was a regular at the Veterans Administration Hospital. My "memory problem" and burns did require some attention. I think over time I wasn't there for the treatment. I was there for the girl. I had met one of the doctors, Dr. Kelly Ashe, who treated my burns initially. Just seeing her in the hall was enough to keep me coming back. After about six months, she realized that I wasn't there for the treatment and I got up the courage to ask her out. She said, yes. We went to a small burger joint and a movie and that was the start.  
 
      
 
    We dated for about three months and her lease was up on her apartment. We decided that it was time to move in together. Two months after that I proposed. Our wedding was the following October at a small ceremony on the beach at Lake George. My grandfather was my best man and couldn't have been happier even though his health was starting to deteriorate rapidly at this point. He needed assistance to get down to the beach with his oxygen tank and was not able to stand during the service.  
 
      
 
    We didn't have much planned for our honeymoon and we didn't want to give gifts to each other. We decided that each would do something for the other and write it on a card.  
 
      
 
    At the end of the service, we exchange cards. Her card said, "Your student loans are paid.” Mine was a picture of an ultrasound and "it's a boy.” My grandfather couldn't have been happier and gave us the Camaro as a wedding present. Unfortunately, that was the only time he ever was able to see his great-grandson as he died three weeks later.  
 
      
 
    Michael Stephen Tyler joined us the following May weighing in at 7 lbs. 9 ounces. Fast forward about a year, and we were pregnant again with my daughter Stephanie. Kelly cut back her hours at the VA so she could be at home with the kids. We had a sitter a couple of times a week so she could still go in. Once the kids were in school, Kelly left the Veteran's Administration to open her own practice.  
 
      
 
    Over the next few years, the electronic business changed as more parts were outsourced to China. Eventually, we diversified into other areas. As I could see that the computer market was drying up, we moved into making parts for solar and wind energy. The business has grown from 12 to 20 people and we've added a small subsidiary in the Midwest. 
 
      
 
    In general, for the last 18 years, I've led rather common existence. I go to PTA meetings, go to school functions, and no one would know my true history. This brings us about back to my 50th birthday or hundredth birthday if you will, and that's when the trouble all started. 
 
      
 
   


  
 



Chapter 11 - Just Another Day at the Office  
 
      
 
    So, my birthday went off without a hitch. Later in the day, there was a cake waiting for me when I got home, and we did go out to dinner. There were also a couple more presents. I grabbed the baseball and the over 50 construction worker stuff and brought that into my work. The DNA test ended up in a pile with bills on the shelf and I forgot about it for about a month. Then one day at work I get a call on my office phone.  
 
    "Hi, this is Dave from Genentech.”  
 
    I wasn't paying attention because I thought it was one of those robocalls.  
 
    "Yes, what can I do for you?" 
 
    "We'd like to talk to you about your test results" 
 
    I said, "I had no idea what you're talking about.”  
 
    He said, "a few weeks ago you submitted one of our DNA tests and you have some unusual results. We would like to talk to you about it. Do you have a few minutes?"  
 
    I said, "Can you hold for a minute?"  
 
      
 
    I grabbed my cell phone and texted my son,  
 
    "Do you know why I might have filled out a DNA form?" Michael replied, "I figured you'd never do it, so I did it for you. You're welcome!"  
 
    I'm thinking - great!  And I'm looking at the blinking light on my phone where Dave was now waiting for me.  
 
    So, I picked up the phone and said, "Well, apparently I did, but I didn't know it. I guess that's one of the prices of getting old.”  
 
    And Dave said, "Well, you'd be surprised how many times this happened, but we would like to talk to you about your results because it's a little interesting.”  
 
    I said, "Interesting, how?" 
 
     And he said, "As in talk in person interesting.”  
 
    "Okay, I don't know what that means, but what do you want to do?"  
 
    "It's like I said, we are about an hour and a half south of you and we'd like to set up an appointment to come meet with you later this week if possible.”  
 
    I said, "how about lunch on Tuesday?"  
 
    They said, "Fine, would you like to meet at the office?" "Sure. Not a problem.”  
 
      
 
    So, I went home and wondered about what my son had just gotten me into. I read the package and saw that it could trace back lineage for many generations. And that's when I started thinking about Mira again. I had forgotten about our time together and it never occurred to me that our relationship may have turned into more than just a few nights together.  I had become a father in the remote past. 
 
      
 
    I wasn't sure how this was going to be explainable. It seemed like my secret may be out at this point, but I figured let's wait and see and just go from there. Naturally, I get home and my son in front of everybody says, "So you get your DNA results back. What, what did it say?"  
 
    My wife and daughter look at me.  
 
    "So, what are you, are you American Indian? Are you Scottish? Are you German?"  
 
    I said, "I don't know. They said that there was something unusual with my results and that they want to talk to me.”  
 
    "Maybe you're the cure for cancer.” My son says. 
 
    "I doubt it, but I'm talking to them tomorrow and I'll find out.”  
 
      
 
    Fast forward 24 hours and Tuesday comes. Two of the geekiest people I think I've ever met meet me for lunch at the local diner.  
 
    The first one (Dave) says, "Very excited to meet you, Mr. Tyler. We've been going over your results for days and the likelihood of this happening is probably one in a trillion or one is a zillion, I don't even know how unlikely this is.”  
 
    I'm like, "what are you talking about?"  
 
    And then they laid out what is normally a one or two-page printout. Mine was 32 pages long. Based on the results I had approximately 2000 living descendants throughout Europe and the United States and lineage dating back over 4000 years.  
 
    They said, "Either this is the craziest anomaly we've ever seen or you're a time traveler" 
 
    They both laughed and I said, "yeah, right.” 
 
      
 
    Dave said, "Normally we just run the results through the computer and send out a package to people and then our social media site picks up the rest and people get to connect with family members. But in your case, we honestly weren't sure what would happen. And we didn't know if the results were correct. We wanted to know if you'd mind taking the test again just to rule out any irregularities.”  
 
    I said, "how about another alternative. I'm not much on publicity and I know how this whole thing could just get blown up regardless of what it is. So, is it possible for you to just pretend that this test was never taken and delete the results? I'll pay for your lunch and we'll call it a day.”  
 
    Dave and his associate looked disheartened, but they said: "yes, that was an option based on the general data protection laws that were enacted in England recently.”  
 
      
 
    They assured me that all records would be removed from their system and they would never be publicized. They gave me copies of the report, I bought their lunch and they left probably in tears. But I felt better about things and went back to work. But as you're probably guessing, that's not the whole story. I did get home, told the family that they found something strange and the whole thing was a mistake. I hoped that was the end of it. My kids were a little disappointed. I told them I even got their money back for the DNA test. So, my daughter and son thought that they could get something else with it. That night in bed, Kelly turns to me and says, "You lied to me today.”  
 
    I'm like, "what?"  
 
    She said, "I know you lied to me tonight about the DNA test. What happened?"  
 
    "Okay."  
 
      
 
    I figured what the heck? So, I told her everything. First, she laughed, and she looked kind of dumbfounded and said, "I want to see the results from the test.”  
 
    I went downstairs and got the 32 pages of test results and brought it upstairs and she poured over it only as a doctor would.  
 
    "This is incredible", She said 
 
    "I never would've thought this is possible" 
 
     And my response was, "as far as I know, it's never happened before.” "There are two DNA strands on this report that are more indicative of a human over a thousand years in the future.”  
 
    "Well, I guess that's what happens when you travel back in time 4000 years and get someone pregnant.”  
 
    "It's going to dramatically change our family reunion at the Lake" 
 
    "Very funny," I said. 
 
      
 
    I felt like a load had been lifted off my shoulders, sharing it with my wife. She wasn't entirely sure that she believed me, but she was at least curious at this point. And she said she wasn't going to tell anyone, so I thought that was important. I hoped that was going to be the end of it until about a week later when another two gentlemen showed up at my office. They weren't from Genentech. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 12 - Sunglasses 
 
      
 
    When I got to my office, my secretary said, there are two gentlemen in sunglasses waiting in your office. I think it's serious.  
 
      
 
    As I walked in, they introduced themselves. One said he was agent Smith, and the other said I'm agent Jones and I'm like, "guys, really that's the best you can do.”  
 
    "We'd like to talk to you about your DNA results.”  
 
    I said, "You mean the ones that aren't public?"  
 
    Smith says "well, they're not public, but it doesn't mean they're not accessible.”  
 
    I said, "Who are you again?”  
 
    “I'm agent Smith."  
 
    "And I'm agent Jones."  
 
    "And what agency are you with?"  
 
    "That's not important right now. The issue is that you are in danger and that we need to get you somewhere secure.” "How am I in danger? I'm just a guy who happened to take a DNA test and the results got all messed up.”  
 
    "We just need to ask you a few questions. That's all really", "and we can't do that in my office.”  
 
    "No" 
 
    "Is this a matter of national security? Do I have an option in this?"  
 
    "No, not really.”  
 
      
 
    As I headed out to my office, my secretary knew something was wrong and said, "Are you being arrested?" I said, "No, don't worry about it. It's just a kind of misunderstanding. But I’ve got to go work on some stuff going back to when I was in the military" and she kind of went along with it.  I said, "I'll see you soon.”  
 
    We got in a rather unmarked black SUV and headed south towards New York City. After about a half an hour of sitting in silence agent, Smith looked up and says to the other guy, "it looks like we're being followed.”  
 
    "Why would anybody be following us? This is not right.”  
 
      
 
    At about that time there was a flash and a dodge pickup crashed into the passenger side of the car. I was dazed for a little bit but being in the backseat on the driver's side; I wasn't hurt by the airbags. Smith and Jones were unconscious but still appeared to be alive.   
 
    Next thing I know my driver's side doors being opened and the familiar voice says, "come on, we are the B team, we got to get you out of here.”  
 
    "Who are you people? I just run a small electrical company",  
 
    To which the guy said, "Yeah, but in 1946 you were an electrician on a navy destroyer.”  
 
    I was still a little dazed from the car crash, so I wasn't sure what to think, but I didn't seem to have much choice in the matter. Getting out of the car, one of the guys went up to the driver and gave him a shot. "He'll be fine.” "What about the other guy?" They checked him over and gave him a shot too.  
 
    "Concussion, broken arm, some internal bleeding, but it will stop on its own.”  
 
    I said, "How can you tell that just from looking at them?" "No time for questions my friend. We've got to get you out of here and get this mess cleaned up. " 
 
      
 
    As they took me back to the car I said, "You guys look familiar.” To which he replied, "You don't think you're the only one who took a little ride when that thing went off on the ship.” I said, "It didn't occur to me.”  
 
      
 
    He said, "you're probably going to want to take a little nap now.”  
 
    I said, "I'm not sleepy other than the headache I've got.” Next thing I know, I feel a needle in my neck and then it was lights out for what I guess was about eight hours. 
 
   
  
 



Chapter 13 - Regarding Henry 
 
      
 
    Petty Officer Henry Waxman was not exactly a friend, although we both were from the Boston area. We both loved the Red Sox and occasionally we were drinking buddies. So, I guess that was pretty close. I didn't know him very well. He tended to get into bar fights and was kind of a thug. I tended to steer clear of him when he was drunk. He was a diesel mechanic, so we didn't see too much of each other on the boat, but we knew each other enough to talk and chatted. And now I'm sitting with him, over 70 years later. He was older than what I would have expected if we had both gone through the same portals, but it was clear that he had done some time traveling.  
 
      
 
    When I woke from my drug-induced coma, we were in a small office. They wouldn't tell me where we were right away, so I just listened.  I think they were playing a game of "let's see how long it takes him to figure it out.” Henry filled me in some of the details of his jumps through time. He also told me more details about project rainbow, and how it was not the first test.  
 
      
 
    Project Rainbow was just the first test on a large scale. The original test took place on Long Island, New York and involved a single person. They did what Henry referred to as a loopback. This took place in the late 1930’s and person traveled back roughly 10 years to a few months before the depression. During that time, he made a bunch of strategic investments and set up a foundation with accounts that could be accessed later. Between shorting stocks and buying up real estate in Oklahoma and Texas that would be future oil fields, they set up a long-term income strategy. So, when the collapse came in 1927, the Foundation made a lot of money. By leasing and eventually selling farmland back to farmers (less the mineral rights) they continued to grow their wealth almost automatically, without a huge staff to keep track of things. That allowed for funding at Princeton in the early 1940’s, which would then allow for the completion of Project Rainbow.  I always thought it was a military project, but apparently, the Foundation has connections in higher places. I don't know the exact details. The fact that we were headed to The Bahamas to do the larger test was not by coincidence.  
 
      
 
    It is easier to do apparently when you can tap into the stream. They are like tunnels that connect certain points on the earth. That's why I ended up where I did. And as it turned out, there were several other individuals onboard that found their place in history as well. So, I made it back. Some did not. Henry and several others were briefed on the project and its true purpose before we headed to The Bahamas. They had specific instructions as to what to do, when or if they entered the vortex. My trip through time happened to be an accident as was the case with many of the others. Henry and his team were supposed to be the only ones to go through and come right back, but it never happened that way. Nobody realized how big an area it would affect. The problem with project rainbow is that no one came back during the experiment, unlike the earlier experiments on long island.  
 
      
 
    They couldn't quite figure out why this happened, but the project was eventually shut down on the military side. Research by the Foundation continued in secret. It was well funded, but largely any time travel was deferred for about a decade. During the years following WWII, they focused on strategic investments. This was long ball thinking. Any formal relationship between the Foundation and military ended in 1949 when Admiral Forestall met with an unfortunate end. I don't know his exact involvement, but I think it ultimately cost him his life. Albert Einstein distanced himself from the project and destroyed any of his research before his death in 1955. 
 
      
 
     During the 1960’s, some of the Foundation's money was put into the Apollo program as an emergency rescue protocol. If something went wrong in space, they could essentially skip the reentry part of the voyage.  At least that's how it was sold to the government. Used discretely the American public would never know the difference. It still used the old approach from the Eldridge with a few modifications. It probably didn't work as advertised, but the government gave them funding and technology to upgrade it. That was probably the Foundation's ultimate goal.  
 
    They had the money but not the technology. NASA was on track to create new things that the Foundation needed. It was not until the end of Apollo that a new working system was set up.  Apollo 18 was essentially scrapped because the Foundation got tired of the NASA politics and they pulled their support. This was about the time that any Government oversight went out of the window as well.  
 
      
 
    Their investment in NASA gave the Foundation things like integrated circuits which made the system smaller and less power-intensive. The new system worked correctly and could be used in a controlled fashion.  It could also track travelers based on signatures they left in the timeline. Based on signatures that were created by the people left from Project Rainbow, crew members from the Eldridge started coming back in the early 1970s. Now all of this was off-book, nongovernmental work paid for by private funds. And that's probably where things started to go a little haywire because the government had paid for a lot of this stuff early on. It turned out were on a separate path developing the same technology.  
 
      
 
    That's how I managed to come back. I didn't come through the same portal that most of the others that come through. I never did find out the name of the group that brought me back or who they worked for. They said they fixed errors in time that may have been caused by project rainbow. I was one of those and as Henry said, "I broke the first rule of time travel. You can't sleep with anybody.”  
 
      
 
    I altered the entire DNA landscape of England by introducing Turkish and Italian elements. Not exactly the Anglo-Saxon origin story for the British Isles most people believe. Some researcher in Great Britain recently discovered this and I think that's how the government group found me. They started looking at the timeline when the new DNA was introduced and there I was. Well, lesson learned, but now I have 2000 or so descendants so that's a little bit hard to cover up.  
 
      
 
    The Foundation had been quietly patching holes in time for the past couple of decades. But then I came along and messed up the whole thing by coming through one of the government portals. I had thought that the missile strike took care of most of my problems. But apparently, a communiqué had already been made before the explosion. The government knew somebody had come through, they just didn't know who. Based on the security of the organization, the Foundation didn't even know I had come back. That was of course until my son took a DNA test.  
 
   
  
 



Chapter 14 - Phone Home 
 
      
 
    Henry says, "Better check in with the wife or she's going to get suspicious."  
 
    "Can I call her?" I said.   
 
    "Sure. Here's a phone that can't be traced and you can call her. Probably want to call you secretary as well."  
 
      
 
    So, I call Home and Kelly answers the phone.  
 
    "Where are you? Are you all right? I was about to call the police. You've never been gone this long before.”  
 
    "I'm okay. I just had a little problem yesterday.”  
 
    "That's what Shirley said. She called me from the office all worried cause you never came back.”  
 
    I said, "Was there anything about a car accident just south of us involving a truck and an SUV."  
 
    Kelly Says "No.”  
 
    Henry looks at me and goes, "we're pretty good at cleaning things up.”  
 
      
 
    So that didn't make the news.  
 
    "Where are you?" Kelly said.  
 
    "I can't tell you. Let's just say that the incident we were talking about the other night has kind of come back to haunt me. You know the paperwork we talked about? Put it somewhere safe and pretend that you never saw it." "Okay, I can do that. What do I tell the kids?"  
 
    "Well, just tell them that I had to go out of town on business and I hopefully will be back this weekend.”  
 
    And Henry nodded. "Yeah, that should work.”  
 
      
 
    "Okay, that's one down. And now we've got to cover your secretary. So, what are you going to tell your secretary?" "She saw two guys wearing sunglasses show up at my office and escort me out of the building. Shirley is not one to keep her mouth shut.”  
 
    "Just tell her that you were doing something classified during the Gulf War. It was a matter of national security and some of the people involved needed you to work on something dating from that. She already thinks you're a spy, so she'll buy it.” "Why does she think I'm a spy?"  
 
    "We hear things. Just call her and tell her everything's okay. Tell her that you had to go out of town for a little bit of national security work.  She'll buy it. All will be well. Tell her you talked to Kelly.”  
 
      
 
    I picked up the phone and called the office.  
 
    "Hi, Shirley… Yeah. Sorry about yesterday… Nope, everything's okay… Well, it's kind of a matter of national security. It can't talk to about it… You understand?... Okay. Well, I will be out of town for a couple of days. … Yes, I already talked to Kelly. She knows about it…. We can't talk to anybody about this. Okay. …Yup. …Do you understand? …Of course, you do… So, all right… There are a couple of projects in the work. Please make sure the paperwork gets done over the next couple of days. I will be in touch, but you won't be able to reach me. Yep…. Because of the secret stuff. … You know we can't talk about that Shirley… Do you understand? …You're good… All right. Well, I will probably not see you this week, but I will see you first thing Monday morning… Sounds good… All right… Yes… You have fun fishing this weekend… Sounds good. Okay, bye.”  
 
      
 
    Well, she bought it, hook, line, and sinker. I turned to Henry, "So now how about you tell me where I am.”  
 
    We had been sitting in one of those clean white rooms with the one-way glass. Henry says, "Sure why not" 
 
     So, he opens the door and we go through a series of vault doors and we're in what looks like a pawn shop.  
 
    I said, "Is this a pawn shop too" 
 
     "Mostly,” he says. 
 
    "So, where are we?"  
 
    "Look out the window.”  
 
      
 
    I go to the window and look across the street. We're in Nebraska, across the street from my other office.  
 
    "What the hell are we doing here? And what is this doing here across from my office?"  
 
    Henry says, "The better question is, what is your office doing across from here? You didn't think you got that great deal on the solar company because of your negotiating skills, did you?"  
 
    "Well, yes"  
 
    "Sorry, we helped things along a little bit. We needed to keep an eye on you, and this was the easiest way to do it.” "So was the fact that the Chinese manufacturers were cutting into my electronic business so I would look for another option your handiwork too?"  
 
    Henry just smirked  
 
    "This is unbelievable.”  
 
    "Kind of like time travel, right?"  
 
      
 
    I was trying to take it all in. My life just seems to be one set of lies built on another set of lies. I seemed to be a puppet in my own life. The Foundation seemed to have controlled a good chunk of the last 20 years since my return. Henry says, "They just want to make sure that you stayed off the radar. We do this for all our clients. We just didn't see the DNA tests coming that your son bought. That was just kind of a mistake on our part. But then again, we didn't know that you had broken rule number one.”  
 
    "I didn't even know there was a rule number one.”  
 
    "Well, now you do. And here we are.”  
 
    "Okay. So why am I here?" 
 
      
 
    "Well, we didn't anticipate the governments' involvement. We were happy to just let you live your suburban life but now all that's changed. I guess we need you to join the team – or kill you – your choice." Henry looked rather serious for about 15 seconds and then cracked himself up. "We don't do that. We're the good guys."  
 
      
 
    I didn't know what to think at that point. Then I thought back to the car crash.  
 
    "So, I know you said you cleaned up the mess with the two guys, but those two guys knew probably two more guys and a few more that know about my situation. So how do I go back to my normal life? And who were those guys anyway? CIA, NSA?"  
 
    Henry said "It's a three-letter agency. It doesn't make that much difference.”  
 
    I continued with my rant, "What about my family? Are they safe?"  
 
    "For the moment they are.” and then Henry says, "So how much did you tell your wife?"  
 
    I said, "What? I never said I told my wife."  
 
    "Well, we hear things.”  
 
    "You told me that. Okay, so you're bugging my house or my phones",  
 
    "Not everything - just some things.”  
 
    "Okay. So, my life is a complete fake. I'm constantly under surveillance.”   
 
    Henry jumps in, "We get bored with the cable package here. It's kind of like watching reality TV."  
 
    I sort of laughed. Why should this surprise me? I was a 100-year-old time traveler. Why should I expect a normal existence? 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath, "Now what?"  
 
    "Well, since your part of the family now, I think it's probably time that you meet some of the rest of the team.”  
 
   


  
 



Chapter 15 – Meet the Team 
 
      
 
    Henry grabbed me by the arm and turned me around. "Well since you're already here, you might as well meet the team. You might be some few familiar faces in the crowd.” We walked in the back and behind a shower curtain was an elevator. This was a one-story shopping mall, so I was surprised to see multiple floor buttons. Henry pressed the bottom button and we headed down. When the door opened a guy with a beard was about to get in. Henry says, "You remember Grinder?" 
 
      
 
    "Holy crap, I haven't seen this guy in forever.” "It's been a long-time buddy," he said. I never knew his real name. Grinder was a machinist and was always using a grinding wheel.  We started to talk but Henry jumped in, "We're sort of on the clock. There will be time to catch up later.” He yanked me away and to the next person who was Tony Axel. He was another machinist, but really into cars. His last name was Alexander, but everybody called him Axel.  
 
      
 
    Henry pushed me along, "This is Lisa, our CFO.”  
 
    And I'm like, "she wasn't on the ship with us"  
 
    I was a little confused.  
 
    "No. She came later. And last, this is Benjamin Forester and he's the manager of the facility. Again, he was not on the ship with us. He came later too.”  
 
    "And so, Henry, what is your role in this company?"  
 
    "I just fix things. I don't like to manage. You know me.” "All right, I can see that. So, what exactly do you collectively do here?"  
 
    "Patience Grasshopper – when you can grab the pebbles from my hand, then you are ready.”  Henry apparently got caught up on old Kung Fu episodes in his spare time.  
 
      
 
    My mind was filled with a million questions. I was trying to get a grasp on the growing complexity of my existence.  
 
    "So, what's the connection with places like Stonehenge and the middle of The Bahamas?"  
 
    Henry says, "We don't know the actual details. One of two things is possible. Either the tunnels are a natural phenomenon, or they were built by somebody in ancient times with technology we don't fully understand. They can be activated through a variety of means and we only discovered it through our technology. Apparently, in ancient times somebody else had that capability as well.” 
 
      
 
    "What exactly do you do at this point?"  
 
    "Well, as I said, these tunnels are natural or at least have been there longer than we have, and they can be activated by a variety of things. So, in our case, we created an artificial portal that accessed it and we're able to go to different times and locations. This also happens naturally from time to time.”  
 
      
 
    "There are more than a few documented incidents of people jumping unintentionally. Fishermen in Scandinavia showing up in the South Atlantic. Skiers in New York showing up in California with their ski gear still on. Things like that. Those often happen within the same timeline. We don't know how many happen across timelines. It's not like we have the social media to document things in the past. We do know that thousands of people disappear every year beyond what is statistically possible according to actuarial tables. We scan time looking for things that may be out of place. This brings us back to rule one. You don't sleep with people in the past. That tends to be one of the most common problems that we see.”  
 
      
 
    "We travel back through the portals to find people and undo what they might have done.”  
 
    "Can you go forward in time?"  
 
    "Not Exactly. If a portal opens in the future, you could go through it, but we couldn't connect to that point directly ourselves. Sort of like what happened with you. The government team was able to see you in the past, open the portal and pull you through. If we had done it, we would not necessarily have been able to go forward without being pulled, if that makes sense. The reason is that by looking into the future, you have no actual reference to do your calculations on. But by looking back, you always have a reference point.”  
 
      
 
    "Why Nebraska?"  
 
    "Well, we try to maintain a low profile, except for the fact that we use enough power for a large city.”  
 
    "And that doesn't set off any alarms with the power company?"  
 
    "We kind of are the power company. We have a small nuclear reactor down here that does our power for us.”  
 
    I didn't see anything that looked like a nuclear reactor.  
 
    "Is this thing safe?"  
 
    "More or less? It's something we borrowed from NASA or gave to NASA. Take your pick. Anyways, we're good for probably 20 or 30 years with the generation capacity that we have.”  
 
    "Is this the only location?"  
 
    "No, but we're not going to go into detail about that. In some respects, the less you know, the better.”  
 
    "Well, that's fine with me. I would just like to get home to my wife and back to my everyday life that, you know, I've enjoyed for the last 20 years.”  
 
    "Well, I'm afraid that since we've come back into your life, there will have to be a few changes in that area.”  
 
    "What does that mean?" 
 
    "Well, one of the problems is that even when we're traveling through time, we can't undo things that have already happened. We can prevent things from happening, but we can't undo things that have already happened. In your case, we have to find a way to make what happened to you disappear and we're going to need you to help do it.” "So, you kidnapped me and brought me down in Nebraska just to show me your little science project care. Oh, and the fact that you've been spying on me and my family for decades.”  
 
    "No, we just have a little problem of our own and it was eventually going to require your unique assets. All this just sort of happened at the same time. We figured, Hey, what the hell, kidnap you and bring you here, show you the toys and welcome you to the family. Or welcome back to the family, I should say.”  
 
    I don't know if I like being part of the family. I'd just as soon go home to the family I know.”  
 
    "Well, this is kind of an offer you can't say no too.”  
 
    "That kind of sounds like a threat.”  
 
    “No, it's just reality. But take it as you wish. There are two ways to fix the current problem. You and your children disappear, and we get rid of all the records, or we do it our way and you and your family live a long and happy existence and you help us.” 
 
    “Sound Fair?" 
 
   
  
 



Chapter 16 - The Plan 
 
      
 
    There were a couple more introductions to people I didn't know or would remember.  
 
    Henry says, "Okay just one more introduction today; I'd like you to meet Kennedy. She is one of our newest members. Kennedy has some unique skills in a variety of areas.” 
 
    "Sorry, but you look like you are my daughter's age.”  
 
    "I'm 26" Kennedy chimed in. 
 
    "We do recruit like a real company although family connections do help. In Kennedy's case, she was army special ops. Her degree from college was in computer programming, but she blew her knee out in a parachute accident. She mostly flies the desk now with us. That doesn't mean she isn't capable of hacking and emptying your bank account in less than 10 minutes or killing you with a paper clip.”  
 
    She smiled and batted her eyes. 
 
    "Okay. Kennedy, nice to meet you too. So, what exactly is the plan?"  
 
      
 
    "Well, it does require you to make a phone call and meet with the Genentech execs sometime later this week. We're going to feed them a little bit of information about your unique medical condition. Not one that's true of course, but one that they may be more inclined to believe. You're going to pay a visit to their headquarters in New York. While you're in their office you're going to create a little distraction. One of my friends will help you with that. Here's a thumb drive that Kennedy has prepared for you. This will need to be loaded on one of the Genentech computers. We've already analyzed their infrastructure. And this is a job that needs to be done from the inside.”  
 
    "Do you mean to tell me that you're going to create a virus and load it on their machines and wipe everything out?" "No, nothing quite that harsh.”  
 
      
 
    "Matter of fact, they won't even know that anything has happened. We are reprogramming their supercomputer so that it ignores certain patterns, namely yours and a few others.”  
 
    "So how do you know this is going to work? This sounds like some theatrical script from a movie.”  
 
    "Oh, we have the same equipment they do and a copy of their database. We tested this before you even got here. We just don't have easy access to their building. You do because you have a reason to talk to them. So, there you go.”  
 
    "So, what's this distraction that we're going to cause?"  
 
    "Well we're still working on that, but it will probably give you about two minutes of free access to their computer. So that's the plan.”  
 
    "It sounds a little bit too predictably simple.”  
 
    "And we like it that way.”  
 
      
 
    "You always were a smart-ass Henry.”  
 
    "Yep. I can sit on a bowl of ice cream and tell you what flavor it is.”  
 
    Kennedy's speaks up. "That's the kind of jokes my grandfather always tells.”  
 
    Henry Chimes in. "Well, we were probably the same age as your grandfather.”  
 
    "All right, assuming this works, that doesn't take care of the government agency that seems to know about my little secret as well.”  
 
    "Now, one thing at a time. We need to get this piece of it cleaned up and then we can clean up the second.”  
 
    "So, what happens if this plan of yours doesn't work well?" "Well, we always have plan B.”  
 
    "What's plan B?"  
 
    "Well, we either break-in after hours where it gets messy or we have to kill a bunch of people. But either way, we'll have the same results. Your little secret and a few other people's little secrets will be safe. So, are you ready to head home and make a couple of phone calls?" 
 
    "I suppose? When do we leave for the airport?"  
 
    "Well, we don't.”  
 
    About that time, I felt another needle stuck in the back of my neck.  
 
    "Hey, I already know where you guys work.”  
 
    "Yeah, but you don't know how we got here.” 
 
   
  
 



Chapter 17 - Back to Work 
 
      
 
    Next thing I know, it's Shirley, "Boss, wake up. Did you sleep here again last night? Where have you been?" "Coffee!" I said. 
 
    "I should make the coffee.”  
 
    I could hear yelling in the background.  
 
    "Who are those men? Where did you go? Where have you been for the last two days? And why are you in the same clothes?" 
 
    "Really? I told you this is about stuff. We talk about this. National Security, remember?" 
 
    "Oh yes, I remember. Well, now that I know about the secret stuff, maybe you can let me in on it the next time you have to do a mission or whatever it is you're doing.”  
 
    "No problem.”  
 
    I had a splitting headache. 
 
    "Shirley, what's going on with the Rochester order and the order for Connecticut?" I tried to get her off the secret stuff. 
 
      
 
    "Everything was shipped from Nebraska yesterday. You know, one of the workers said they thought they saw you, which I thought was very strange. Isn't that strange?" "How's that possible Shirley? Okay. I've got to go home for a few minutes. I should be back around 10."  
 
    " Just tell everybody I'm here. We'll have a regular meeting later this morning and don't forget this is national security stuff. I was just out on a little business trip, whatever, you know. Sound good? Okay.”  
 
      
 
    I walked out to the car. I got in, turned it on and pressed hands-free.  
 
    "Call Kelly.”  
 
    "Hello?"  
 
    "Hey, it's me.”  
 
    "Stephen, where are you?"  
 
    "I'm back. Are you at the house?" 
 
    "Yeah, I haven't left for the office yet. I've got an appointment in about an hour.”  
 
    "Okay. That's enough time. I'll be home in about five minutes.”  
 
    "You want to tell me what was going on?" 
 
    "Not right now. We'll talk about it when I get home.” Luckily, I was only about three minutes from home, so I knew it wasn't going to be too long.  
 
      
 
    "All right.”  
 
    I walked in the door. "Hey, it's me" Kelly gave me a big kiss and one of those hugs that seem to stop time. Then I got "the look.” 
 
    "You want to tell me what's going on?" And I motioned outside. We walked out into the garden.  
 
    "Why are we talking outside?"  
 
    "Because the house is bugged along with phones and probably pretty much everything else.”  
 
    "What do you mean bugged? Why? How long?"  
 
    "Well remember that crazy story I told you? This is a lot bigger than just me. And those of us that were part of the experiment and came back have had a little help from a certain group that was part of the experiment. That's why I have the business that I have now. And since I caused a ripple in time, they'd been keeping an eye on me just to make sure nothing weird happened, which is what happened the other day.”  
 
      
 
    "These people are I think my friends, but I suspect they're also dangerous.  I just want to make sure that you and the kids stay safe.”  
 
    "So, what happens now?"  
 
    "Well, apparently I have to help them undo some of this. It shouldn't be dangerous and I'm not too worried about it, but I'm going to have to go to the city. I'm going to meet with those Genentech guys again. This group has a plan for not necessarily erasing my genetic past, but rather altering it so that it seems normal. We just need to pretend things are normal. I do not doubt that these people have more money than they know what to do with.  
 
    "Well, I'm pretty sure they know what to do with their money. They have essentially unlimited resources and are capable of just about anything. Don't assume anything.” "So, what should I tell the kids?" 
 
    "Well, I would tell the same thing that I told Shirley because I know she's got a big mouth anyway. I told her that when I was, I was in the military with some projects involving national security. Occasionally they need to involve me in some activities and that's why the two men showed up.”  
 
    "So, she thinks you're a spy.”  
 
    "Yeah, basically.”  
 
      
 
    "I suppose being a 50-year-old liar is better than being 100-year-old time traveler.”  
 
    "You do have a point there.”  
 
    "Okay.”  
 
    "Well, let's keep up the ruse and tell the kids that I'm back. I do have to probably go to New York City sometime this week. There are some things we have to set up and we will go from there.”  
 
    "All right.”  
 
    "Love you.”  
 
    "Glad you're back.”  
 
    "Glad you're safe.”  
 
      
 
    Kelly headed off to work. I hopped in the shower and got cleaned up and got dressed and headed back to the office for my weekly meeting with staff. We went over everything as if nothing had happened. I said I had to go out of town for a couple of days unexpectedly and all was well. Nobody said anything. The Rochester project and the Connecticut project were both moving forward. We had a lot of work ahead of us. There were a couple of appointments I had coming up in the city, so I might be out of the office for a little bit. But, otherwise, everything was moving smoothly.  
 
      
 
    So, meeting adjourned. I headed back to my office and Shirley goes, "Right - meetings and more spy stuff.”  
 
    "I said Shirley we can't talk about this. All right?"  
 
    "Yes, boss.”  
 
    "Okay.”  
 
    I shut my door and picked up one of the business cards from the Genentech guys that had been here a few days earlier and I called him. 
 
    "Hi this is Mister Tyler" 
 
    "Oh yes, sir. Did you change your mind?"  
 
    "No, actually I need to talk to you a little bit more about my results and I probably need to do it in person. Is there a time we can meet this week?" 
 
    "Oh yes. How does 10 o'clock on Thursday sound?" 
 
    "Perfect. I will be there, and we'll talk then.”  
 
      
 
    No sooner did I hang up the phone but my cell phone rings. I grabbed the phone. Unknown caller.  
 
    "Hello.”  
 
    "That was perfect.”  
 
    "What was perfect?" 
 
    "Your call to Genentech."  
 
    "Henry?" 
 
    "Yeah, of course this is Henry. Who the hell did you think it was?" 
 
    "You listen to my office phone calls too.”  
 
    "Of course. We listen to everything.”  
 
    "Is that even legal?" 
 
    "Probably not, but we don't follow U.S. laws or any laws for that matter. You've got the USB drive and the instructions, and I think that's all you need. You should be in good shape.”  
 
    "All right.”  
 
    What about the distraction?" 
 
    "Oh, you'll know, it'll be fine. See you Thursday.”  
 
    "Wait, what?"  
 
    I hate being the only one at the table that doesn't know the game. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



Chapter 18 - Headed Uptown 
 
      
 
    I probably could have walked to the local train station, but Stephanie wanted access to the car, so she dropped me off. I got on the train and headed to New York City. I was dreading whatever was going to happen. I didn't know what was going to happen in the lobby. I noticed the janitor that looked vaguely familiar as I was looking around wondering when Henry was going to show up. I checked in with security and they directed me to the elevator and sent me upstairs to the 22nd floor. The secretary said, "Oh, hello, Mr. Tyler.  The president and vice president will be with you in a couple of minutes. Can I get you some water? a muffin or something?"  
 
    "No, I'm good. Actually, some water would be probably good."  
 
    "Sure, no problem.”  
 
      
 
    So Tweedle Dumb and Tweedle Dee showed up. I didn't even get their names this time.  
 
    "Glad you came in. This is very exciting for us.  Dave couldn't join us this morning, but he briefed us on your situation.  Would you like to have the tour now?" 
 
    " No that’s not necessary. Can we talk in the president's office?" 
 
    We stepped in and closed the door. 
 
    “I probably should explain my situation. I have a rare genetic anomaly that I discovered several years ago. I know what it looks like in your system. It's something that we've wanted to keep private just because it would probably attract media attention because it looks like something impossible.”  
 
      
 
    "Well, as far as I know, it's a mistake in how the genome is sequenced, but I don't know any more than that.”  
 
    About that time the vice president Tweedle Dee's cell phone went off. "Hello?"  
 
    "Yes. This is your son's school.” 
 
    "What happened?"  
 
    "He got hit by a car.”  
 
    "Is he all right? Oh, thank God.”  
 
    “Just a few scratches. All right."  
 
    "I'm sorry I have to leave. You probably just heard what happened. But my son was hit in the parking lot by a car that sped away.  It was great meeting you. I'm sorry we couldn't help you publicize your results, but I understand completely that you don't want the media attention. As the VP hastily left the president's office, a girl with a cart of pastries walked in. I recognized Kennedy immediately but did not say anything.  
 
    The President goes, "Oh, you're not my usual pastry person.”  
 
    "No, I'm just here for the day filling in. I understand you like blueberry muffins.”  
 
    "Oh yes, of course.”  
 
    She handed the president of Blueberry Muffin and said, "Anything for you sir?" 
 
    "No, I'm fine. Thank you very much.”  
 
      
 
    "Are you sure we can't convince you to let us publicize your information? It would help us as a company to publicize something like this. He took a bite of his muffin and sat back.” I said, "I'm not one much for fanfare. I had a parade when I returned from Iraq and I think that's enough fanfare for me.”  
 
    The president started to say, "I under…" and got a funny look on his face and I said, "Are you okay?" And he says, "I don't, I don't think so. I'll be right back.”  
 
      
 
    As he ran at a sprint, probably to the nearest restroom, I knew that was my cue. I moved to his computer, which luckily it was on and not password protected at the moment. I inserted the thumb drive. Thankfully they had no lockdowns on this. Kennedy stuck her head in and says, "you've got five minutes tops and I'm here if you need me.” The program loaded a countdown timer and started doing whatever it was going to do. I don't know all the details, but I could tell that it was working in the background. I pretended to be looking out the window as I was glancing back at the computer timer as it counted down from five minutes.  
 
      
 
    At about the three-minute mark, the president showed up back to the office. "Wow. I don't know what that was.  I must've eaten something. I'm not feeling good.” But the thumb drive was still stuck in the backside of his computer. Luckily, he didn't see it because it was blocked by a picture of his wife and kid.  
 
      
 
    "Are you sure there's not anything we can do to convince you? I mean, this is pretty big for us. Ut oh, I'll be right back.” He ran for the door again.  I had two minutes left as I watched the countdown timer wind down. As it hit zero a picture of a toaster popped up and toast popped out. All done.” I'm thinking this has got to be Henry's sense of humor.  
 
      
 
    When he came back again for the second time, he says, "I'm sorry, I'm just not feeling well today, but I thank you for coming in. I appreciate you sharing your information with us and I wish you and your family well. Good luck.” As I headed towards the elevator, I ran into Kennedy.  
 
    "It should be fine. Their tape drive will fail later today. So, any of the backups they had of the original data, for the past week should be destroyed.” As I got in the elevator she said, "That's it. You did a great job with phase one",  
 
    "Phase one?" I said, as the door's closed. 
 
   
  
 



Chapter 19 - The Ride Home 
 
      
 
     I felt pretty good, although I felt bad for the vice president whose son got hit and the president who was probably still in the bathroom, I thought things were over. Then I got a call from Henry, "Hey, great job in there. The backups just failed. They're working on putting things back together. Everything seems to be on track. And you may see a little article in the paper. We helped with a little back story for you just in case. So, there's a BBC article about, some genetic changes that took place in Great Britain around 2450 BCE, which is about the time that you were there." 
 
    "So, this is all real. Did I cause that?" 
 
    "Probably! You may have also decimated the local population, thanks to some viruses that you may have carried back with you.  But it's all part of history now as so don't worry too much about it. And if you are worried about the girl, there's like a 90% chance she survived because your child lived long enough to have children as well. That wouldn't have happened if mom wasn't around for the first few years." 
 
    I guess that made me feel better about possibly wiping out an indigenous culture.  
 
      
 
    "And, there's a plus that you've got a story in the paper. So, if this thing comes up again, anyone researching it would find a group of nomads from the Anatolian Plateau entered the British Isles around 2450 BCE and dismiss that the DNA change was attributed to you"  
 
    "And you just happen to have this lying around?"  
 
    "Well, we do have a variety of things available for emergencies. And when you first came to our attention, we did some research around the timeframe just so we know what the impact was of your arrival and subsequent departure might've been on the local population.”  
 
      
 
    "You can't feel too bad about it. It has happened many times before with Columbus and others. I don't even think that many people were affected. There may have been other things going on at the same time, so it may just be a coincidence.  The DNA part is real, but I think we have that covered at this point. At least you don't have to pay child support." 
 
    "Does this mean I get my life back and everything goes back to normal?"  
 
    "Well, it's not quite that easy to put the shit back in the horse. We may have solved one problem, but we still have the government to contend with. They are missing a car and two agents. They also still have some information on you that they're likely to want to explore further. I'd be prepared for visitors in the next few days.” 
 
   
  
 



Chapter 20 - The Driving Test  
 
      
 
    I'm on my way home and I called Kelly. "Hey, I finished with the meeting in the city. I think it went well. I’m hoping that part of the problem is taken care of.”  
 
    "Good. Well, you've got one more problem you have to take care of today.”  
 
    "What's that?"  
 
    "Your daughter's driving test.”  
 
    "Oh crap. I totally forgot about that. What time is it?"  
 
    "Well, you've got about an hour and a half to get here and get to the house. I've got a patient this afternoon so I can't do it.”  
 
    "That's all right. I will be there, and I'll see you soon. Wish me luck.”  
 
    "Yep. Let me go. Bye.”  
 
    I get to the train station. It's about a five-minute walk to the house. When I get there, my loving daughter greets me at the door.  
 
    "Dad, there's a problem with the Prius.”  
 
    "What do you mean there's a problem with the Prius.”  
 
      
 
    I looked and noticed that the front tire was flat. Unfortunately for me, there wasn't enough time to change the tire to get her to the driving test. I wasn't in the mood anyway, so I was just about to suggest days to reschedule when Stephanie jumps in. "Well, we do have an alternative.” She pointed at the covered 1969 Camaro. I cringed. I can't believe I'm about to let my 16-year-old take a driving test in a vintage Camaro.  
 
      
 
    I took off the cover. Stephanie got in grinning from ear to ear. She already had the keys in her hands so I suspect that she may have been responsible for the flat tire. Oh well – she got me. She had only driven it a couple of time (that I know of).  Since it was a standard transmission, I was a little concerned. Most kids have no idea what to do with a shifter and an extra foot pedal. Michael tried it once and got out after he ground the gears. 
 
      
 
    We made it out of the driveway and down the street before she stalled it.  
 
    “Are you sure you don't want to postpone?”  
 
    ”Dad I got this.”  
 
    "OK" 
 
    She started it again, popped the clutch and we were off. I was glad this thing had seat belts. I made sure she stayed well under the speed limit as we drove to the DMV and she did fine with the standard. We got there and checked in. The written test was first, so I got comfortable. I love my daughter, but this was the part that worried me. 
 
      
 
    Thirty minutes later she comes up looking distraught. I felt bad but was a little relieved at the same time. Then the grin set in. “I passed!” My daughter will never make it as a poker player. "All right, now we need to wait for the driving portion of the test.” After about 20 minutes Mr. Schimmel (with a lisp) emerged with a clipboard in hand. He was an older gentleman, balding, glasses, white shirt, black tie, pocket protector, and a comb-over. You get the picture. He couldn't get any more stereotypical.  
 
    "I will be conducting the driving portion of your driving test. Sir, you don't need to come along - just your daughter.”  
 
    “I'm sorry, but I'm not letting her drive a vintage Camaro for a driving test without me in the car.” 
 
    ”That's fine. Please be quiet throughout the test. I do not need a backseat driver.”  
 
    “That's okay. I'll just try to take a nap.”  
 
    ”That's fine sir.”  
 
      
 
    So, we get in the car and things are going as you would expect for the first 10 minutes or so. And then my daughter says the words that just made me cringe.  
 
    ”Dad, I think we're being followed.”  
 
    Mr. Schimmel says, ”ten and two - both eyes on the road.” "You're not being followed." 
 
    Another mile down the road. "Dad, the black SUV, two cars back has been following us for almost 10 minutes.” After about a quarter-mile another black SUV pulled out at the side street directly behind us. "Dad, there's two of them now.”  
 
    Mr. Schimmel says, "you know, I think they are following us.”  
 
    "Okay. No need to panic yet." 
 
      
 
    The car that pulled out behind us started to move up closer and tailgate. The one that had previously been two cars back now moved up alongside.  
 
    I said, "Mr. Schimmel, do you think we're being followed now?" 
 
    "It sure looks that way.”  
 
    "I said, is it okay if we try to lose them?"  
 
    "I think that might be a good idea.”  
 
    With the driving instructor's blessing, Stephanie hit it. I was actually a little proud of my daughter downshifted in my classic 69 Camaro and ramped it up to about 80. 
 
      
 
    My phone rang. It was Henry. "It looks like you're having a little bit of trouble there.”  
 
    "Are you monitoring everything?"  
 
    "Not everything – just most things" 
 
    "So, what do I do?" 
 
    "Well, sooner or later you're going to have to talk to these guys and we've created enough of a paper trail that I don't think they have anything to go on. Take a right up here. We're going to make it look convincing at least.” "Steph, take a right up here.”  
 
    We pulled off the highway and onto a side street.  No more than 500 feet down the road was a black SUV parked crossing the road.  
 
    "Henry, what am I supposed to do?"  
 
    "Just act like you didn't know this was going to happen.”  
 
    "It didn't know this was going to happen.”  
 
    "Good. You'll crush it.”  
 
    "Just what exactly am I supposed to do?"  
 
    "They just want you. They don't care about your daughter. You both should be okay.”  
 
    "Mr. Schimmel, if I get out here and you go back to the DMV with my daughter, will she get her license?  And I will get you a clean pair of pants.”  
 
    "We don't usually cover escape and evasion in the driving test, but I think she's good.”  
 
    Stephanie cracked a smile.  For a moment the thought of what might await me in the black SUV left her.   
 
    "All right. Thanks.”  
 
    "Steph – this will be ok. Tell mom what happened but don't tell anyone else. This is a national security matter." 
 
    "OK, Dad." 
 
    "Mr. Schimmel, can we keep this between us." 
 
    "Sure - No one would believe it anyway."  
 
    "Thanks. Welcome to my life"  
 
      
 
    I stepped out of the car and walked over to the SUV. Thing 1 and thing 2 got out of the car.  
 
    "I take it you guys want to meet?" 
 
    “Yes, sir. Come with us.” 
 
    "This is getting old. I want my daughter out of here." 
 
    I waved to Stephanie like everything was fine and I opened the back door of the SUV. I could see that my new friends had guns but I was glad they were at least discreet, so my daughter didn't see them. She drove away and I got in.  
 
   


  
 

  Chapter 21 - More Sunglasses 
 
      
 
    As we pulled away, it finally registered with me that not once did my daughter cry or panic. She was a badass! This probably would have gone down differently if she hadn't let the air out of the tire on the Prius. It continues to amaze me how cause and effect play themselves out. 
 
      
 
    I didn't always connect with Stephanie the way I would like. Weirdly, this was one of those bonding moments. Things were so much easier with her when she was 8 or 9. She played soccer, drew lots of pictures and thought squirrels were the coolest animal on the planet. Reality changed when she hit puberty. I was lost. I'm often reminded of one comedian's routine talking about his teenage daughter being at that awkward age between 13 and 35.  
 
      
 
    I figured by this time, she should be posing for her DMV close-up and texting her friends. I imagine Mr. Schimmel is rummaging through his desk for that flask he keeps for certain occasions. I wonder what size pants I will need to get him.  
 
      
 
    Swerving to miss a pothole jolted me back to reality. "My daughter drives better than you," I said.  I couldn't resist but it didn't even get a reaction. I think these guys had to turn in their personalities when they joined whatever agency they work for. I don't even think they knew why they were picking me up. They were the delivery men. It was obvious that they were told to bring me in unscathed. They didn't want me to disappear, they wanted something from me. 
 
      
 
    My new sunglass-wearing friends didn't say too much during the ride. We ended up at a nondescript office building. We entered through the garage and pulled up in front of a freight elevator.  
 
    "Let's go Mr. Tyler" 
 
    As they opened my door, they each took positions around me like they would stop me if I tried to run. I just wanted this to be over with. I even pressed the elevator button myself. Sunglass man number 1 swiped a passkey and the doors shut. I noticed he didn't push a floor button. "What floor are we going to"? No answer. It occurred to me that they didn't try to take my cell phone, so this probably was not going to be too painful. 
 
      
 
    When the doors opened, I was greeted with the minimalist décor I encountered when I first came back to the 20th century. Naturally, they escorted me to one of those white, smooth-walled rooms with no windows that I remember so well. The one gentleman says, "Have a seat" and then leaves. Then another gentleman comes in. "Hello. My Name is agent Smith.”  
 
    "How many of you are there?" I asked.   
 
    "Yes, about that. You wouldn't happen to know what happened to the other agents that visited you, Mr. Tyler?" 
 
    "No, I have absolutely no idea.”  
 
    "Tell us what you do know" 
 
    "They came to my office. They talked about my DNA test and they left. That's pretty much the last I saw of them.”  
 
    "We still have some more questions about your DNA test.”  
 
    "I don't believe this is even supposed to be public information.”  
 
    "Well, now it doesn't seem to be any information at all. How do you explain that? You go to a meeting with the company that did the test and then within 24 hours, their database backups fail and suddenly your profile looks normal. How do you explain that?"  
 
    "So, what exactly do you think I did? Do you think I just walked in there, got access to their computers, loaded a virus, wiped out their backups and then changed my results somehow?" It was hard to do with a straight face. I probably should have won an Oscar for that part. The puzzled look on the agent's face was priceless. I kept going because I was on a roll.  
 
      
 
    "Is that what you think happened?" 
 
    "Something like that."  
 
    "I didn't even finish college. I have problems using computers. What's wrong with you people? If you payed this close attention to me and you don't know this, I don't get it. And what kind of idiots start chasing a child taking a driving test? You put my daughter at risk. If you want to come after me, come face to face. But you put my kid at risk.”  I saw the glimpse of a tear in his eye. Maybe. 
 
      
 
    "Sorry about that. It seemed necessary at the time.” "What is so damn important that you have to keep doing this to me? You showed up at my office uninvited. You freaked out my secretary and now you scared the shit out of my daughter.”  Well, not really but I had to push it. 
 
      
 
    "We ran your picture through facial recognition. Do you want to know what we found?"  
 
    "A picture of me with bigfoot?” I said. 
 
    "Yeah. Funny. No, but close. Take a look at this.”  
 
    "What am I looking at?"  
 
    "This is a picture from the 1940s of the crew of the USS Eldridge and that looks like you in the corner. It was a 99% probability match."  
 
    "Yeah, I've seen pictures of Nicholas Cage in a civil war uniform. There  all sorts of fake shit on the Internet. They say that everyone has a doppelganger. Somebody that looks exactly like themselves somewhere on earth right now. What are the chances that somebody looked like me 50 years ago?"  
 
    "Have you ever heard of the Philadelphia Experiment?" 
 
    "Yeah, it was a movie with Kirk Douglas about a ship that went back in time.”  
 
    "Well actually it's a legend about the USS Eldridge" 
 
    "Okay. Yeah, I've heard that too. And I know it was debunked by a group of crew members who had reunion around 1980. All of them laughed off the idea that the ship vanished. I watch a lot of the History Channel.  So, are you guys with the X files or something? I loved that show." 
 
    "No" Agent Smith said.  
 
      
 
    He wasn't doing much talking so I figured I would keep my speech going. "I try to lead a pretty normal life. I served in the military and got blown up. I came home and took over the family business. I help protect the environment. I drive a Prius. I have two wonderful kids and a beautiful wife who is a doctor."  
 
    "We know"  
 
    "And if there's one scratch on the Camaro, you guys are going to pay for it.” 
 
    "Your car and your daughter both got home without an incident." 
 
    "Good. Well, that's about as exciting as my life gets. I'm sorry! So how much longer are we going to play 20 questions, or do I need a lawyer?" 
 
    "No, you don't need a lawyer" 
 
    "Good. Because I don't know any" 
 
    "Well you are safe, but you might want to try and help us ensure the safety of your family.”  
 
    "Why should my family not be safe? I've been a soldier and I can do it again if I have to.”  
 
      
 
    Smith closed the folder in front of him. "One more question before I let you go, and I have agent Jones drive you home.”  
 
    "Oh, you've got more of those too.” I said. 
 
    "Have you ever heard of Project Icarus?"  
 
    "Nope. What's that?"  
 
    "That'll be all. Thank you for your time. I'm sorry we scared your daughter. We'll be in touch.”  
 
    "Why do you need to be in touch? I have nothing else to say.”  
 
    "I think you do, but we'll leave it at that for today.”  
 
      
 
    I hate these games, but at least they were reasonably polite about the whole thing. I left the office with the second agent Jones. What I thought it was going to be a nice ride home was a short ride to the nearest train station.  
 
    "Really? You're going to dump me here?" 
 
    "Have a nice day sir." 
 
    I barely was out of the car when he sped away. I called Kelly. "Hey, it's me. Is Stephanie Okay" 
 
    "Yes, she is fine. Just complaining about her hair in her DMV photo. She kind of told me about what happened." 
 
      
 
    "I had another run-in with some agents from a three-letter government agency. They just dumped me at the train station, so I'll be home in about an hour.”  
 
      
 
    "Good because we need to get an early start tomorrow for Michael's orientation." 
 
      
 
    I hung up and thought CRAP, I wasn't ready for this. How did we manage to schedule a driving test and college orientation in the same week?   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



Chapter 22 - Return to Princeton  
 
      
 
    The next morning came too quickly. My son was already to have a look around and my daughter's like, "I'm going too.” 
 
    "This isn't about you Steph!" 
 
    "Yeah, but I've got to check out the party scene."  
 
    "You're 16 years old.”  
 
    "Yes, but I will be 17 by the time he gets there, and I want to know what the parties are going to be like."  
 
    My son piped in, "I'm not going there to party. It's an elite school. I'm there to learn electrical engineering. I'm not going to have time to go to parties.”  
 
    "Well, if you won't then I will when I come to visit you.”  
 
      
 
    I don't know how I could have gotten two more different children. My, my son was always the studious one. Grades were everything to him since the time he was about seven years old and started playing with electronic parts in the office. He knew he wanted to be an electrical engineer and his grades have gone on to prove it. He was a national merit finalist and won all sorts of awards. He had a four-point something, but it didn't quite make the Valedictorian cut. Salutatorian would have to do. 
 
      
 
    Still, he had done some interesting internship work and has a patent on a small electrical component that we use in the office. He gets a few royalties for that. It was kind of a unique thing for a high school student so Princeton thought he would be a good fit. I always loved being there. I hadn't gone back since the forties, so I wasn't sure what to expect. Unlike my daughter who had some very specific expectations. 
 
      
 
    I love my daughter to death, but since the time she was eight years old, I knew I was in trouble. My daughter is the type of daughter that fathers worry about. She's beautiful, cocky, and has an attitude.  Then there's her mouth which completes the package. Normally I complain about her lead foot driving, but not this week. Yesterday I was grateful for it. She's also unpredictable and as a parent, I worry. Even though she's only 16, she dresses and looks like she's about 20. It's kind of a recipe for bad things. The last thing I want is her hanging out at college parties, but I know it's probably going to happen sooner or later. I've just got to get her to be a little bit more conservative with her wardrobe.  
 
      
 
    We arrived at Princeton about 20 minutes before the tour was supposed to start.  I tried to play off as if I'd never been there before.  I knew my way around like the back of my hand. I didn't know who the president of Princeton was, but I sure did like this presidential scholarship my son was getting. It certainly put a large dent in the bill of the school. I don't remember it being nearly this expensive the last time I was here. I can only imagine what it would cost now if Albert Einstein was still here. 
 
      
 
    They broke us up into groups by major and we took the tour. It was interesting when he got to the building where I used to work with Einstein.  The building used to be kind of dark, dank and industrial looking. Now it was modern, high tech and very cool. I wasn't paying attention to the tour. Then I hear the tour guide say, "And this is the office where Albert Einstein spent his time at Princeton.”  
 
    I couldn't help myself. "I thought his office was across the hall.”  
 
    "No, it was here.”  
 
    Kelly whacked me.  There had been a small fire in his original office. I think I already covered my involvement in this incident. So yeah, he ended up moving across the hall. My son says, "How would you know where Albert Einstein's office was. You've never been to Princeton before?" Thank God for the History Channel. I said, "I saw a biography on him" and that was good enough. We were looking around and there were a lot of old pictures. There were several pictures of Einstein. Then I saw the picture I was in but somehow, I was cut out of it. That's not the way I remember it. You could only see part of my face and my arm. It wasn't enough to tell that it was me. That was probably a good thing.  
 
      
 
    We met a couple of professors, although one of them looked strangely familiar. I wouldn't know until later what that was. We got in the car and my daughter says, "Can I drive?" I said, "After yesterday?"  
 
    "Yeah, that was nothing. GTA trains you for things like that.”  
 
    Not sure where she gets the nerves of steel from. I'm guessing my wife. You know she's got the steady hand of a doctor. I was never quite that cool under pressure.  
 
      
 
    We headed home and stopped at DQ for blizzards. Perhaps one of the greatest inventions of the 20th century. What can I say, I'm addicted.  We had some laughs and didn't see any unmarked black SUVs along the way. It was a relief. But I was walking on eggshells. I knew that it wasn't over. It was just a matter of time. 
 
      
 
   


  
 



Chapter 23 - Why Me?  
 
      
 
    My cell phone rang. "Hello.”  
 
    "Hey, it's Henry. How's it going? How'd you enjoy Princeton?" 
 
    "Are you guys watching me again?" 
 
    "Oh, I wouldn't say again, but yeah." 
 
     "My son enjoyed it.”  
 
    "I hope he's not too disappointed he didn't get into MIT.” "What do you mean?" 
 
    "Well, we had to make sure that he ended up at Princeton.” "I don't get it.”  
 
    "Yeah, we'll get to that. Did you have a nice trip down memory lane? How was it being back there?" 
 
    "It was a little strange. Things have changed a lot. But there were a few things that are still the same.”  
 
    "Well that's good" 
 
    "I thought I saw one of your guys while I was on the tour.” "Well, yeah, probably. We do have one professor there.”  
 
    "Douglas?" 
 
    "Ah, I see you've met Andrew. Your son's going to love his class by the way.”  
 
    "Did you say, Andrew Douglas?" 
 
    "Of course. I told you this was a small family business. Andrew Jr. is the third of four generations to work on the project." 
 
    “Four?" I said. 
 
    "You already met Kennedy" 
 
    "I guess I didn't get her last name" 
 
    "Maybe I left that out. Her great grandfather may or may not have been one of the first to jump. He was primarily the one who set up most of the finances early on. He brought his son into the project towards the end of the war, and he dragged all of us along with him. So now you know the highlights." 
 
    "So back to the MIT thing. Did my son get into MIT?" 
 
    “Technically yes. And don't worry; he will get in there again when he decides to do his graduate work. But yeah, for right now we needed him to be at Princeton for his undergraduate. Oh, and you're welcome for the scholarship by the way.” 
 
    I was a little insulted, "I think he probably earned it on his own." 
 
    "Yeah sure, but we wanted to sweeten the pot a little bit.” "You know, it's still an expensive school even with the scholarship.”  
 
    "Oh, don't worry. He's going to be getting another award shortly. And boy, that kid does deserve it. Let me tell you.”  
 
    "Okay. I suppose I should be grateful.  I don't know exactly how you're doing all this, but you seem to be able to do anything you want. So, what does this have to do with me? I don't understand the connection to Princeton and these guys that keep showing up in my life with the sunglasses.”  
 
      
 
    "Well, it has to do with you and Albert Einstein. You two spend quite a bit of time together, planning out the setup of Project Rainbow.”  
 
    "Yep. I was there quite a bit along with some of the other guys." 
 
    "Yeah, but you are the only one his assistant remembered. He got grilled extensively after Einstein died. Everyone wanted his papers. They never found them. Even the assistant said he didn't know where they were. After Project Rainbow, Einstein supposedly destroyed all his research. Within a few months people gave up looking for any notes.   
 
      
 
    When the assistant was on his death bed, he changed his story and said there were some secret files, but no one would find them. The Feds think that you might know where they are. The whole DNA test thing was just a reason for them to screw with your life. That's kind of how they found you. But they can't come out and say you are a time traveler. That would be crazy because time travel is impossible – right?"  
 
    "So, are you looking for these papers too?"  
 
    “Well, it would be nice to have them just for insurance purposes, but I don't think we need them. We were able to continue with the technology, whereas the government wasn't. And we've kind of been able to keep them from developing the technology up until recently. And that's where you came into the picture.”  
 
      
 
    "Let's see if I can fill in some of the blanks for you. Have you ever heard of Project Icarus?" 
 
    "Well, that's one of the things that the sunglasses guys asked me about.”  
 
    "Project Icarus was a reboot of a Project Rainbow, except they tried it on Apollo 18.”  
 
    "I don't think there was an Apollo 18.”  
 
    "That's what everybody thinks. It was a secret mission and didn't go as planned. They tried to open a time portal in space because they thought it might be safer. According to the classified project final report, they ended up losing two astronauts during the test. But don't worry; we grabbed them in the process. They work for us now.”  
 
      
 
    "For the first 10 years or so, we didn't do anything except building infrastructure and leverage the profits that we had gotten during the depression. There were a few familiar names in the Foundation leadership, but they did their best to stay out of the history books for their contributions. So, we won't go into that right now.”  
 
      
 
    "It has been about building the capabilities to continue Project Rainbow on our own. The main issue has always been power. That's why we have a nuclear generator in our basement thanks to NASA, but that wasn't possible in the 1950s. It's not your typical Three Mile Island or Chernobyl type reactor. We call it Rutger, after the Blade Runner guy. It's a radioisotope Thermoelectric Generator (RTG). We helped NASA build a few in the early 60s for satellites and then we sort of kept one of the spares. They are generally pretty safe, but I wouldn't stand too close to it for very long if you want to have any more kids.” 
 
      
 
    "In your case, it didn't take much more than a diesel generator to open the portal because of where we did it. The natural portals open and close on their own but other than the occasional Bermuda Triangle story, it doesn't usually impact anyone. If you go to Stonehenge today, there's a fence around it so people don't go walking through the middle of it. It's not just to protect the site if you know what I mean. Early on they also couldn't steer to a specific time or destination. That's where it gets expensive." 
 
    "I thought you said that when they did the first jump they planned for a specific date?" 
 
    "That was a little different. Doing a loopback as we call it, is the same place, but a different time. That is some risky shit because you can't have the same matter in the same place from different timelines. There's some speculation on the creation of black holes and other end of the world type scenarios. So, we try to be careful to not move too close in time or location at the same time. I could give you more detail, but I would need slides and a whiteboard." 
 
      
 
    "If you want to hit a specific date and location, we use about 500 megawatts for the duration of the portal opening. We've taken out parts of the U.S. power grid on a couple of occasions.”  
 
      
 
    "Even with Rutger, we couldn't generate enough power. It wasn't until the 1960s that we were able to start jumping again. You may have heard of the blackout from 1966. Yep. That was one of ours. We brought a couple of people back during that time.  They worked on the Apollo stuff. There were more investments in infrastructure and not much jumping for the next decade or so. Several of us came through in 1991.”  
 
      
 
    "Where did you end up going when you jumped?" I asked. Henry sort of went pale. It wasn't the reaction I was expecting.  He looked away and said, "Egypt about the same time as you.”  
 
    I tried to lighten up the mood a bit, "So you know who built the pyramids?" 
 
    "Not exactly" 
 
    Henry regained his composure. "No, they were old when I got there. I can tell you how they got to look the way they do now though." 
 
    "How's that?" 
 
    "Well, I ended up as a slave.” Henry paused for a minute and got quiet again. I sense that this was probably not as good of an experience as mine. He took another deep breath and said, "Charlie Olson and I ended up in the same place and we probably weren't there long. I never learned the language. We were part of the crew that dismantled the great pyramid.”  
 
      
 
    "What do you mean dismantled? That still looks like a pyramid.”  
 
    "Yes. But it had white casing stones on it when I showed up and there was a top to it.”  
 
    "Oh yeah. It does have kind of a flat top now.”  
 
    "Well before it had a metal top.”  
 
    "That's kind of cool.  So, is that the portal for that area?" 
 
    "No, the portal is a bit closer to the paws of the Sphinx from what I could tell. At least that's where I ended up getting picked up. I never got to see where I landed because I was unconscious for quite a while after. And by the time I woke up, Charlie and I were in a slave labor gang. At the time, we didn't even know that we came through near the Sphinx. We woke up in a camp. I think it was west of where the pyramids are now. It was pretty unceremonious and there wasn't any due process. There was nobody I could appeal to. It's just okay, you're a slave. And not knowing exactly where we were or when we were, even the idea of escaping was not practical.”  
 
      
 
    Henry seemed to get a little more comfortable talking about his ordeal. "The work wasn't horrible, and they fed us, so we just kind of went along with things. As far as I could tell, the pyramids were already old when I got there. You can't tell it as much now, but there was a giant crack up through the casing stones on the one side. It almost looked like there had been some sort of explosion within the pyramid. Whoever built it knew a lot more about construction than the group that I was working with. They just started haphazardly removing blocks from the bottom. This didn't always go so well. They had already ripped a path up one side of the pyramid. When I got there, they hadn't touched the side that had the crack in it. They kind of ignore it because many of the blocks were damaged. The pharaoh was using the blocks to build a new temple. They were actually in some kind of economic depression and he couldn't afford to have new stones quarried so he just ripped them off older buildings.”  
 
      
 
    "What about the top you mentioned?" 
 
      
 
    They ignored many of the cracked blocks on the one side because they were obsessed with getting to the top. It was supposed to be solid gold. The pharaoh thought this would be the end to his money troubles. When we got up there, we found it was gold plates over a wooden frame. It looked very impressive from the bottom. But once you started taking it apart, there wasn't much to it other than it had wires coming off the plates that went into the pyramid.”  
 
      
 
    "So, it was probably not what most people think it was. Sounds almost like some sort of a power plant.”  
 
      
 
    "Yeah, that's kind of what I was thinking too. Disconnecting the plates caused some sort of a time ripple and that's how my team was able to find me. When we disconnected the plates, the whole thing shook like a small earthquake. And because of how we had carved our way up from the bottom it just shook the whole thing. Blocks started tumbling off the side of the building. Luckily, I was partway down when things started shaking. Charlie, on the other hand, wasn't quite as lucky. As far as I can tell, he was crushed by one of the blocks. As I fell off the side, I happened to be running towards the Sphinx when it lit up like a Christmas tree. The next thing I hear "Hey, Henry, this way". Since that was the first English I'd heard in about two months, I just followed. Next thing I know I'm in Nebraska, finding out what MTV is and eating hot pockets. They're delicious, by the way.” 
 
      
 
    "Does everyone come back when there's a war going on?" 
 
      
 
    "No, but it helps. One of the nice things about wars is that you can take over an entire power plant in a country and nobody notices. Then you blow it up and everybody's happy. So, about that time, we started following Project Obelisk. This was a government program where they started to re-explore the whole time travel issue. They realized that if you were at certain sacred sites, you didn't need as much power to reactivate a portal. That was one of the main reasons for the Gulf War. Sadaam invading Kuwait created the conditions to give us access. 
 
      
 
    They knew that at least one site in Iraq was a possible time portal. They didn't know which one and they needed access to the entire country to test different location. The fact that you're here says they eventually figured it out. But based on the highly classified nature of the project and the fact that it was blown up with a missile strike, it set them back a little way.”  
 
      
 
    "So, basically time travel is your toy and you don't want any up anybody else playing with it.”  
 
    "Yeah, that's about right.”  
 
    "And if the Einstein papers do exist, it might give somebody a jumpstart in getting back into the game.”  
 
    "You know, I did notice something unusual when we were taking the tour.”  
 
    "Hey, did you see the picture of your arm next to Einstein?" 
 
    "How did you know that picture was of my arm?" 
 
    "I'm probably the only one who knows that. Isn't Photoshop wonderful? So yeah. When we started watching you a few years ago, we made the connection to you and Einstein in Princeton. We happened to find your picture with him, hanging prominently on the wall, outside of Einstein's office. We removed it for a little bit of editing overnight. And now it's just your arm in the picture. You're welcome, by the way. If you want a copy of the original, I'd love to share it with you.”  
 
    "Okay. But it's not outside of Einstein's office. He was actually down the hall. We had a little fire in his office, and he had to move. I never was in his office after that.”  
 
      
 
    "I guess we've got to get you back in there and do a little poking around.”  
 
    "So, when am I supposed to do this?" 
 
    "Well, you have to move your son in, don't you? I think we can wait a couple of months.  Enjoy graduation. Spend some time at the lake. Maybe even sign your daughter up for the NASCAR circuit."  
 
    “Very funny.”  
 
    "We'll be in touch in a little bit. I'd say see you in September (because I love that song), but it's going to be August. Hopefully, we can do a little exploring then.” “Right.”  
 
    I didn't want to tell him that I was pretty sure I knew where the documents might be. I didn't know if they were still there, but I at least knew where Einstein kept his stuff. Now I had to sit on it for the entire summer. 
 
   
  
 



Chapter 24 – Summer Fun 
 
      
 
    Over the next couple of months, I laid low, kept my eye out for guys wearing sunglasses and tried to live a normal life. Michael graduated from high school and that magical scholarship from Princeton came in right on schedule. It made the prospects of the next four years much more affordable. Now I just need to figure out what my daughter is going to do.  
 
      
 
    Both kids got summer jobs in Lake George. I knew we would be spending a lot more time there, so we let them live up there by themselves during the week. Kelly and I both went to summer hours. We worked Monday through Thursday and then headed north. We took our chances during the week, but we didn't want the kids having wild parties over the weekend at the lake house. I knew I didn't need to worry about Michael, but if Stephanie did something, he would just ignore it and go read a book. Not exactly a roadblock but kind of a wet blanket. Besides, I knew the house was bugged and Henry would let me know if anything happened. 
 
      
 
    We had a couple of new commercial projects come in, so I knew that was going to be taking up some of my time. I still made it a point to spend time with the family given everything that had happened. This was my last summer before college for Michael. And who knows what was going to happen with Stephanie.  We started looking at colleges while we were at the lake. Unfortunately, other than a geographic circle that we came up with, she liked anything with a football team.  
 
      
 
    I spent a lot of time kayaking and we did some of the usual fun stuff. I still like to go over the revolutionary warships in the lake and get a closer look. We'd watch the fireworks Thursday nights when we got up there. It was almost a welcome celebration depending on what time we left work.  Between the rodeo and music in the park, this always feels like home. We had thought of selling our house and moving here full time, but it just wasn't practical unless we won the lottery.   
 
      
 
    Kelly read a book or 12 while we were there. The kids worked at night, slept during the day and just seemed to enjoy themselves. 
 
      
 
    Pretty soon the weekly fireworks at the lake were coming to an end. It was time to pack up my son and head to Princeton. And I knew that I was going to be thrust back into the drama that I had left a couple of months ago. We didn't talk about the events of the last couple of months while we were at the lake. We'd wanted to forget about it and put it behind us. But I think even Kelly knew that something was still looming. We waited until the last possible minute to pack up the house and close things up. We wouldn't be shutting it up for the season yet. We would still be coming up for the balloon festival and a few other things during the year.  
 
      
 
    Otherwise, we were headed back to town and back to our regular lives. No sooner did I get home then my cell phone rings.  
 
    "Hello" 
 
    "Hey, how you doing?"  
 
    It was Henry. "Did you try the prime rib at George's this week? Absolutely fantastic." 
 
    "Were you there spying on us again" 
 
    "I wouldn't call it spying. Just keeping you safe. That's all it is.”  
 
    "I suppose if I don't know you're there, it's not as bad" 
 
    "Just think of us as kind of an insurance policy.”  
 
    "So, assuming everything is still there, what exactly am I looking for?"  
 
    "You're looking for something called the Corrective Action Plan for Project Rainbow. It should be dated sometime after 1947.”  
 
    "And you know this because…" 
 
    "Well we have the corrective action plan from 1946 and it involves scrapping the project. But this was written before the jump in the Bahamas. The assumption is that he came up with a fix that would help control the experiment in the future.”  
 
      
 
    The good news was I knew where to look. The bad news was I didn't know if it would still be there after 70 years. I was already nervous about sending my kid off to school. Having to do this at the same time just made it worse. Henry decided to be reassuring, "Don't worry, he'll be fine. He's in good hands. By the time your daughter goes to Boston College in two years, you'll be a pro at this" 
 
    "How do you know Stephanie is going to go to Boston College in two years. She hasn't even applied to schools yet.”  
 
    "Let's just call it a hunch for now. But I would tell you to have her start working on the scholarship applications now. You never know what you might end up with.”  
 
    "What about our friends in sunglasses? I suspect they will be waiting for me at Princeton.”  
 
    "Well, they can't out you as a time traveler. That would be a disaster. All they want are the notes and we just have to make sure that they don't get them. So, it's going to be interesting.”  
 
    "Won't the office be locked? How am I going to get in?" 
 
    "Don't worry about that. We will provide you with a little help.”  
 
      
 
    "So roughly an hour into moving in, you're going to get a visit from campus police. They're going to tell you that you need to move your car. You're going to move your car to Einstein's building; You've got a parking spot set up for you, so it won't take very long. But during that time, you're going to hopefully do a little B and E." 
 
    "I'm not breaking into anywhere. How's that going to work?" 
 
    “No, actually we shouldn't call it that. We'll let you in. Nobody is going to be breaking in.”  
 
    "Do I need to wear gloves or anything? Are there security cameras I need to worry about?"  
 
    "There's going to be a bunch of tours going on at that time, and we'll make sure that the cameras are off. You will probably have the sunglasses guys there are at some point. Sound easy enough.”  
 
    "I guess. I just want my life back, even if it's not the one I started with." 
 
    "Okay. I guess that about covers it. So, see you at Princeton tomorrow.”  
 
    "Wait, you're going to be there?" 
 
    "Not really, more a figure of speech. Try to enjoy yourself." 
 
    What could go wrong? 
 
   


  
 



Chapter 25 - Back to Princeton 
 
      
 
    I'm not sure if we did more sorting or packing. Marie Kondo would have been proud. Eventually, the car was loaded, and we were ready for the big day tomorrow. "Everybody get a good night's sleep.” Kelly and I headed up to bed. She's getting ready and I'm thinking, do I tell her what I’m doing? She lies down and says, “Our baby is getting ready to go off to school.”  
 
    “Yeah, about that….”  
 
    “What,” she says.  
 
    “Remember all that craziness happened earlier in the year? Yeah. Well, part of it has to do with Princeton.”  
 
    “Okay.”  
 
    “There's something there that I knew about in my previous life and if I can find it, we should all be safe. If not, this craziness is likely to continue.”  
 
    “So, what do you think is going to happen?” 
 
    "I don't know. I just know that I'm going to have to leave you for a little while with the unpacking. If all goes well, I'll be back, and we go home and all will be well.”  
 
    "This is scaring me." 
 
    "It scares me too. The good news is that if all goes well, it'll be all over tomorrow and we can go back to having a normal life.”  
 
    "Sounds good to me. Love You." 
 
    "Love you too." 
 
      
 
    6:00 AM came a little too quickly. Kelly and I bounced up, got ready and headed for the kids' rooms. I could have used a bucket of water to wake them. Those two were still in summer mode. "Come on, get up," I yelled.  40 minutes and a dozen blueberry pancakes later, my daughter was still in the bathroom putting on makeup. "This isn't about you, Stephanie; this is for your brother.” "But I'm going to be meeting all of his friends. His new hot friends"  
 
      
 
    Dear God, when did my little girl turn into this? 
 
    On the opposite end of the spectrum, my son was sitting there eating pancakes telling me, "You know, they have a particle accelerator that we can use as a freshman.” My children had very different views of the college experience. My son had been face-timing or whatever they do, with his roommate Ritesh for about the last month. Ritesh was as excited about the particle accelerator as Michael was. These two were going to be a matching set. Another 15 minutes goes by. My daughter finally makes an appearance. She is wearing a crop top and some of the shortest shorts I've ever seen. Thankfully Kelly's stepped in.  
 
    "Back upstairs young lady and put something else on."  
 
    "Thank you" I said. 
 
    Meanwhile, I'm wondering where did she get these clothes in the first place. Another 15 minutes and she came downstairs looking a little bit more modest or at least less distracting for the male population she's about to be meeting. This was almost two hours of my life that I wasn't going to be getting back. We had planned to leave by eight. Now it's looking like we were closer to nine given any last-minute things we needed to do.  
 
      
 
    "Oh, we still should make it to Princeton by 10 o'clock.” My son wasn't freaking out too badly. We headed out to the car. Stephanie says, "Can I drive?"  
 
    “No, I'm driving.”  
 
    “So, Dad, are you ready for this?” she added.  
 
    “I'm ready as I'll ever be.” 
 
    “Lock and load”  
 
    “I don't have a gun.” Although I was starting to think that might be a good idea. 
 
    “It's a metaphor, Dad.” 
 
    Kelly was already back to sleep before I was even out of the driveway. Once the earbuds went in, the kids were silent. Normally I like a quiet ride, but I think it made things go slower this time. I was playing different scenarios through my head. None of them ended well. 
 
      
 
    It didn't take as long as I was expecting. I guess I was stalling when I got into Princeton. I plugged 112 Mercer Avenue into the GPS. Everyone ignored the turn by turn directions until the English-speaking voice said: "you have arrived at your destination.” Everyone looked up expecting to see the front gate of Princeton but instead, we were down the street a bit in front of a white house with black shutters and a four posted porch. The hanging flowers were a nice touch. The last time I had seen the house there were some rocking chairs on the porch, but that was a couple of lifetimes ago. This was Albert Einstein's house. 
 
      
 
    I was only there once for a small dinner party in 1945. I wasn't exactly the same caliber as the other guests, but Einstein invited the team at the last minute after we got the test system operational in his lab. We didn't need to be back to Norfolk until the next day so some of the guys and I went to dinner.  
 
      
 
    We were underdressed but Einstein welcomed us as if we were in tuxedoes. Still, between the Navy brass and some of the Princeton elite, I think we spent more time talking to Einstein's housekeeper. She was a rather sturdy woman, but she kept a clean house and she could cook. Einstein's wife had died almost a decade before and the house reminded him of her and the fact that she was gone. I think he was more comfortable in his office at Princeton, but he couldn't bear to get rid of the house. Also, the Princeton administration wouldn't let him live in his office. 
 
      
 
    I think the other reason Einstein kept the house was the acoustics were better when he played the violin. He regularly played in the office, but this was the first time I heard him play as part of a quartet. I thought he was pretty good. I commented to one of the other members of his group that I thought that they were good. He said, "Einstein can't count" and walked away. What did I know?  
 
      
 
    I wanted to share my Einstein story, but so far only Kelly knew the truth so I shifted into classic Dad mode and said: "I saw a brochure on this at the rest stop and thought we should do a drive-by on the way."  
 
    My son jumped in, "Dad we are going to be late and you won't get a parking spot.”   
 
    "You could walk to your dorm in less than 5 minutes" Oops! Everyone just brushed it off to a lucky guess as we pulled up to the gates a couple of minutes later. 
 
      
 
    We were greeted at the Princeton gate by a guard and a sign that said: "Freshmen check-in.” The guard directed us to the dorm and told us that we had 30 minutes to unload and then move to one of the student parking lots. He gave us a parking sticker, so we got to the dorm and started hauling boxes and moved all the boxes up to my son's room and started unpacking. Between the 4 of us, and a few members of the football team that wanted my daughter's number, we had everything out of the car and in his room in about 15 minutes.  
 
      
 
    All of a sudden, campus police, showed up.  They were a little early, but more or less on queue.  
 
    "Sir, you need to move your car.”  
 
    I said, "It hasn't been 30 minutes yet.”  
 
    "Sir. You need to move your car. You've been there too long.”  
 
    I looked at Kelly, "Showtime!"  
 
    She said, "Good luck.”  
 
    I went over and kissed her, and I said, "Go to the Science Center if I'm not back in an hour.” 
 
      
 
    I got in the car and headed over towards the science center. As I slowed up, I saw a parking spot that said, reserved for Mr. Emc. I knew this was thanks to Henry's warped sense of humor. I sat there for a minute and pondered my fate and watched a few tour groups going to the building. As I gathered, my strength a knock came at the window. I rolled it down.  
 
    "I am Professor Douglas; you're here for the private tour?"  
 
    "Something like that. Let's just get this over with" 
 
    He says, "let's go get it. I don't have much time", so he looked at me and said, "So where are we going?"  
 
      
 
    Most of this building hasn't been renovated since the forties so I'm hoping whatever we're looking for is still where it should be. We walked down the hall and I said, "This is it.” The sign said Supply Closet.  
 
    "Really?" Douglas said, "We're going into the supply closet?"  
 
    Well, it wasn't a supply closet in 1945. He reaches in his pocket, grabs the key and opens the door. “You've got 10 minutes. I'll keep an eye out here.”  
 
    Luckily it wasn't much of a supply closet or at least hadn't been filled up yet. There were still some scorch marks on the woodwork from what I remember. I did feel bad about that, but it couldn't have been avoided. Luckily, they just tried to convert it to a storage room as opposed to renovating it. If they had, they would have potentially found what was in the radiator cover. Amazingly it was still there and hadn't been moved. People probably thought it was connected to the wall like others, but Einstein had added a little pouch to the back of it that he stored some of his documents in.  
 
    Somewhere along the line, someone had painted it and it stuck to the wall as if it were attached. It just took a couple of hits to break it loose. Sure enough, I moved the cover to the side and there was the pouch. I push the cover back and started to move towards the door.  
 
      
 
    All of a sudden, the room turned blue and a small portal opened up. Henry steps through.  
 
    "You got it"  
 
    "How did you do that?"  
 
    "Well, we can do lots of things. Let me have it.”  
 
    So, I handed the pouch to Henry and he handed me back one that looked just like it.  
 
    "Now what do I do?"  
 
    "Run"  
 
   
  
 



Chapter 26 - Run 
 
      
 
    One of the problems, when somebody tells you to run, is that they rarely tell you where to run. It's incomplete information and in this case, I stepped out of the storeroom and into an empty hallway. Douglas was gone. Two guys with the sunglasses yelled, "There he is." So, I headed for the parking lot. Luckily while I was in the closet, my wife, even though I told her I'd be about an hour, decided to tell my daughter to go look for me. As I was coming out to the car, Stephanie was already there. I pressed the door release and said, "Get in.”  
 
    She says, "Can I drive?"  
 
    “Yes, you can drive.”  
 
      
 
    "Aren't we going back to the dorm?"  
 
    I said, "No, just get off the campus as quickly as you can.” "Is it those guys again?"  
 
    "Yes Stephanie, just drive.” 
 
     As we left campus, I could see another black SUV coming up behind us. We had about a quarter mile head start, but I had no clue what I was going to do next.  
 
      
 
    "Dad, this is becoming a pattern with you, isn't it?" It amazes me how completely unfazed my daughter was by the whole thing.  
 
    I said, "Let's just get out of here. See if we can lose these guys.”  
 
    "Not a problem. It's not as much fun without the Camaro though. I don't know how well I can do with just a minivan, but I'll try.”  
 
    Then my phone rings. It's Henry.  
 
    "Hey, nice escape.” 
 
     "You could have prepped me for this.” 
 
     "Well, I thought we did prep you for it. You got away right?"  
 
    "I've still got somebody in a black SUV following me.” "Take a right up here quick.”  
 
    "Where exactly are we going?"  
 
    "Just keep driving. We've got seven minutes to the window."  
 
    "What window are you talking about?"  
 
    "Seven minutes and counting. You should be coming up on the highway now.”  
 
    "Get on the highway going north. Tell Maria Andretti to pick up the pace a little bit. You've got eight miles to go and six minutes to get there.”  
 
    "Where the hell am I going?" 
 
    "Just keep going north.”  
 
    "Stephanie, step on it.”  
 
    "Well, what if I get a ticket? I just got my license. I don't want to get a ticket."  
 
    "I will pay for the ticket. Do not stop for anyone including the police. You hear me?"  
 
    “Yes.”  
 
    Even though she dialed it up to almost 95 it wasn't a big deal. Since everybody else seemed to be doing about the same, she was just keeping pace.  
 
    Then Henry says, "three minutes to window" 
 
    "What window are you talking about?"  
 
    “Tell her to maintain her speed.”  
 
    "Stephanie just keep it at this speed.”  
 
    “But Dad, they're gaining on us.”  
 
    “Two minutes to window. This is going to be close.”  
 
    “I don't even know what you're talking about.”  
 
    “It's probably better that way. Tell her to keep it at between 92 and 93 for the next minute.”  
 
    “Are we going somewhere? I'm not time traveling with my daughter.”  
 
    "No, you're not going anywhere.”  
 
      
 
    “Make sure your seatbelt is fastened. Keep it at between 92 or 93. You've got one minute to the window.”  
 
    "What is this window you keep talking about?"  
 
    "You see the overpass?" Henry says. 
 
    "Yes. I see it.”  
 
    "As soon as you get to the other side, punch it. I know it's a minivan, just try to go faster. We are cutting this a little close. You've got 10 seconds, nine, eight, seven. Get under the underpass and go as fast as you can. Six, five, four, three, two, one - NOW!"  
 
      
 
    At that point, a blue flash appeared between us and the overpass. Suddenly the black SUV that I'd been in the accident months ago and the truck that hit us appeared directly behind us. As a blue flash faded, the black SUV that had been chasing us plowed directly into the wreck of the other two vehicles. I must admit it was rather epic.  
 
      
 
    “Stephanie, I think you can slow down now.”  
 
    Henry says, "BOOM! Nailed it!"  
 
    “We need to work on our communication, Henry.” "Yeah, but then this wouldn't be quite as much fun.”  
 
    "So now what?"  
 
    "Well, get off at the next exit. Head back to campus. Your wife is probably wondering what happened. We'll be faxing your daughter her NASCAR certification.”  
 
    "So, what happens now?"  
 
    "Well, you're probably going to have another visit from these guys, but at which time you can give them the envelope that you have",  
 
    "But this isn't the real envelope.”  
 
    "Not exactly, but it is close. They'll never know. The difference is it's incomplete. It won't give them what they need. So that's a good thing.”  
 
      
 
    "What if they figure out this is a fake?"  
 
    “Well, it's not a fake.” 
 
    “But you said it's incomplete.”  
 
    "You're right. It's an earlier version. This version was written before 1946 when they did your experiment. There was a failed experiment before that too. So that's your bargaining chip. They have nothing to arrest you on. Also, they aren't interested in you. They can't publicize what they know about you. They just want the documents. As far as they're concerned, they just know you came through the portal in Iraq. But according to the official report, it was a failure of the portal that caused the explosion and not a missile. They don't even think it's safe to try again.”  
 
      
 
    "Go spend some time with your family. You probably want to fill them in on all the details, including your son. He's hasn't seen any of this stuff yet. He'll find it interesting, but he won't tell anybody about it. I'll talk to you tomorrow.” "What's happening tomorrow?"  
 
    "You'll see.” 
 
   
  
 



Chapter 27 - U-Turn  
 
      
 
    Stephanie didn't seem to be too upset or even fazed by what just happened other than that was cool.  
 
    “I can't wait to tell my friends.”  
 
    I said, "Steph, you can't tell anybody about this.”  
 
    "Why not? It was cool, and it happened to me and I didn't even get a selfie with the crash.”  
 
    "Steph, in case you haven't figured it out, those people have tried to kill us a couple of times or come close to it.”  
 
    "Why is that Anyways?"  
 
    I figured that that was as good a time as any. I can always tell my son later. So, I started at the beginning, told her that I was a hundred years old and born in 1919. She seemed to be unfazed as usual and she asked, "So where did that truck and SUV come from?"  
 
    "Remember earlier in the year when I disappeared for a couple of days, I was in that SUV when it was hit by the truck.”  
 
    "That is way cool. Can we go back and take pictures of it?" "It probably won't even be there. They tend to clean things like this up before the news cameras or police show up." 
 
    "So, I can't tell anybody about this?"  
 
    "Sorry, Steph. Sometimes you have to keep secrets to protect the people you love." 
 
    "But this is the coolest thing that ever happened to me?" 
 
    "I can't tell people that I'm a hundred years old, or that I traveled back in time over 4000 years." 
 
    "So are you like a spy or some part-time time traveler and the electronics and the solar business is just kind of a cover.” "Nope, that's all real. I've only time traveled once and hopefully, that'll be the last time.”  
 
    "I bet it's cool." 
 
    "Not as much as you might think.”  
 
    "You get to see Stonehenge when it was almost new. That's pretty cool."  
 
    "Yeah but look at it this way. No grocery stores, no TV, no internet.”  
 
    "Yeah, that kind of sounds like it would suck.”  
 
    "I also didn't know if I was coming home and as it turned out I didn't. Pretty much everybody I knew is gone and I had to start over with a whole new life. But then your mom came into my life and you and your brother. So, all in all, it's been pretty good."  
 
    "Can I at least tell Donna and Michelle? They will think this is really cool."  
 
    "No, you can't tell anyone ever. Hey, you're going to miss the exit up.”  
 
    "Yep, you're right.”  
 
    "But that sort of makes you a spy too" 
 
    Stephanie smiled. I think she liked the idea. I had a feeling I would eventually regret planting that thought in her brain. 
 
      
 
    We were almost back to Princeton. We pull up to the gate, the guard hands us a 30-minute parking pass and says, "Okay, do you know where the dorms are?"  
 
    I said "Yes.” 
 
    He responds, "Have fun getting your daughter moved in." 
 
    Stephanie goes, "thanks" and smiles at him. 
 
    "He thinks I look old enough to go here.”  
 
    I said, "Not on your life. You’ve got two more years. Don't grow up fast. You already are growing up too fast.”  
 
    When we got back to the room, Kelly says, "How did it go?"  
 
    "I think it went ok."  
 
    "Mom, you wouldn't believe what happened.”  
 
    "Not here. Steph you can tell her later.”  
 
    My son was pretty much moved in. A computer, a couple of posters and some cloths and he was good to go. "What about you Ritesh? Are you all set?"  
 
      
 
    "Yes. My, my parents couldn't be here. They just sent me with my stuff'"  
 
    "Well, you're more than welcome come up and spend time with us when your family's not around or use our stuff when you need it.”  
 
    "Thank you very much. I think I will be okay.”  
 
    "Hi Ritesh, my name's Stephanie.”  
 
    "He got that and you're not coming back to go partying with your brother."  
 
    About that time, there was a knock on the door. "Hi, I'm Professor Douglas. I'm your son's advisor. I believe we met the other day. Did you enjoy the tour?"  
 
    Under his breath, he says "I take it everything went well" 
 
    "Yes, very much," I said. 
 
    "Glad to hear it. Everything okay here." 
 
    "Perfect" 
 
    "Well, I just wanted to check-in. My office is always open to you and we're looking forward to having you as a student. I hear good things about you."  
 
      
 
    "I'm sure you do.” I said. 
 
     He smiled, "Well I won't keep you. I've got some other students to meet. Just wanted to check-in, make sure everything was set and your parents were in good shape to go home" as he winked at me.  
 
    I wanted to bring my son up to speed on what was going on, but this was not the time. His sister wasn't going to say much to him. They never really talked to anyways and he was trying to just be a student. I wanted him to enjoy his first few days here at school. I wasn't going to give him information that would change his view of reality. So, with that, we said our goodbyes and headed home. 
 
   
  
 



Chapter 28 - The Final Act 
 
      
 
    I slept pretty well the night after dropping Michael off. I knew I was going to miss him, but I knew it was a great step forward for him. My daughter was planning what she was going to do with his room since hers was not enough. I wondered what was going to be happening when I got into the office this morning. It was time to get going. 
 
    I said, "I think everything's going to be okay.”  
 
    She says, "I sure hope so. Getting a little tired of this.”  
 
    "You and me both."  
 
    I headed to the office.  
 
      
 
    When I got there, Shirley says, "Those gentlemen are here again." 
 
    "Ok. Where are they?" 
 
    "They're in your office.”  
 
    "Not a problem.”  
 
    I walked in.  
 
    "It's like you guys just don't give up. Do you?  
 
    So, which are you Smith or Jones?" "I'm agent Johnson."  
 
    "Well, that's a new one. I just want my life back or at least I want this life back. Is that something we can do?" 
 
    "It depends" 
 
    "I'm pretty sure I have what you want."  
 
    "We just want the Einstein papers. Do you think you can do that for us?" 
 
    "Can I have that in writing?" 
 
    "No, since we don't officially exist. But then you don't exist either, do you sir?"  
 
    "Well, it may not be my life, but it's the only one I've got. So, here's the deal. I made copies of everything. They're in a safe place. If anything happens to me or my family, blah, blah, blah. You know how this works. You get the originals. If I never hear from you again, you'll never hear from me again. Real simple."  
 
    "Just give us the papers and we'll be out of your hair.” I felt like a cat playing with a mouse. I figured I'd messed with them long enough and they didn't seem to pose any threat at this point. I went to my safe, opened it up, grabbed the packet and handed it to them.  
 
    I said, "for real, you guys go away after I hand you this?" "Yep, we go away.” He said. 
 
    I handed them the packet. They opened it up.  
 
    "All right sir. Thank you very much."  
 
    They grabbed their things and walked out of my office. Wow. That was easier than I thought. As they walked out to the parking lot, I walked to the window. I wanted to make sure that they were leaving. I probably stood there for about five minutes waiting for them to return but they didn’t.  I thought, well that's it. That's the end of the story. I can go back to my normal life. Then Shirley walked in.  
 
    "I didn't want to disturb you while those guys were here. I know it's that secret agent stuff."  
 
    "What's up Shirley?" 
 
    "Fred passed out at his desk" she said. 
 
    "What do you mean passed out?" 
 
    "He got a really big order this morning and he passed out from the excitement." 
 
    Fred was drinking a little bit of water when I got over to his desk and had an ice pack on his head. He wasn't looking any worse for wear other than a key on his keyboard had popped off from where he hit it.  
 
    "So, you landed a big fish this morning, Fred?" 
 
    "I'll say! Totally out of the blue, some investment group out of the Midwest. They want a hundred-megawatt solar array with an option on a second array."  
 
    That is huge. This is completely out of the blue. I'm not sure how we got it without bidding on it.  
 
    "He said his grandfather had worked with your grandfather, and that was good enough for him."  
 
    Nothing quite like a few hundred million dollars in sales to start the morning.  
 
    "Where did you say it was Fred?"  
 
    "It's two sites, one in Nebraska and one in Kansas. 
 
    I guess we'll be out at the other office quite a bit."  
 
    "Did you get the name of the company?"  
 
    "No. It's in my notes. Henry someone."  
 
    "Ah, yes, I know who that is."  
 
    I was wondering how long it would take for them to get around to doing business with us.  
 
    "Fred, when the ringing in you ears stops, you might want to finish up the paperwork and give your wife a call. Tell her to start picking out colors for that new car that you're about to buy. Good job, Fred." 
 
    "Thanks" Fred said. 
 
    "It takes a patient man to land a big fish." I knew that wasn't the case, but Fred had a rough year so far and this made his decade. I went back into my office and no sooner did they sit down, and my cell phone rang. I picked it up.  
 
    "Hello." 
 
    "Hey, it's Henry. How's it going?"  
 
    "Good other than a dazed salesman." 
 
    "I guess we're going to be seeing a lot more of you the next few months."  
 
    "I'm not sure whether to say thank you or not."  
 
    "Just say thank you. This is a good thing. Did things go okay with the guys in sunglasses?" 
 
    "I told them that I would release the information if anything happened to me or my family. They said fine. I gave them the pouch and they left. I think that was it."  
 
    "Well, it should be. It will take them two to three years to figure out that it's not complete. Then they will have run into a dead-end and won't bother you anymore anyways."  
 
      
 
    "I thought you guys had a nuclear reactor." 
 
    "Yeah. Those NASA things are only good for a few years and they were designed for spacecraft. They're not designed for what we're using it for. Solar is a lot more predictable (or at least it will be in a few years). It also cuts down on us blacking out parts of the United States."  
 
    "So, what's going to happen with my son and Professor Douglas? I can't imagine that he was there just for me to find the papers."  
 
    "Oh No, nope. He's there to encourage the best minds and make sure that they get on the right path so to speak." "Which means what for my son?"  
 
    "Well, he's got one patent under his belt. He knows the process. Smart Kid. Let's just say Douglas is going to be a mentor. He’s going to give him a few ideas that'll lead to other patents. You're going to be very proud of him."  
 
      
 
    "I already am." 
 
    "Well, you're going to be really proud of him. Have you ever been to a Nobel Prize ceremony?" 
 
    "So, does that mean you know the future?" 
 
    "Not Exactly. We just have technology that we can't release into the public without plausible explanations." 
 
    "So, does that mean I get to go back to my normal, if not borrowed life?" 
 
    "Pretty much. You keep our secret, we keep your secret. Everybody's secrets are safe. When you fill in your son on the details of your life, you don't need to tell him about Douglas. Let that evolve on its own. Michael doesn't need to know." 
 
    "Yeah, you're probably right. I'm not sure whether to curse you or thank you. But it is nice to see a familiar face after all these years." 
 
    "Same here. You know, there are still about a dozen of us missing. It's getting harder to find possible anomalies in the timeline.”  
 
      
 
    "They probably found their place in history and just blended in and lived out their lives." 
 
    "It doesn't always work that way, but we wish it would." 
 
    "When we work with you as a customer, we won't be dealing out of the pawnbroker's office will we?"  
 
    "No – we don't want to draw any attention to that facility. We have a real office in Chicago. Not to worry." 
 
    "All right, Henry, I've got a salesman that might have a concussion and I'd like to get some of the paperwork started on this little project of yours." 
 
    "I guess we're going to be at this for a few years. You actually can bring your son into this. This will be a fun project for him during the summers." 
 
    "Yeah, I think he would like that." 
 
    "You're part of the family now." 
 
    "Why is it when you say that, it sounds like we're joining the Mafia?" 
 
    "No, it's nothing like that. When the mafia disappears people, the police usually find the bodies." 
 
    "That's funny, Henry." 
 
    "All right, chief get busy on that paperwork. We've got about 24 months left on this reactor before we start to have a problem." 
 
    "Okay. Talk to you soon." 
 
    I'm not sure if Fred was woozy from the concussion or the fact that he just made us a half a billion-dollar sale. But either way, I said, "Probably time to go home.” So, I called his wife and told her about the concussion and asked her to come to pick him up. Marcie was a very soft-spoken housewife of 40 years, gardener and bridge club champion. She was a little nervous most of the time, so I didn't want to upset her. I said he had a little surprise and he could share it with her, so she wasn't as worried. I watched her pull up to the front in her 1996 Toyota Corolla. (Fred often bragged it had enough miles to go to the moon and back.)  Fred walked out to the car with the ice pack on his head. I could see they were having a conversation. Fred was never really good at getting to the point. I could tell when he got there because Marcie had just opened the passenger side door for him to get in. She sort of froze as he was sitting down. Next thing I hear is, "Holy Shit. Holy Shit.”  Marcie had finally found her voice. I guess that's what happens when you become a millionaire. She was so excited she shut Fred's head in the door. Now he had bumps on both sides. I hoped she was at least ok to drive. 
 
      
 
    I started the paperwork for Fred and got contracts off to Henry to sign. The first wire transfer of $10 million came in later that afternoon. It's amazing how efficient these guys can be. So, I just took it as fate and decided to head home for the weekend. There were still a few good weekends left at the lake that I wanted to get in.  
 
      
 
    Since I seemed to be getting my life back, the lake is where I wanted to be. When I got home, I told Kelly the whole story.  
 
    "Poor Fred" 
 
    "Not anymore," I said. When I got to the part about the solar array Stephanie happened to walk in the room. "Does this mean I get a new car?"  
 
    "No, you don't get a new car." 
 
    "Can I have the Camaro?"  
 
    "No, but I think you and the Prius can spend more time together. I think I should start driving the Camaro more." 
 
    Stephanie smiles. "I'm going to go over to Donna's for the night." 
 
    “All right. Don't stay out too late.”  
 
    "Kelly, do you want to go to the lake for the weekend? I really could use some kayaking."  
 
    "You know, I think you could use some alone time. I've got work to do at the office and I think you could probably just use a break. Get some kayaking in and just chill." 
 
    "You know what? I think that's what I'll do."  
 
      
 
    The next morning, I kissed Kelly goodbye, hopped in the Camaro and headed north. I stopped at the Silo Restaurant for a couple of cider donuts and then continued up to the house. I took the doctor's order and spent pretty much the entire day on the lake kayaking. I did a little painting, had a couple of beers and watch the sunset. It was almost perfect for a hundred-year-old man. I was leading a pretty good life even if it wasn't the one, I started with.  
 
      
 
    I had probably one of the best night's sleep I'd had in months. The mountain air is quite the cure-all. The leaves in the Adirondacks had already started to change. The days were warm, and the nights were cool. It makes for great sleeping weather. That is until you get a phone call at six o'clock in the morning.  
 
    "Hello?"  
 
    "Yeah, it's Henry." 
 
    "It's a little early. What's up?"  
 
    "So, we just found one of our friends from a long time ago, Tom. Yeah, he's in South America, around one thousand A.D. Do you want to go meet him?" 
 
      
 
    “I'm guessing I'll meet him at your facility when I'm out there next.” 
 
    “No – now, in his timeline." Henry said. 
 
    "Don't you have people for that?" 
 
    "Yeah, but we'd like to send somebody familiar and most of the staff here has the flu. That could mess things up."  
 
    "Let me think about it for a minute."  
 
    "Think fast, the window is closing." 
 
     I got dressed and went downstairs to get a cup of coffee but was immediately greeted with a blue glow in my living room. I could see Henry on the other side.  
 
    "So, are you coming?"  
 
    I said, "You know, there's no time like the present."  
 
    "Yes, there is. There are lots of them and you've only seen three."  
 
    "Will I be back in time for work?" 
 
    "Absolutely!" Henry said. 
 
    "Sure. Why not." 
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