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  PROLOGUE


  He was alone, for one thing.


  No one noticed him, no one spoke to him, no one looked him in the eye. He was a shadow, a figure in the background, a convenient excuse to pull out a cell phone and talk into it as if he wasn’t there, a corpse. In fact, he attracted less attention than a corpse. People noticed a dead body. They didn’t notice him.


  He didn’t want to be noticed, that much was true, but he was lonely all the same.


  Some days he wished it were a dream—the life he had loved so much, he wished had never happened.


  It would be so much easier that way. The pain he felt just wouldn’t be as unbearable knowing that he had dreamt it all, had made it all up in his desperate imagination.


  But he knew this wasn’t true. It had happened.


  And now it was over. All over.


  He sighed in disgust.


  Where the hell was he, he wondered? What was he doing? He looked down, and the sunshine blinded him. He looked away and thought it odd that the sun was beneath him.


  He sucked in the salt water air, and just like that his senses returned to him. He sat by the water, and the sun which blinded him was simply a reflection.


  The sun felt good on his face, and the fresh sea air filled his nostrils with an energy that almost made him want to live. In fact, he almost smiled, but didn’t. It was spring, his favorite season, though he also enjoyed summer and fall. Only winter pained him. Living on the street in the cold could kill a man, and though he wished for death, he wanted it on his terms, not Old Man Winter’s.


  His hands by his side, palms down, he became aware of the soft grass underneath his flesh. He massaged the blades with his fingers.


  The sunshine, the sea water, the grass, he was at his favorite spot, his private sanctuary.


  He would never tell anyone about it. He had discovered it quite by accident some time back when he had been walking around the mills, roaming behind the red brick buildings, some of them abandoned for decades, others still in operation.


  He had walked to the back of one of these mills, and when he reached the end, had decided to see what was behind it. He found a small trickling stream. He walked to the banks of this stream and followed it as it curved around the back of another mill and then like a miracle, opened into the bay. He hadn’t realized the mills were so close to the ocean. There was a grassy bank on which to sit. No fishing vessels or dock side bars spoiled the view. He had discovered his own private beach.


  He was glad he had. The docks smelled of fish and garbage and had no scenery other than fishing boats, garages, and bars. The beaches were too crowded. He didn’t want people to see him, not the way he was now. He wished he were invisible. The beaches were also full of children. He couldn’t be around children. It made him remember.


  He didn’t want to remember.


  Funny he should still love the ocean, after what had happened. He understood why, though. The ocean was the only thing on earth he allowed himself to love because he knew it wouldn’t leave him. For as long as he lived, it would be there for him. He’d always have the ocean.


  But on the ocean was where it had happened, and so regardless of how he felt about it, it was a reminder, and he didn’t need any more reminders.


  He felt it in his heart, thought it in his mind, and he opened his mouth and almost spoke the words, “My family.”


  Above him, some seagulls floating on the sea air cried out.


  He looked up at the birds with only his eyes, and then he gazed out at the water. This time he did speak, and loudly too, because the emotions pounding away at his heart punched through his defenses, and overcame him to the point where he didn’t care anymore, didn’t care if he went to the dark place.


  “I miss you. I miss all of you.”


  The seagulls stopped their crying, as if they were listening to him.


  “I miss you!”


  The seagulls cawed in response.


  He didn’t hear them. He heard only the sounds of his own raw, empty voice.


  He waited for their answer, not the gulls, but those he was talking to. He wanted to hear them say they were back, that he wouldn’t have to be alone anymore. In his mind, he almost heard their voices, and again he almost smiled, but then he remembered.


  He tightened his grip around the blades of grass and with a shriek ripped them from the ground.


  PART 1


  CHAPTER 1


  Papa had been dead for seven years.


  So when Adam Cabral opened the back door to his house to find his grandfather standing there on the porch, wearing a great big smile, to say he was shocked at the sight didn’t do the moment justice.


  “Papa?” Adam said. What else could he say?


  “Yes, it’s me,” Papa said. His voice sounded exactly the way Adam remembered it. “It’s good to see you, Adam. Can I come in?”


  There was a twinge of apprehension in his grandfather’s voice even though he smiled, and Adam took note of this for about two seconds before his senses became completely overwhelmed as he stared at the man in front of him from head to toe and back again.


  This man looked exactly like his deceased grandfather. He looked as if he had just come from church, dressed in casual but neat attire, smelling of cologne and looking generally neat and spiffy. He wasn’t dressed up by any means. Papa never did. But he wore blue cotton pants and a light blue cotton jersey with brown shoes on his feet, and since it was spring and fairly warm, he had on a dark blue spring coat, unzipped.


  He looked young and healthy again. He reminded Adam of the way he looked when Adam was a young child. Papa was in his 50s then. Adam barely remembered this version of his grandfather. Indeed, most of his memories of this time period were from family photographs.


  “Is your grandmother inside?” Papa asked.


  “Nana?” Adam thought. “No. She’s—”


  For a moment, he wondered why his grandfather would ask such a question, but then he remembered, gradually, since he was still stunned at the sight of the man standing on his back porch, that the house he and Sandy and his family now lived in used to be Papa’s and Nana’s house. He and Sandy had bought it and had moved in after—


  “Someone at the door?”


  Sandy.


  Adam looked over his shoulder and saw his wife walking towards him. He thrust his right hand at her, his palm pressed outwards, like a police officer motioning for an oncoming driver to halt.


  “Stop!” he said.


  She stopped, but she looked at him with a confused expression, and he knew she was put out by his terse order.


  “Stop?” She said. “What’s the matter with you?”


  “Don’t come any closer,” Adam said.


  This had all happened so suddenly. A man who should have been dead was standing on his back porch looking, not only very much alive, but better than ever. Adam knew that whatever he said or did next wasn’t going to come out right.


  “I need some time.”


  “Time for what?” Sandy asked. “Is someone at the door or what?”


  “Yes. That’s the problem,” he said. He winced when he said it because he still held the door open with his left hand, and he knew his grandfather had heard him refer to him as a problem. Then again, the man on the porch couldn’t be his grandfather. Could it?


  “Jehovah’s Witness?” Sandy said.


  “What?”


  “At the door.”


  “No.”


  “Salesman?”


  “No. Just, stop, please.”


  “I’ll come back another time,” Papa said.


  “No!” Adam said, looking at his grandfather and shaking his head. “Just stay right there. I’ll be right back to let you in.”


  Adam closed the door gently.


  Sandy had big, round, beautiful blue eyes, her most striking feature. She was smiling at him, and her eyes seemed to be twinkling. “What is up with you?”


  Adam stepped towards his wife and took her hands in his.


  “Something really weird is happening,” he said.


  “I’ll say. What’s up? Who’s at the door? Jesus?”


  Adam laughed. “How close you—never mind. Where are the boys?”


  “The boys? They’re upstairs playing. They’re supposed to be getting dressed—what’s this have to do with who’s at the door?”


  “I don’t know. I don’t know what to do.”


  “You’re shaking,” his wife observed.


  He didn’t want his behavior to spook her. He pulled her close and hugged her and rubbed her back affectionately.


  “It’s nothing bad,” he said. “It’s just—incredible! I don’t know what else to say. It just happened. Maybe if I had had the chance to talk to him first, I wouldn’t feel so—


  “Talk to who?” Sandy interrupted.


  Adam stopped rubbing his wife’s back, kissed her on the forehead and pointed towards the closed door.


  “Him.”


  “Who? Who’s at the door, Adam?”


  Adam bit his upper lip, a nervous habit he had possessed since childhood. He took a deep breath and decided to just spit it out. “A man who looks exactly like my grandfather!”


  “Your grandfather?”


  “Yes, my grandfather, Papa.”


  “Your dead grandfather?


  “Yes, my dead grandfather. That’s why I’m shaking.”


  “Well, it’s obviously not him!” she said.


  Adam shook his head but then changed it to a nod. “He says he’s Papa.”


  “He’s lying.”


  Adam gritted his teeth. His wife was a strong woman, not prone to keeping her opinions to herself. He didn’t want a confrontation. “Lying’s a strong word, honey. Maybe you should look for yourself, but I warn you, he’s a dead ringer, pardon the pun.”


  “Yes, I’d like to see for myself,” she said. She stepped for the door.


  Adam grabbed his wife’s arm.


  “I’m serious,” he said. “You’d better prepare yourself. He looks exactly like him.”


  “Yeah, yeah, this coming from a man who thinks George Clooney and Billy Bob Thornton look alike.”


  Adam shrugged his shoulders. “There’s a resemblance.”


  “Yeah, they both have brown hair,” Sandy said. She marched to the back door and opened it.


  Adam closed his eyes. He didn’t want to see.


  “Jesus Christ!” Sandy shouted.


  He opened his eyes and saw his wife with her hands to her face.


  “No, it’s just me, Papa,” said the man at the door.


  Adam touched the back of his wife’s shoulders, and she moved away from him. She looked as if she were about to hyperventilate.


  “Breathe, Sandy,” Adam said.


  She nodded, and she started sucking in deep breaths.


  “Good job, honey,” he said.


  “Your grandfather’s dead! We buried him! We all saw him in his coffin at the wake!” Sandy said. “When you die, morticians remove your blood and pump embalming fluid into your veins! There’s no way anybody comes back after that!”


  Without looking, she pointed at the door.


  “That man is not your grandfather! Who the hell is that on our porch?”


  “It’s okay,” Adam said. “Remain calm. Keep your voice down. I don’t want the kids to see us like this.”


  “I really think I should leave. I don’t want to upset you,” said the man on the porch, as he stuck his head through the doorway.


  Adam turned towards him. “No, please don’t go. Come in.”


  “Come in?” Sandy repeated. She accentuated the two syllables like an irate grade school teacher, and Adam knew he had said something that was going to place him in extremely hot water, yet, what else could he have said? He was not about to let this man who both claimed to be his grandfather and looked just like him walk away. Hell, he didn’t look “like” him, he was him, at least in terms of physical appearance and voice. Who in their right mind would let the man walk?


  “You’re letting him come in here?” Sandy said. “Adam, we don’t know who that is!”


  “Well, let’s find out,” Adam said. It seemed the reasonable thing to say. He leaned into her ear. “There’s two of us and one of him.” He smiled.


  “It’s not funny!” Sandy said.


  “I’m not laughing. I’m just trying to calm you down. You’re upset.”


  “You’re damn right I’m upset! Aren’t you?”


  “Y-yes, but I’d like to find out who—I’d like to hear what he has to say. I think it’ll make us less upset if we do that,” Adam said. He turned to the man in the doorway. “Would you come in and do that? You do have something to say about—you.”


  The man nodded. “Yes, but if your wife is too upset, I can come back another time.”


  “I don’t think I could get through the rest of this day without some kind of explanation right now,” Adam said. “Please, come inside. Sandy, it’ll be alright.”


  Adam wasn’t exactly sure everything would be alright, but he needed to calm his wife down. If she worked herself up into one of her moods, it would be a very long day, and he really did want to hear what his “grandfather” had to say.


  “It really is me, you know,” the man who would be Papa said as he tentatively stepped into their home.


  As he came into the light of the dining room, his appearance to Adam became even more uncanny. The crew cut, his short wide body, the way he stood, all vintage Papa. The only thing missing was his eyeglasses.


  “It’s good to see you, Adam,” he said. “You look good. How old are you now?”


  “35.”


  The man smirked. Adam nearly cried right there- how he always loved that smirk!


  “You look like a kid,” he said to Adam. He turned to Sandy. “I remember when you two first got engaged. I was so happy. I remember you had a little engagement party. Remember that day? It rained so hard. I remember because it was one of the last times I went out, before I got really sick and—”


  “And died!” Sandy finished.


  “Yes,” the man nodded, “and died.”


  “And now you’re back to life even though all your blood was removed? Even though you’ve been dead and buried for seven years?” Sandy asked.


  “Sort of, but not really,” the man said. “I do have an explanation.”


  “I bet you do!” Sandy said.


  “Let’s go into the living room,” Adam said calmly. “It’ll be easier for us to talk there.”


  Adam tapped his wife gently on the arm. “It’ll be okay.”


  “You promised us an explanation. Let’s hear it, please,” Sandy said.


  Adam wanted to remind Sandy not to snap or be rude, but he thought better of it. Just keep things calm and easy, don’t agitate an already volatile situation, he told himself. He hoped the comfortable surroundings of their living room would coax a civil mood.


  “Certainly,” Papa said. “I don’t expect you to understand at first. It might take a little while for this to sink in, for you to make sense of it and understand it. I didn’t arrive at your doorstep today from my grave. In fact, if you were to go to the cemetery right now, and dig up my grave, you’d find my body in it.”


  Adam looked at Sandy. Her usual soft white complexion had truly hardened into a deep tomato red.


  “I’m what you call—I really don’t like this word. It’s so cold and inhuman, but there’s no other word for it. I’m a clone,” the man said.


  “A clone,” Adam repeated. He was about to ask how that was possible but Sandy didn’t give him the chance.


  “I’m sorry, old man, but I don’t think so!” she snapped.


  “Oh, no,” Adam thought to himself.


  “First of all,” she said, loudly, “it’s impossible for you to be a clone of Adam’s grandfather. You look 60 years old or so to me, and correct me if I’m wrong, but cloning didn’t exist 60 years ago! It doesn’t even exist now, at least where humans are concerned.”


  “You’re right,” the man said. “It doesn’t exist now. But it will, in the future.”


  CHAPTER 2


  “You should have a glass of wine. It’ll relax you,” Adam said to his wife.


  “Wine?” Sandy said, her wheels spinning, as if she had never heard of the beverage before. “Yes, wine sounds good. I will have a glass of wine.”


  Suddenly screams erupted from the second floor, followed by the cacophony of shouting boys. Running feet came next, down the staircase.


  “Mommy! Daddy! Stephen hit me!”


  Adam raised his hand towards his wife in a calming gesture.


  “I’ll take care of it,” He said.


  His youngest son, Nate, charged towards him and wrapped his arms around his waist. “Stephen hit me in the head, and it hurts!”


  “I did not hit him!” Stephen shouted.


  His oldest son had also joined them in the dining room.


  “Yes, you did!” Nate hollered.


  “Alright, alright,” Adam said. “Everyone just keep calm.”


  “He hit me, and I hate him! I hate him!”


  Nate let go of Adam and burst into the living room.


  Adam looked at Sandy. Her hands were on her hips.


  “Way to handle things, honey,” she said.


  Little Nate trotted back into the doorway between the dining room and the living room. He pointed into the living room.


  “Who’s that?” He asked.


  Sandy placed her hands on her little son’s shoulders, and she looked at her husband. “Yes, Adam, who’s that?”


  Stephen was across the floor in a second and joined his mother and younger brother in the doorway.


  “Who is that?” Stephen asked.


  Adam’s grandfather had been seated in the rocking chair in front of the television set, but he was standing now. Adam saw a look of joy and astonishment on his face.


  “Your children,” Papa said. “They’re beautiful. That little one looks just like you. You look just like your father, little one.”


  “My name’s Nate.”


  “Hello, Nate,” Papa said.


  “And this is Stephen, our oldest son,” Adam said, pointing to his light-haired boy, who shared a complexion and facial features with his mother. Nate had dark hair and resembled Adam more.


  “Who are you?” Nate asked boldly.


  “Who am I? I’m—” Papa paused and seemed to look to Adam for guidance.


  “This is—” Adam said, but then he paused. Looking at Sandy, he realized that if he had to choose his words any more carefully, he’d have to hire a publicist. “Remember I told you about my grandfather, Papa, the one who used to live in this house?”


  Sandy cleared her throat, and Adam read her like a book. Don’t you dare, she was saying.


  “This is his brother,” Adam said.


  “I thought Uncle Leo was his brother?” Stephen asked.


  “Yes, Uncle Leo is my grandfather’s brother. This is another brother. He’s not from around here.”


  “I’m from the old country,” Papa said. “My name is—Bela. You can call me uncle Bela.”


  “Yes, Uncle Bela,” Adam said. He appreciated the help. He certainly needed it. “Say hello to your uncle Bela, boys.”


  “Hello uncle Bela,” the two boys droned.


  “Hello, boys,” said ‘uncle Bela.’ “What fine looking boys you two are! One that looks like the mother, and the other that looks just like his father!”


  “Alright, boys, say bye to uncle Bela,” Sandy said. “Mom and Dad need to talk to uncle Bela alone, please. Go back and play.”


  “But Stephen hit me!” little Nate whined.


  “I did not hit you!” Stephen whined back.


  Sandy rolled her eyes. “Go play some video games or something!”


  “But you said we couldn’t play until we cleaned our room,” Stephen said.


  “Well, I changed my mind!” Sandy said. “Go play!”


  The boys cheered and immediately raced up the staircase, with all talk of who hit who erased from their vocabulary.


  “You have beautiful children,” Papa said.


  Adam approached him. “Bela?”


  “After Bela Lugosi. You know he was my favorite actor.”


  “Yes, I remember,” Adam said.


  “I am—Dracula,” the man said, doing his best Lugosi accent and showing his fangs.


  “If I shove some garlic in your face, will you go away?” Sandy said.


  The doorbell rang.


  “That must be mom,” Adam said. “Are you ready?”


  “As ready as I’ll ever be,” Papa said, his eyes watering, “to see my oldest daughter.”


  “Stay here,” Adam said to his grandfather as he walked from the living room to the front door.


  Adam opened the door and let his mother inside.


  “Hello, mom.”


  “So, what’s this about? You said on the phone there was someone here I needed to see?” Adam’s mom asked. “Who?


  “Kathryn! Good to see you!”


  Sandy approached her mother-in-law holding a huge glass of red wine. “Can I get you a glass of wine? It’s really good. This is my second.”


  Kathryn smiled at her daughter-in-law. “No, thank you, dear, it’s too early for me.”


  “That’s too bad,” Sandy said. “You’re going to need it.”


  Kathryn leaned into her son’s ear. “Wine in the morning? What’s she talking about?”


  “Aren’t you going to show your mom who’s in the living room?” Sandy asked.


  “Who is in the living room?” Kathryn asked.


  “I’ll show you,” Adam said.


  Sandy raised her free hand. “No! You tell her before you bring her in there. Don’t you dare spring this on her without telling her first!”


  “Without telling me what?” Kathryn asked.


  “I’m not sure what to say,” Adam said. “Just prepare yourself for a shock, but a good shock. I mean, it’s nothing bad.”


  “Tell her,” Sandy urged.


  “Papa’s here,” Adam said.


  “What?” Kathryn asked.


  Adam ushered his mother into the living room.


  A man stood in the center of the room.


  “Hello, Kathryn,” he said. “So, how’s my oldest daughter?”


  “Oh my God,” Kathryn gasped.


  She slumped into her son’s arms.


  CHAPTER 3


  “How is it possible?” Kathryn asked.


  “It’s not,” Sandy said.


  “If you don’t mind, could I—hug you?” Papa asked his daughter.


  Kathryn paused to consider the request, and then she nodded and stepped towards the man who looked exactly like her deceased father.


  Papa opened his arms, and gently, very gently, Kathryn allowed herself to enter the man’s grasp. Papa closed his arms around her back, drawing her close, and Adam watched as the man’s face burst into tears.


  “Excuse me,” Sandy said loudly, “but am I the only one here who remembers that this man friggin died seven years ago!”


  Kathryn gently broke away from her father.


  “No, you’re not the only one,” Kathryn said, sobbing.


  Adam grabbed a tissue from the dispenser on the end table by the couch and handed it to his mother. Kathryn thanked her son and used the tissue to wipe her eyes and nose.


  “He has an explanation,” Adam said.


  Papa looked directly at Kathryn. “I am your father, Kathryn, and I am your grandfather, Adam, but—I’m also not him.”


  “Damn it, old man, make some sense!” Sandy said.


  “I’m not trying to speak in riddles,” Papa said. “Let me tell you the whole story. Then, you’ll understand.”


  When they had settled into the comfortable seats in the living room, Papa began.


  “We have to go back some years, to when I used to work for the gas company, to get to the beginning of how this happened. They were always shoving different forms in front of our faces. From ‘do you want to give to this charity’ to ‘do you want to be an organ donor?” That sort of thing. I remember distinctly this one time, there was a form from a private research company. They wanted permission to take blood samples from us. I remember it because it was the only time anyone ever asked us for blood, other than the blood bank, of course. I didn’t know what they wanted it for, but I believed in the principle of helping scientists, so a few of my buddies and me filled out the forms and gave these people some of our blood. Years went by, and we never saw or heard from these people again, and I never thought about them again. I went on with my uneventful life, and as you know, eventually had that stroke, and nothing was ever the same again.”


  “You got that right,” Adam thought.


  The stroke had knocked his grandfather out of the real world. His heart had taken such a hit his doctors had pretty much told him his career at the gas company was over.


  He had to quit smoking, which to his credit, he did, cold turkey, and he had to be on medication for the rest of his life. He wasn’t allowed to exert himself in any way, which meant little or no exercise, activity, or travel. What he could do was eat and sleep and sit and watch television all day. In short, he was through being a whole person. He was only 62.


  Still, it could have been much worse. He didn’t lose any of his mental faculties. He remained sharp and alert until the end. Of course, the end was a long time coming. Because of the advances of modern medicine, Papa lived on for 18 years this way.


  The way Adam remembered it, the bulk of those years weren’t so bad for Papa, but the last couple had been brutal for the man. In the end, he was doing nothing for himself. Adam’s grandmother Nana could no longer take care of him. Nurses came to the house to bathe him and dress him. He even needed help going to the bathroom and cleaning up afterwards, it was horrible. As many family members remarked at the time, it was no way to live.


  Eventually Papa succumbed to pneumonia and died at the age of 80.


  In spite of his illness, he had always made Adam feel special, and Adam had always loved to visit him. He missed him dearly after he passed on.


  “Do you know that my last memory was seeing your mother,” Papa said, looking directly at Kathryn, “in the hospital room. I was in bed. She stood over me. I told her I loved her, and we kissed each other, and she left for the night.


  “Later I felt myself slipping away. It was like hanging onto a ladder and then letting go. I was so content with the knowledge that I was going to die. You can’t imagine the pain I’d been feeling for so long. I couldn’t take it anymore. It was so peaceful, drifting off, thinking of your mother, of all of you, of happy times gone by. No regrets, just peace and contentment that I had been blessed with a wonderful life. And that was it, that was the last thing I remembered, that was the end, until—


  “Until I woke up again in a different time in a different place, five hundred years from now, five hundred years in the future, give or take a few. That research company that had taken my blood all those years ago, they had frozen my DNA. Four hundred years from now another company buys my DNA. Five hundred years from now, they take my DNA, and they bring me back to life.”


  Kathryn grimaced. “Why?”


  “Simply put, my dear daughter, because they can,” Papa answered. “Science in that day and age has progressed so far, it’s unbelievable. Cloning there is like sex. Everyone does it. Parents sometimes even create their own children from a catalogue, like the way we pick out patterns for a room. DNA research is that advanced. Time travel is possible, which of course, is how I got here.”


  “You came here in a time machine?” Sandy asked.


  “Yes.”


  Sandy burst out laughing.


  Adam gently removed the wine glass from his wife’s hand.


  “Sorry,” Adam said. “She’s had more than she’s used to.”


  “It’s okay,” Papa said. “I know it sounds crazy, but it’s true, and the fact that I’m sitting here in this room with you now is proof that it’s true.”


  “Are you a clone?” Kathryn asked.


  Papa chewed over the question for a moment before answering. Adam wondered what he was thinking about. “I guess it’s cloning since this isn’t my original body, but it is exactly the same. I can’t tell any difference. Can you? And all my memories are intact, my whole life, from childhood to that last day in the hospital.” He pointed to his head. “It’s all in here. I don’t think of myself as a clone.”


  “You’re not wearing your glasses,” Adam observed. “Can you see without them?”


  “Yes, they made improvements,” Papa answered. “I’ve got perfect vision, even better than I had when I was a young man.”


  “You look better too,” Sandy said with a hiccup. “He looks better.”


  “I don’t know what to believe,” Kathryn said. “Daddy, let’s just say for the sake of the argument that everything you said is true, that you were brought back to life five hundred years from now using your frozen DNA. What are you doing here?”


  “I missed my family,” Papa answered. “Who do I know five hundred years in the future? Nobody. I was homesick, and I’m not afraid to admit it.”


  “Were you brought back to life as an adult or as a child?” Adam asked. “Did you have to relive your childhood all over again?”


  “No, I came back as an adult,” Papa answered. “Both ways are possible. The company that resurrected me wanted me as an adult. They wanted me to tell them about my experiences in World War II. They still study history in the future. They’re fanatics about it.”


  “Excuse me,” Adam said, “but it’s my understanding that clones don’t come with memories. If I were to be cloned today, my clone wouldn’t be born with my memories.”


  Papa nodded. “You’re right, and that’s true of the clones today, but five hundred years from now, it’s quite the different story.”


  “You’re asking me to believe that they harvested your memories from just a sample of your blood?” Adam asked. “I find that impossible to believe.”


  “Not from my blood,” Papa answered. “From my atoms.”


  Adam didn’t understand.


  “It goes something like this,” Papa said, “and don’t expect a scientist’s explanation, because as you know, I’m not a scientist. The scientists from five hundred years in our future were able to break down my blood to an atomic level, atom by atom, and supposedly, what they’ve discovered, is at that level, memories are stored, and it’s possible to bring them back. That’s what they told me. All I know is, I have my memories.”


  How could Adam argue with a science not yet invented?


  “So, the people of the future. They wanted you to teach them about the past?” Adam asked.


  “Yes, that was my job, to relay firsthand accounts of the war, and when I wasn’t working they went out of their way to make me feel comfortable and be a part of the culture of the day. Life in the 2500s is pretty good, let me tell you, but I missed my family. You know how much I love my family.”


  Kathryn nodded. “Yes, I know.”


  “Anyway, I soon learned that time travel was possible, and in my spare time, I read all about it, how it was done, how much it cost, and I started to save up for it, because I asked myself, what am I doing here? The ability to go back to my family, in the past, exists. Why not take it?”


  “And that’s allowed?” Adam asked. “I mean, I would think there’d be problems with it. Interfering with history, for example?”


  “It’s legal. Up to a point.” Papa didn’t elaborate.


  “Up to what point?” Adam asked.


  “Do we have to talk about this now?” Papa said.


  “Daddy, what did you do?” Kathryn said.


  “Well, I—I’m not supposed to make contact with any of you.”


  “Ooops!” Sandy giggled.


  Thank God for wine, Adam thought. He turned to his grandfather.


  “What happens if you do?” Adam asked.


  Papa shrugged.


  “I don’t know. But listen, I didn’t return to change history,” Papa said. “I returned to see my family. That’s it. In the big scheme of life, I’m just a little man, and we’re just a little family in little old New Bedford, Massachusetts. What’s the worst that could happen?”


  CHAPTER 4


  The baldheaded bartender, with a white towel slung over his shoulder, turned from the cash register by the whiskey bottles and approached the two strangers sitting at his bar.


  “Would you like another?” He asked.


  The two strangers each had been nursing their drinks for the past half hour. The one who did most of the talking was a heavy set stocky fellow with dark curly hair and a chubby face that looked friendly. He had a soft somewhat high voice and nodded a lot when he spoke. He sipped a Guinness.


  His friend was the one who made Duncan uneasy. A big man, close to 6’ 6”, an imposing figure who looked incredibly fit and strong for someone who appeared to be past his prime, perhaps in his early 40s, as his hair sported spots of gray and his face weathered lines. It was his face that disturbed Duncan the most, and more specifically, his eyes.


  The eyes were cold, a killer’s eyes. Duncan knew the type because he’d worked at the prison once, a long time ago, and he’d seen his share of murderers. Not all of them had this particular look, but the ones that did, he’d always kept clear of. It was the look of a predator, a wolf, eyes that spoke out loud, that said no one they encountered could best them. I’m the top of the food chain. The tall man sitting at his bar had these eyes.


  The man made Duncan uncomfortable, and Duncan was not spooked easily. After all, he was the champion arm wrestler of Kilgarvan, and at six foot one inch, he was an imposing figure himself who not only owned Duncan’s Pub and tended bar but also served as resident bouncer. Still, it was one thing to throw out a drunken lug from your establishment, and quite another to tangle with a killer. After all, Duncan used his muscles to prevent bloodshed, not inflict it.


  The man sipped his whiskey, straight, no ice. He licked his lips, all the while keeping his eyes on Duncan. He didn’t blink.


  “No, thank you. We’ll keep to these,” the man said. His voice was emotionless, yet penetrating, like a gun with a silencer.


  Duncan swallowed. “Just let me know if I can get you anything.”


  “Certainly. Thank you so much,” the chubby man smiled. “You’re very thoughtful.”


  “And you two are the oddest couple I’ve ever seen,” Duncan thought.


  He turned away from the two men, and his eyes fell upon the welcome sight of O’Leary, one of his regulars, the regular in his opinion. Duncan’s Pub had been open for 11 years, and Duncan remembered clearly opening for business that first day and within the first five minutes of unlocking the front door, seeing O’Leary saunter in with a big smile and saying, “Pour me a stout, why don’t ya?” That’s how it had begun, and now 11 years later, that’s how it continued.


  “Pour me a stout, why don’t ya?” O’Leary said. He looked over at the two strangers sitting at the bar to his right.


  Duncan opened the tap and poured a frothy dark one into a tall mug. He slapped it in front O’Leary.


  “Ah, I thank you,” O’Leary said, lifting the mug to his lips and drawing in a long sip of the hearty brew.


  “No. Thank you,” Duncan said.


  “Me? What for? You’re the one who’s working,” O’Leary said.


  “You keep me sane. It’s good to see you every day,” Duncan said. His eyes roved back towards the two strangers, and O’Leary followed them.


  O’Leary nodded. “I know what you mean.”


  Duncan was able to have this conversation with O’Leary, in such close proximity to the two strangers, because as usual on a weekday afternoon after work, Duncan’s Pub was packed, packed and loud.


  Funny about noise, Duncan thought. It starts off low, then grows louder as the next guy raises his voice so his friend can hear, and then the next guy does the same, and so on and so on. You’d think it would reach the point where it would burst the eardrums, but it doesn’t. Day after day the same thing happens. Suddenly, it gets quiet, all by itself, and inevitably someone makes a loud off color joke, breaking the silence, allowing the cycle to begin again.


  It was loud now, and though the two strangers sat close to O’Leary, separated only by Tim and Tina, two other regulars who Duncan didn’t know as well as O’Leary since they only came in once a month or so, it was easy to hold a conversation without worry that they’d be heard.


  Duncan didn’t know how old O’Leary was. He had looked to be in his 60s on that day 11 years ago when he had first come into the pub, and he still looked like he was in his 60s now. He was thin but had a round frame, and Duncan imagined he must have been a chubby young man. He had very fine hair and very coarse skin, no doubt from his career as a fisherman. He was retired now. His face could be harsh with all its weathered lines, but as soon as he smiled, all the harshness disappeared and he became as warm as everyone’s favorite grandfather.


  Duncan didn’t know if 11 years ago O’Leary simply looked older than he was, or if nowadays he simply looked great for his age. Duncan just hoped the man remained healthy and kept coming in. Sickness in old age came on fast. He had seen it with his dad, and now with his mother. They go on and on in apparent good health claiming they’re going to live to 90, but when sickness comes to a 70 year-old, serious sickness, the body just doesn’t recover. Duncan didn’t want to see O’Leary sick.


  “Just how old are you, O’Leary?” Duncan asked.


  O’Leary sipped his stout and placed the mug on the bar. “Old enough to drink as many of these as I want.”


  “You watching your health?” Duncan asked.


  “Take my medicine every day,” O’Leary said, raising his glass.


  Duncan laughed. He happened to notice the clock on the wall opposite the bar.


  “You’re here early today,” Duncan said. “What’s the occasion?”


  “The wife’s out shopping,” O’Leary said.


  “You rascal,” Duncan said.


  He noticed the two strangers looking around the bar, as if they were looking for someone. He told himself to leave well enough alone, to attend to the customers at the other end of the bar, but the man with the cold eyes suddenly looked perplexed. The expression caught Duncan’s curiosity. Still, he wanted nothing more to do with these two men, at least not until he had finished with the customers at the other end of the bar. Duncan was about to turn to those customers when he realized the man had caught him staring.


  “Oops,” Duncan thought, and he grinned. How to get out of this one? He decided to simply do his job, and that would take care of it. He stepped towards the two strangers.


  “You look like your wheels are turning,” Duncan said. “Something on your mind I can help you with?”


  “No one’s smoking. A pub without cigarette smoke. Why is that?” The tall stranger asked.


  “Welcome to the 21st century,” said Tim, who sat just to the men’s left.


  The stranger turned towards Tim and glared at him with wide opened eyes. “It’s a new law,” Duncan said. “No more smoking in the workplace, which includes the 10,000 pubs here in Ireland. If you want to smoke, you’ll have to go outside.”


  “Ireland, the world’s healthiest place to live,” O’Leary said, lifting his beer mug. “Damned health minister!” Tim said.


  The tall man turned to his chubby friend. “Why didn’t you know about this?”


  The chubby man shrugged. “I don’t know. I didn’t see anything in the literature about it.”


  “Don’t come down on your buddy too hard,” Duncan said. “It’s a brand new law. I’m sure it’s not in any of the travel guides yet. I hope you weren’t looking forward to that smoke too badly. You gentlemen on vacation?”


  “No. Business,” said the tall man.


  “I see. What do you do?” Duncan asked.


  The man made direct eye contact with Duncan but didn’t offer an answer, at least not by speaking. His eyes, they did the talking, and Duncan knew what they were saying, “Stop asking me questions.”


  “We’re in the travel business,” said the chubby man. “That’s why we’re a bit put out that we didn’t know about the ‘no smoking’ law. It’s our job to know these things.”


  “Travel business,” Duncan repeated. “Are you going to write up a report on my pub? Should I be on my best behavior?”


  The chubby man chuckled. “No, it’s not like that. We’re more interested in the people doing the traveling than the places they travel to. We’re sort of like the People’s Choice awards. We don’t rate the places we visit ourselves, but we talk to the real life travelers and see what they have to say. Do you get many travelers here, or do you serve mostly locals?”


  “Locals, for sure. Very few travelers,” Duncan answered. “On any given month you’d be the only ones, but it must be the week for visitors.”


  “You’ve had some tourists in this week?” the chubby man asked.


  “One. A man. Pretty sure he’s an American. He talks like an American.”


  “He sounds like the kind of man we’d like to talk to,” the chubby man said.


  “Really? Too bad, because you’d learn much more if you talked to one of the regulars,” Duncan said.


  The chubby man smiled. “Don’t worry. We don’t publish negative reviews. That’s not what we’re about. We’re interested only in people’s experiences in foreign lands. We’re not critics. We’re about human interest stories. It’s too bad we missed this guy.”


  “He’s been in more than once. Maybe he’ll come in again today,” Duncan said. He looked at his watch. “Around this time, too. Maybe you’ll get lucky.”


  “Maybe,” the chubby man said.


  Duncan noticed the chubby man’s beer mug was nearly empty.


  “Are you sure I can’t get you another? Duncan asked.


  “You know, I think I will have another, thank you very much.”


  “Another Guinness?” Duncan asked, just to make sure.


  “Yes.”


  Duncan looked at the tall man, still nursing his whiskey. The tall man shook his head.


  “No thank you,” the man said.


  Duncan moved to the tap. “You are one creepy looking guy,” he thought. “The sooner you’re out of here, the better!”


  As he poured the beer, he thought about what the chubby man had just said, and he didn’t buy it. Travel business. He didn’t think so. They didn’t look the part. At least the tall guy didn’t. He had killer written all over him. Maybe to other people he didn’t look so obvious, but it was Duncan’s job to know people inside and out, and the vibes he got from this guy weren’t good. Whether he was some sort of international agent, CIA perhaps, or hired gun or even terrorist, it didn’t matter. Duncan wanted him out of his bar.


  “Your kind is the last thing we need,” Duncan thought. “Ireland has enough of its own problems. We don’t need violence from the outside.”


  Duncan filled the mug with a fresh Guinness. He turned and gave the chubby man his drink.


  The front door opened, and Duncan saw the American visitor. His gut told him to keep his mouth shut, but the chubby guy had said the American was the type of person they wanted to talk to, as part of their travel business. Maybe he’d call their bluff and see what happened.


  “You gentlemen are in luck,” Duncan said. “Our American tourist just came in for his afternoon brew.”


  The two men looked over their shoulders.


  The tall American, about 6’2”, and lanky, had the slim yet fit look of a runner. He wore dark clothing, blue jeans and a dark blue sweatshirt with a hood which bunched up behind his neck. His white running shoes helped him bounce when he walked. His hair was jet black, wavy, and it possessed a gel shine. He had handsome blue eyes that put people at ease. He appeared a friendly chap.


  He approached his usual table, a small circular job meant for two. Though the pub was packed, the small table was still available. Most of the patrons of Duncan’s Pub preferred to either stand or hang out by the bar.


  Duncan and the two strangers weren’t the only ones who noticed the American come through the door.


  Brenda, Duncan’s best waitress, was already moving his way. He had just sat down, when she leaned her attractive body against him so that her hips touched his shoulder. She made it a point to touch all the male customers. Duncan let her do it because it was good for business. She had a way of doing it without coming across trashy. She came off like a kid sister who hadn’t seen her “brothers” in months. The men loved it, and they loved her. They rewarded her by giving her the best tips in the house. Duncan didn’t mind because they also stayed longer and bought more beer.


  She and the American struck up a conversation, and Duncan knew Brenda would soon be approaching the bar with the man’s order, a mug of frothy ale.


  “Does he always come in alone?” the tall man asked.


  “Yeah,” Duncan answered. “Always picks the same table, right there, gets himself a beer and some dinner, and has a good time.”


  “You’ve never seen him with anyone else?” The tall man asked.


  “No,” Duncan said. “Why do you ask?”


  Again, the man answered with his eyes, and they were none too happy.


  “We ask different questions of solo travelers compared to couples or groups,” the chubby man said. “Just doing our homework before we go over there and talk to him.”


  “I see,” Duncan said.


  The tall man reached into his pocket and tossed some money onto the bar.


  “Thank you for the drinks,” he said. He stood from his seat, and his chubby friend followed. Together they approached the American.


  Duncan took the money, nodded in approval at the size of the tip, and turned to deposit the cash in the cash register.


  “Is it a full moon tonight, you think?” O’Leary asked.


  “Why do you ask?” Duncan said, looking over his shoulder.


  “Those two.”


  “You noticed?”


  Duncan closed the cash drawer and approached his friend.


  “Noticed? I felt it!”


  “The only thing you feel is a hangover in the morning!” Brenda said, coming up behind O’Leary and planting a friendly kiss on the back of his ear.


  O’Leary smiled upon seeing Brenda. “I can still feel more than that, just ask my wife! Or perhaps you’d like a demonstration?”


  “I have asked your wife, and I don’t have the two hours it’ll take to get you started!” Brenda shot back, bringing howls from the patrons on both sides of O’Leary. “Our American friend will have his usual,” she said to Duncan.


  “Thank you, Brenda,” Duncan said. He looked into the crowd to see the two strangers approaching the American’s table.


  “Travel business,” Duncan muttered, shaking his head. His stomach suddenly felt sour.


  O’Leary made another off color joke causing more hearty laughter from the crowd around the bar. Duncan smiled and poured the ale for the American.


  “Good old O’Leary,” Duncan thought. “How can anything bad happen with him around?”


  CHAPTER 5


  “Kathryn, where’s your mother?” Papa asked.


  The question hit Adam in the face like a brick. He looked across the living room at his mother, and she looked as mortified as he felt. He wanted to ask his grandfather, you don’t know?


  “Ma?” Kathryn said.


  Papa nodded. His eyes were expectant, but Adam also saw fear in them, as if he knew what Kathryn was going to say.


  “Ma died,” Kathryn whispered. “Three years after you.”


  “Died?” Papa said, his voice barely audible. He closed his eyes, squeezing them tightly together. His bottom lip quivered. His cheeks flushed red, and as he sat there, with his eyes shut tight, he looked like a child blocking out the world.


  “Daddy, are you okay?” Kathryn asked.


  He opened his eyes. They were puffy and swollen. He sniffled.


  “How?” He asked.


  “Just old age,” Kathryn said. “She went peacefully, in her sleep.”


  “Good,” Papa muttered. He sighed. “I really wanted to see your mother.”


  “I’m sorry,” Kathryn said.


  Adam thought about his grandfather’s words and wondered, “Why didn’t you?”


  “If you don’t mind my asking,” Adam said. “Why didn’t you pick a date when Nana was still alive? Why come back when she’s—how come you didn’t know?”


  “I don’t mind your asking,” Papa said. “I didn’t pick an exact date because I couldn’t. The machine I used worked with decades. I couldn’t pick one date. I couldn’t even pick an exact year. I had to pick a decade. I chose the first decade after I died because I didn’t want to come back while I was still alive. You’re not supposed to do that. I don’t really understand the reasons why, but supposedly you’re not supposed to travel to a time in which you exist already because with two of the same people in the same time frame, I think that’s what they called it, a time frame, it would have a dangerous effect. You’d both be sick, and they say, you’d both die. I didn’t want that.”


  “What kind of a time machine doesn’t let you pick an exact date to travel to?” Adam asked. It was a rhetorical question.


  “A cheap one,” Papa answered. “It was the only model I could afford. Yes, even five hundred years from now, everything still comes down to money.”


  “I w-want to go for a ride in one,” Sandy slurred.


  “No can do,” Papa said. “The machine doesn’t exist anymore. It disintegrated.”


  “Did you have an accident?” Kathryn asked.


  “No. The cheap model also happened to be the one way model,” Papa said.


  “What’s the one way model?” Adam asked.


  “It only goes one way, then disintegrates. It’s like a paper plate. Use it once, throw it away,” Papa said.


  “What’s the point of that?” Adam asked. It didn’t seem to make much sense to him.


  “It’s just cheaper,” Papa said. “Most people don’t use them because you can’t get back. I didn’t want to go back.”


  “But why even make them?” Adam asked. “If you can’t get back, what’s the point?”


  Papa shrugged. “Why make a Slinky? Because it’s cheap and someone will buy it.”


  “Sounds like they’d be illegal,” Adam said.


  “In some places they are,” Papa said.


  “So, you’re stuck here, then?” Kathryn asked.


  “I wouldn’t put it that way. I want to be here. But no, I won’t be hopping back into my time machine to revisit history, or to see your mother. I can’t do that. I’m here to stay.”


  CHAPTER 6


  He called the American by name.


  “Mr. Peterson?”


  The young man, the American, sitting alone at the small circular table inside Duncan’s Pub, looked up from his ale. There was a distant look in his eyes, as if he had been deep in thought, and Roderick detected some sadness in them, which would make sense. The man finally focused his eyes on Roderick, and that’s when he tensed, his lips rearing back, teeth clenching, shoulders tightening, and he almost knocked over his beer.


  “Easy now, Mr. Peterson, we don’t want to make a scene,” Roderick said, his voice quiet, calm, emotionless.


  “W-who are you?” Peterson asked. “How do you know my name?”


  “Remain seated, Mr. Peterson. I know you didn’t expect to meet anyone here tonight calling you by name, at least not anyone of the male persuasion,” Roderick said.


  Peterson winced. “Who are you?”


  Roderick pulled up a chair and sat next to the American. He nodded at Chauncey, and his partner understood his meaning. They had worked together so long now they could communicate without speaking. Roderick liked it this way, as he preferred to use as few words as possible. Chauncey found a chair and sat across from the fugitive.


  “My name is Roderick. This is my partner, Chauncey.”


  Chauncey nodded and smiled at Peterson.


  “We know why you’re here, Mr. Peterson,” Roderick said. “And I’m reasonably certain you know who we are and why we’re here.”


  Peterson shook his head. “No idea. I’m here for the beer. You?”


  “Don’t play coy with me, Peterson. It insults me, and I don’t like to be insulted. You’re here to find Linda.”


  “Linda? Linda who?”


  “Your face betrays you, Peterson. It’s lost its color,” Roderick said.


  “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”


  Chauncey cleared his throat. “Don’t make this any more difficult than it has to be, Mr. Peterson. You know you can’t see her.”


  “You don’t belong here, Peterson,” Roderick said.


  “I didn’t belong there,” Peterson snapped. “I wasn’t born in that time.”


  “Nonetheless, you lived there,” Roderick said. “And you knew the rules.”


  “The rules?” Peterson asked.


  “Yes, the rules about—” Chauncey paused to lower his voice. “—time travel. You’re supposed to be an observer. You’re not supposed to interact with anyone who knew you.”


  “You can’t be with the girl,” Roderick said.


  “Girl?” Peterson said.


  “You still deny you know her? You’re a lousy liar, Peterson,” Roderick said. He could tell Peterson was close to crumbling. His body trembled, and when he reached for his beer mug, he nearly knocked it over again. Roderick grabbed the mug and steadied it. “Let’s not give the wait staff extra work tonight, right?”


  “Why can’t you just leave me alone?” Peterson asked, looking straight down at the table.


  “Because it’s the law,” Roderick said.


  “The law,” Peterson muttered. He pounded his elbows onto the table and buried his head into his hands, yanking on the strands of slick black hair.


  “Easy now. No need to make a spectacle of yourself,” Roderick said.


  Peterson sat there with his face buried in his hands for several moments. He drew in a deep breath before uncovering his face and wiping his moist eyes with the backs of his hands.


  “Why do you care if I see Linda or not?” He asked. “Why does anyone care? I’m not harming anyone.”


  “You wouldn’t think so, but in all actuality you would be,” Chauncey said. “You contact Linda, she’d learn things she’d have no business learning. It would change history. That’s hurting things.”


  “No it’s not,” Peterson said.


  “You’re saying that because you’re too emotionally involved to see things clearly. Look, we know how painful this is to you,” Chauncey said.


  “No, you don’t.”


  “We have no choice,” Chauncey said.


  “Sure you do. You can walk out the front door and leave me the hell alone.”


  Chauncey shook his head. “No, we can’t do that.”


  “To hell you can’t! Who the hell do you think you are?”


  “Keep your voice down, please,” Chauncey said.


  “Why the hell should I?”


  Roderick glanced at the bar. He noticed the bartender watching them closely. Alright, he had let his partner use the sweet old lady approach long enough. Time to take off the kid gloves.


  “You will keep your voice down because I tell you to keep your voice down, because it is in your best interest, and in the best interest of your woman friend.”


  “Is that a threat?”


  “No, it’s a fact,” Roderick answered. “Here are some more facts for you to chew on. We are special agents from the future. From the government which exists in the time you left. It is our duty to take you back. And we will take you back, whether you cooperate or not. The choice is not yours.”


  “Have you met with Linda yet?” Chauncey asked.


  “I’m not answering your questions!”


  “If he had, he wouldn’t be here, alone,” Roderick said. “We are going to leave this bar, together, the three of us, and we’re going to leave normally, quietly, without causing a scene.”


  “In your dreams,” Peterson said. “You said you know about me, that you understand my pain.”


  Chauncey nodded. “We’re familiar with your case, yes.”


  “My case? It’s my life! You can’t know my pain. We had one year together, one year! That’s it!”


  “We know,” Chauncey said softly.


  Roderick fought the urge to slap Chauncey across the face. His partner was such the sentimental fool, but he was not without wisdom, and on more than one occasion, his methods had worked, and difficult suspects had been converted into cooperative prisoners. For this reason alone, he allowed Peterson to continue his emotional storytelling.


  “It was on our one year wedding anniversary. We were driving back from a skiing trip when we hit a patch of black ice, and I lost control of the car. I was killed. Died at the scene. End of story. End of life.


  “Or so I was told, when I awoke in the future. Welcome to a new life, they said. New life! They had done such a good job bringing me back, I had all my memories intact. Linda was still my life. Oh yeah, one little problem. She’s been dead for five hundred some odd years. Oops!


  “How can you people not expect me to come back? And now you’re telling me, that after all my searching, when I’m this close, when I know she’s going walk through that door at any minute, you’re telling me I can’t be with my wife again? Well, screw you!”


  “Think of what it would do to her if she were to see you again,” Chauncey said. “She thinks you’re dead.”


  “Screw you!”


  “How do you know she’ll be walking through that door any minute from now?” Roderick asked.


  Peterson turned to Roderick. “Because, I traced her here, to this country, to this town, to this bar, to this night! According to my friend, the waitress over there, she’s due to walk through that door any second.”


  Roderick glanced at the front door. They had chatted long enough.


  “We must leave now,” he said. “Mr. Peterson, come with us.”
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