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Here is how Scott described how the TCVTD works: “This machine we have constructed correlates time periods to the micro second using a merging of present time/Location and an exact representation of any other time and location thereby creating a conduit through which a portal is created so that time and this time are bound as a single entity and can be traversed. Using this fraction or section of time as a base point we correlate any other time period adjusting for location using longitude and latitude as well as adjusting for the rotation of the earth to give us a junction point. I can put in a latitude and longitude location, date and time to be placed against our present time using a variance allowance of .0047 seconds, this gives us our traverse junction.” 
	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

A LOOK BACK
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“Study the past if you would define the future.” Confucius

Don Skelton drove up the long path to his recently finished old-fashioned style farmhouse home. As he drove up the gravel drive, he passed the Lab. This used to be the home of Scott Lemuel, inventor, time traveler and friend now living in 79AD Rome. It was presently being used as the home of the Temporal Correlation Vector Transport Device, their research room, and museum. 

Further along, he passed their barn. It had only two horses stabled at present. The other two were given to Scott in Rome at his home in the past.  Beside the barn was an empty plot that had held a temporary mobile home they had occupied while the farmhouse was being built. There were still bare patches but for the most part the space was grassed over. The rest of the drive was bordered by trees on either side. Parking the truck to the right of his home he looked onto the porch to see his wife Honey, curled up and swinging on the porch swing sipping a cup of tea. 

He sat down next to her and took a mug of tea for himself along with a couple of fruit biscuits.   “I stopped in town to see Mac at the Diner. Seems the catering side is doing very well. He said he’s getting a lot of customers from the diner. Word of mouth really does seem to be the best advertising because it’s bringing him a lot more business. Quite a few of the neighboring farms have been using him for the monthly parties, if this keeps up nobody’s going to bring homemade anymore.” He handed a check to Honey. “That’s our cut from the investment money we gave him. We only get five more profit payments and then were out of it.” Honey glanced at the amount and placed it in her purse until she could get it to the bank. 

She turned sleepily to Don, “I got a call from Linus today. He has completely taken over Scott’s store in the forum at Rome and Scott is now retired, or as retired as he will let himself be. Apparently, he is driving Linus nuts still trying to run it. Linus is begging us to come and get Scott for another vacation here.” I thought about it for a second, “maybe we can have him do some research on that set of ruined buildings in the woods. I added a micro-generator to the cabin he stayed in before he went back to Rome. With the new stove and fridge, it should be a comfortable place for him to spend a few weeks. What do you say?” 

Honey nodded sleepily as a warm breeze played lazily over them and handed him one of the returns they kept near in case they got a call from Scott or Linus. Scotts wife Livia was hesitant about using hers and even more so about leaving their home in the past to come to the future. She understood Scott went away with or to see Don and Honey but the thought that they traveled to a far-off time was something she couldn’t completely comprehend. Linus was more adaptable and had taken a couple of trips to the present. He still preferred the Rome of old though having been born there. 

“Don to Scott, Don to Scott, Come in Scott. I waited a bit; Scott didn’t always answer immediately. His familiar voice broke in finally. “Scott here, how ya doing.” “Fine Scott,” I responded “I was wondering if you could do us a favor. We have the wooded site pretty much cleaned out but haven’t investigated the remains of the village in those woods yet, I was wondering if you wouldn’t mind coming back for a while and giving us a hand.” There was a chuckle as Scott keyed in. “Linus has been bugging you to get me out of the way, huh. Guess I have been riding him hard about the shop. He has been changing a lot of things and I have been trying to reign him in. It might be good to get away for a bit, I’ll check with Livia and let you know. Over and out.” 

Don stood up and looked at his wife resting comfortably, her dark hair waving gently in the breeze. “I’ll take one of the horses and ride to the cabin and make sure everything is ready. If I know Livia, she’ll encourage him to take the trip. He always comes back fitter and more cheerful when he has been working on a time project.” Honey nodded and took another sip of tea.

Don saddled a horse and went across the field to the large woods located on his property. Located inside that wooded area was a patch they had spent two years clearing. From appearances it used to be a settlement that had been badly burnt. There was only one complete cabin and from the way it looked the village must have been around anywhere from the 1700 to 1800’s. With Scott's assistance, they had cleared and cleaned the cabin and it had become his living quarters when he was there. Linus had used it as well on the infrequent times he had visited them. 

Opening the cabin door, he straightened up and added fresh flowers picked from the area around the cabin. He checked the fridge and stove, oiled the hinges of the door and waxed the runners of the windows. It was pretty spartan but that was the way Scott and Linus liked it. They had a few spare clothes here and it was kept ready for them any time they wanted to visit. 

Don looked at his surroundings while sitting on the porch. Clearing brush, deadwood and overgrowth had revealed quite a few more foundations. With more clearing, a small village had been discovered that was far more extensive than was at first thought. It seemed that there were twenty-five cabins, three large buildings and several small that had been used as something other than domiciles. The plan was to look back in time and find out what was here and recreate it in the present. This was the task they would give Scott. He could map out the village and find out what the buildings were used for. That would be helpful and keep Scott occupied on something interesting and worthwhile. Over dinner they could discuss his findings and work out a plan for the next day. Eventually they would visit the past and get the feel of it for reproduction.

Honey called him on his return. “Livia has okayed Scott’s visit and he will arrive in half an hour.” Don decided to stick around and wait. He pulled a bottle of Scotch from his saddle bag and placed it on the shelf for Scott. He didn’t drink much or often but a snootful now and then helped him sleep. He did another check of the canned goods on the shelf in case anything was expired. He also checked the case at the rear wall where several MRE’s were left. (Note: MRE stands for Meals Ready to Eat, there are very few in the box of twelve I would consider eatable. Scott likes to run down to the nearest base and keep a box on hand though. Funny thing is Linus considers them a delicacy.) He filled the water jug from the well and sat by the front door again waiting for the arrival of his old friend. 

He heard the horse before he saw it. Around the corner and straight in the saddle rode Scott. “Welcome home Scott!” Don took the horse and placed it in the stables. Scott sat down in the other chair. Don offered him a glass of whisky and soda. Scott looked around at the clearing job Don and Honey had accomplished. “It looks a lot better here; you really are planning on rebuilding the site and renting it out then?” Don nodded, “Yeah, that's what we wanted to talk to you about. To do this right, we need to know what was here, when it was here and what was what. We were hoping you would help us figure it out.” 

Scott smiled at the idea of doing some exploring. Rome for all its glory was becoming frustrating. He was a man of intelligence, foresight and imagination; he had been a friend and advisor to the emperor. Now his friend was no longer in power and he was reduced to a shop owner and a retired one at that. His knowledge couldn’t be used in Rome but here at home he was still liked, wanted, and even respected! 

“Sounds good, I’ve often wondered how far you had gotten since my last visit. I can get an overlook and then match it when I view back in time. My only concern is the blue orb that shows when we are using visual.” I understood what he meant. We still used the viewer that was a sub-unit of the TCVTD to check in on Scott, Livia, and Linus. By connecting the portal to it I could knock on the door and then pull back, so the Orb hovered nearby. When they opened the door, we would either be invited in or the door might close if they wanted privacy. We could even drop off items to them if they needed anything. Every now and then I would drop a fish on Scotts head just for laughs. Livia and Linus were both used to our arrival in this manner and sometimes we would move the orb to the back of the villa and then walk through for a personal visit. 

“I have an answer for the orbs visibility in a manner of speaking, I usually place it fairly high and use a magnification filter that I installed so it’s not as visible. Last time when I looked in on Captain Kidd aboard his ship, he wasn’t aware of us at all, even though we were only fifteen feet above the crow’s nest. I still haven’t seen him go to Oak Island yet but that should be the next voyage or two. I recently added a back filter on the orbs visual crossover circuit so what is behind the orb is projected in front. There is a slight hum when it’s activated but from high up it won’t be noticeable. Anyways we should be able to view and not be seen.” 

Scott looked at the small stables we had installed. We used it for when we were staying on the site working all day and sometimes into the night. “I’m glad you had the forethought to make the stable in period with the cabin. It will be useful when you rent out the cabins to have some horses for people to rent.” We hadn’t thought of doing that, but I considered it might be a good idea. 

“I just remembered something I wanted to tell you Scott, do you remember Frank from the Diner?” Scott nodded, “Well he got tired of retirement already and last year he bought a small farm down the road and is raising pigs and chickens that they use at the diner now. I also found out his names not Frank it’s MacDonald that’s why he named his son Mac!” Scott turned around slowly to face me. “So, old MacDonald has a farm” From the returns on Scotts and my arm came Honeys contralto “Ei, Ei, Ohhhh.” Scott shook his head. “Please tell me that you didn’t call me here just for that.” I was grinning hard but assured him we didn’t.

“So, will you take this on for us?” I thought I already knew the answer. He jumped up and mounted his horse. “I’ll head into the lab now and let you have a report this evening. Am I invited to dinner?” I laughed at that, “Of course. Let us know any time you want to join us and we’ll set a place for you.” I tossed him the keys to the GMC Canyon I had purchased recently. “You’ll have to make do with the truck for a bit, the MG is in the shop for a new transmission.” He let out a whoop and kicked the horse into high gear and went charging off to the lab like the winner of the Kentucky derby.  As I watched him riding swiftly to the Lab, I marveled at how he changed so dramatically when he was working on a project. He was now around seventy-five but seemed to grow younger every time he had a challenge. I mounted my own horse and rode slowly to the house. 

That night over a pot roast dinner, Scott gave us a report on his work. “This is a map of the buildings we have discovered so far. From overhead we can see there are, in fact, thirty cabins and three large buildings. From the position of this one here,” He pointed with the back of his fork to a large foundation closest to the dirt path, “I believe this to be a trading post and or a general store possibly both. Its proximity to the road would make it accessible for trade. This next medium sized foundation seems to me that it would be a mill and grain storage, the facility is close to water and there are remnants of stone that are of a type used for grinding and I have marked some that if pieced together would form an almost perfect circle. The longest of the larger foundations I believe to be a general meeting house. My reasoning on this last is due to its centralized position close to the housing units. Oh, over here to the side nearest the stream you’ll be happy to hear I believe they had a small blacksmith shop.” 

We nodded in agreement with his assessment. “I want to program the viewer to recognize this pattern and then set it for a yearly retrogression starting today to see when this was a viable community. It will detect the period when this was abandoned and why. I can program it to let us know when it’s found it. Then once we know what happened we can go back say five or ten years and see it when it was a going concern” 

I dug out a laptop I had interconnected with the TCVTD and gave it to him. (Note: we have given the TCVTD (Temporal Correlation Vector Transport Device) the name of Fred so if we are on a time trip, we can talk about it openly without anyone being the wiser.) “You can use this for your inputs. It’s connected to Fred. I recently acquired more storage and program boards so we can continue to expand its capabilities.” Scott brought up a TV tray and placed it beside him at the table. He started inputting his program while he ate and talked. It took him about twenty minutes to enter what he needed to. He was done before dessert. “I have it working on the problem now. I have also set an audible signal so when it finds what we’re looking for it will let us know. 

For dessert Honey brought out her mandacheery pie. (Note: This is a pie of Honey’s own creation, it contains a mixture of cherries and mandarin oranges with a sugared puff pastry crust. It is one of our favorites! With Honey’s kind permission I have added the recipe at the end of the book!) I got out some vanilla bean ice cream to have with it. 

As we ate, we suggested possible reasons for the village’s abandonment. We knew there had been a massive fire which burnt down almost all the buildings. Looking at it from above we could see the pattern better. From the buildings that had partial walls we saw indications that a large blast emanated from the back where we supposed a mill was. There was also a slight depression in the foundation that supported this theory. The problem was that none of us could think of a reason a mill would explode in this violent fashion.

Our musings were interrupted by a sharp foghorn blast from our returns. We all jumped, and Scott immediately turned the volume down on the Laptop. He looked at the screen and then at us, “I think we have an answer, mind taking your desserts to the Lab?” Scott grabbed his mug of coffee and I gathered the desserts and the rest of the coffee onto a tray and brought them with us. 

In the Lab we all sat at the desk and I brought up the view screen. What we saw was the immediate aftermath of an explosion. On the screen were people standing in the field nearby and shattered burning cabins where the village was. The building most damaged was the one we assumed to be the mill. It looked like a bomb had gone off. The building next to it was a shamble and on fire. The only cabin that remained was protected by mounds of dirt surrounding three sides and in front it seems a small but long building had taken the brunt of the impact. 

We slowed the image down and reversed till we could see the time before the impact. Scott pulled the viewer back to show a wider area. Freezing the image showed a time at two hours thirty-five minutes before the explosion. It seemed that everyone was outside away from the area in the field and from the looks of things having a party. 

Scott started to go ahead by five-minute increments. From the left side of the screen at minus two minutes we saw on the screen a bright light emanating from the mill. As we went forward in 10 second intervals, we saw the mill explode in a ball of fire that blew it apart and set fire to the building next to it. This building must have had something highly flammable, we assumed lamp oil, as it also exploded into the air spreading fire and wood in all directions. Several of the near cabins were immediately engulfed while those farther were damaged more by the force of the explosion then the fire. 

We went in reverse and looked again at the field. As the initial explosion hit everyone dropped to the dirt. Tables were blown over and people lay there covering their heads. Parents shielded their children under them or by laying in front of them. Several men could be seen walking towards the village after the first explosion when the second explosion hit. The ones walking towards the village were blown off their feet and people again dropped down and covered. Within moments the fire was raging out of control and people grouped together watching in terror. I saw several try to get to the well, but the heat was too much for them. 

In two hours, the fire died out and several people gathered up the courage to explore the remains of the village. There was nothing left of the buildings except the one. People wandered around to see what could be salvaged and we watched as people sadly poked around in what had been their homes. We sat and watched as the evening wore on darkening so that by the glow of improvised torches, we watched everyone gather again in the field and take count of who was there and more importantly if anyone was missing. 

As we watched we saw an old man flop down on the ground his head in his hands and shoulders shaking. A young girl took his hand and walked towards one of the farthest cabins. They seemed to be doing a thorough search of the area. The young girl suddenly tensed and then ran to the furthermost cabin where a partial back wall was all that was left. Beside the wall was a large mass of bricks. The old man ran as fast as he could and joined the girl in clearing the bricks. Several people came to help. We watched as the pile of bricks was quickly depleted. Under the bricks was a long low stool. Two people lifted it up. The old man with shaking hands retrieved a small object wrapped in a cloth. Honey, Scott and I all held our breaths. He peeled the cloth back and a furry face licked him enthusiastically. A cheer went up from everyone as man, girl and the dog walked happily back to the group. 

By the torch lights we watched people gathering up what they could from the remains of the cabins. We saw them place what food they could find and wrap it in bundles. In the field was a long flat cart that was attached to four horses. People placed what they collected onto the cart then the horses and cart were led to the road. We solemnly watched as people went to the road and together began a long journey east. No one looked back. It seemed no one had the heart to try and rebuild. We saw one of the ladies reach into her pocket and put something to her lips. By zooming in I saw it was a harmonica and as I pulled back, I saw and heard them lifting their voices in song and their steps become firm again. They marched off down the road singing “Onward Christian Soldiers”. 

We sat there in silence for a while as we looked at the devastation that remained. In the growing darkness the embers of fire smoldered making patches of red amongst the black. I reset the time back to the explosion and subtracted five minutes. Moving the viewer, the view swooped down and entered the first building. As we thought, it was a mill. The grinding stone was powered by wind or water and bags of flour were stacked on a loft. The loft was well off the floor by at least ten feet on thick beams. From the ceiling hung a pulley system down to a pallet tied by ropes. The pallet was held at about 15 or more feet in the air. 

Following the rope, I moved the viewer slowly up to the pulley and down to the wall where it was tied off. As we were watching the knot started to unravel and slide through the brace on the wall. Next thing we knew the pallet loaded with flour was plummeting downward making the oil lamps flicker in the breeze as it passed. Pulling back, we saw the loaded pallet hit with a violent thud that burst the bags sending flour high into the air in a cloud. In slow motion the flour caught and exploded in a great ball of fire and shrapnel. The brightness of the explosion caused an overload in the optical receiver of Fred and the screen went blank. 

I immediately went to work refitting the optical boards and getting Fred back online. Honey started sketching clothes and listing items that we would need, and Scott called Sandy at the antique store, luckily, she was still open and had some money we could utilize.  Honey handed Scott the Debit Card they kept for his and Linus’s visits so he could get what personal items he wanted; I gave him cash for the money Sandy had waiting. In moments we heard the roar of the truck as Scott headed into town. 

Honey went to the Labs closet where there was a wide array of period clothing for each of us. It was sorted by century and then by every twenty years if there
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