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Prologue

Let’s get my writing juices flowing again...

After twenty years Foster Bryant never thought he’d be dipping his pen into the inkwell again. But here he sat with all the information he had gathered from a scientist from the future and his own family. 

After writing Sarah’s Choice, and Keeper Of Her Love, two science fiction novels, he didn’t think his life would encounter more unbelievable events, but it had. Though, inconceivable to most folks, the events were very real to him and his family. 

Writing in the title, Time’s Secrets, Foster wrote his penname, Josh Grant and after much deliberation, and a few rewrites, he began his novel.

One

Do not relent, was the advice Zof gave himself while his android insisted that he destroy his latest creation, a ten year old girl android.

Adamant, Zof Silas rubbed his weary eyes.

“I think you should destroy it,” his android and life companion insisted once more.

“This project is my best model.” He wore a continuous slump from fatigue and turned to his android, Quaiser. “You know I’ve worked on her for a long time. She’s the closest model to being human.”

“Exactly!” snapped Quaiser. “If the government finds out about this, they’ll not only destroy it, but you’ll be imprisoned, if not executed!”

Zof slammed his fist against the table, “She! Not it!” he reprimanded his friend. “I’ve been working for the government since I was taking from my home and parents forty years ago, in 2025 when I was twenty! You were my first android and I don’t see you complaining about the way I built you thirty years ago!”

Quaiser eyed him critically. “Of course not, I’m programmed to government specs; it... she’s not!” He pointed to the child on the slab of marble. “You know androids are not programmed with emotions, only logic. You have broken the law with that girl!”

Zof gave out a long, heavy sigh. “I know but this is 2072, things should be different by now. And losing my wife over twenty years ago and not having children of my own, I only designed her on a whim. I never thought—-”

“Maybe you should have,” his android stated sarcastically. “She’ll never pass as one of my kind, or a human either,” he was reminded again. “At the yearly registering and testing, her emotions will be detected.”

“I’ll not register her.”

“You must,” Quaiser rebuked in exasperation. “She’ll have no birth certificate to pass as human.”

Zof gazed somberly at the form. She looked about ten, and he hadn’t given her life yet, but he hadn’t the heart to dismantle her. “So perfect, so perfect,” he mumbled. He was so lonely; his wife, Monika had died too young, barley forty. She was a beautiful woman who shared his life for twenty years. She, like himself, was a scientist and helped design Quaiser, but unbeknownst to him at the time, she had programmed a little, just a tad of human qualities unto the android’s electronic brain. Not too much at first, but to develop over the years so that the man-made machine wouldn’t suspect, until too late. 

His wife had confessed the truth before she died, and he kept her secret. Monika had rebelled against the government’s conditions, but only in his presence. To object verbally would mean imprisonment. So, as far as Quaiser knew, he was built to government’s specs. 

“Well?” Quaiser’s voice was laden with insistence, breaking through his sad thoughts.

Zof scratched his whiskered chin. “I’ll get her a birth certificate,” he answered simply.

Quaiser’s brows rose. “How? Counterfeits are detected immediately. And I need not remind you that if you’re caught with one, same conclusion. Death!”

“No, I need no reminder, my friend. But, I do have an idea. We’ll travel back in time.”

“Now I know you’re completely crazy,” scoffed Quaiser.

Zof retrieved a tin box from his desk. Opening it, he picked up an ancient time piece and book, handing it to his android. “This novel was written around the late eighteen hundreds, many years after the Civil War. I had read it when I was young and surmised that the book and watch have a connection. A David Kish had done some time traveling with the ancient time piece. According to the book, the watch has powers to transport humans through time.” 

“Did that man, David write it?” asked Quaiser. “Though I cannot know why that interests me.” 

“No, but a man by the name of Josh Grant had written it. And the novel and watch were placed in this box. I found it buried in the cellar of an old condemned house before it was destroyed. I used to play there as a child. I had forgotten about it until I was cleaning out my desk drawer.”

Quaiser studied the object and stated the obvious, “It has no stem.”

He nodded. “I suspect it was removed so it wouldn’t work. Going back in time is dangerous, it can alter the future but I have to take the chance. I’ll insert a stem that will be a simple task, its finding roots for my daughter that’ll be a task. We’ll go back and talk to this Josh Grant.”

Quaiser looked skeptical. “How do you know how to use it?  And why am I going along with such an idiotic proposal?”

“How hard can it be?” Zof surmised. “You wind it back to go to the past and forward to go to the future. You don’t have to be a rocket scientist,” he added in jest. Quaiser didn’t find the humor in his banter. And, Zof found it wasn’t as easy as he thought. 

After inserting a stem, and contemplating for a few minutes, Zof wound the timepiece back. The first attempt landed them in the middle of an Indian attack. As they crouched behind a covered wagon, his android groused, “I don’t like the idea of being scalped. You’re in no danger, being bald.”

“This is no time for levity and stop bellyaching, you can survive a close haircut.” The android had no verbal comment for that just then, but produced a bitter laugh. “I’ll wind it forward,” Zof added quickly and moments before they vanished, an arrow hit the dirt at his feet. The second attempt placed them amongst a crowd watching a parade.

“What the hell are those things?” Quaiser pointed up to the sky.

“I believe they’re giant balloons,” his hot breath causing the cold air to mist. “Some sort of symbol in this era. Once, it was a tradition on Thanksgiving to—-” 

“Thanksgiving?”

“Never mind, I’m freezing and I think I’m getting the hang of this. Let’s see. So many minutes equal a year, so if I wind it backwards for...hum? Yes, this should do it.” Quaiser harrumphed, but his gaze never left the sky until they vanished and they appeared in an alleyway. Zof gazed around and declared, “So this is what New York City looked like in the nineteenth century. Look,” he pointed, “that’s the building.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes. Forty-four, 5th, Avenue, it’s the address in the book of the Publishing Company. Come.” He tugged on Quaiser’s sleeve impatiently. When they entered, a pretty red head, dressed in a gray suit sat behind a desk. She looked up causing her glasses to slide down her thin nose. “May I help you?”

“Yes,” answered Zof, “I’m Zof Silas and I’m looking to speak with the publisher.”

She sat straight up. “Do you have an appointment? Mr. Sills never sees—-”

“No,” piped up Quaiser, “we’ve only arrived in the city and it’s important to speak with your employer.” 

Zof did not miss the android give the receptionist a hard stare, since he was not programmed with patience. The red head paid little attention to Quaiser’s tall frame and strange clothing; her gaze was riveted to the handsome android’s features. Zof saw her face take on a dreamy expression as she studied his android’s enticing dark eyes, broad forehead and firm chin. 

“Ahem!” Zof cleared his throat. The android was a magnificent species, but in his century, all androids were exceptional men and women. “Miss!?” She blinked at him as if she were in a trance and nodded. “Just a minute, I’ll see if he’s seeing anyone.”

He jabbed Quaiser. “Did you hypnotize her?” Androids could put a person into a trance without the party’s knowledge. His companion put on his best innocent look. “Me?” Then proclaimed that given such talents is a waste if one cannot use them. 

Zof’s answer was a snort and a few moments later, she returned and said that her boss was very busy but could spare a few minutes. He thanked her, claiming he’d not take up much of her employer’s time. But when a young man, also dressed in gray, came from around his desk to greet them, Zof gave Quaiser a quizzical look, he was too young. Zof’s heart sank.

“I’m afraid we’ve made a mistake, Mr. Sills,” he confessed. “I’m looking for the fellow who published this book, Sarah’s Choice. The author was, I assume in his forties at the time.”

The young man smiled. “Oh, you must mean my father. He retired. I’m Bruce. Can I be of any assistance?”

“We would like to meet this Josh Grant, the author of this book.”

“Hmmm,” Bruce tapped his cleft chin with a pencil. “His address has to be in the files somewhere, sir. I remember, he worked for a small paper as a type setter and wrote a weekly column about living in the south during the Civil War. His books were best sellers. A little farfetched but the public seemed to have liked them. He even wrote about man-made creatures that looked and acted human. Can you believe that?”

Quaiser opened his mouth to add his thoughts, but Zof spoke up and said, “It does stretch one’s imagination, doesn’t it.”

“Yes, it certainly does. But, be that as it may, the gentleman is still alive. He comes in for a residual check every so often, but he’s very old and has become sort of a recluse. And Josh Grant was his penname, his real name is Foster Bryant and he resides at thirty-three, Lincoln Avenue.” 

Zof thanked Bruce and tipped his hat at the receptionist before leaving but her eyes were still glued to Quaiser. They walked down the cobble stone street, sidestepping horse dung and trash. Quaiser coughed from the smoke from the coal burning stoves polluting the air with smut. He said it was a wonder how mankind ever survived until their century, which was not an improved era, mused Zof. 

Then they were there. The Whitestone building stood across the street. As they were about to cross, a carriage raced by and the android quickly pulled Zof out of harm’s way. Nervously, he wiped the sweat from his brow and followed his tall companion. 

Quaiser knocked. Many minutes passed before the door yawned open.

“Yes,” a voice cracked. A gentleman, leaning on a cane appeared. His hair was full, but snow white and a pencil thin mustache ledged dry, wrinkled lips. Eyelids dropped over cloudy blue eyes, so that when he looked up, his irises seemed to have disappeared. And his face was proof of a hard and painful life. He wore a silk, maroon smoking jacket, exposing his knees and bony legs. 

“Are you Foster Bryant?” asked Zof.

“Yes, who are you?” He leaned more heavily on the cane, his legs shaking.

“Sorry to bother you. I’m, Zof Silas and this is Quaiser, err... he’s my friend. Can we have a few minutes of your time? We’ve come from afar; very far.”

Foster stepped aside and motioned them in. “Time is all I have, gentlemen.” They followed him into the parlor. “May I offer you gentlemen a drink?” He sat with a grunt, not waiting for their answer. “Please sit,” he motioned with a shaky hand.

“No, no, we’re fine,” assured Zof as he looked around.

“I insist. My neck cannot take the strain of looking up at your giant friend. What brings you here? It’s been a long time since I’ve had callers.”

As Zof complied, his android walked about and studied the room carefully. He was programmed for details to put into his memory chip. He held no curiosity for the conversation; his only interest was every stick of furniture and object surrounding him. This Foster Bryant didn’t seem to mind and he was given the man’s full attention. He cleared his throat. “I’ll get right to the point. I’m from the future.” He pulled the watch out from a pocket and dangled it before Foster’s stunned eyes and his droopy lids opened a bit wider. 

“My, God! Where d-did you g-get that?!” his voice quivered. “The last time I saw that thing was when David and Sarah showed up to take Erica, m-my wife b-back to the future. How did you find it?” he repeated.

“That’s not important, but I will tell you that Quaiser is an android, not human.” Seeing Foster’s confused expression, he quickly explained that an android was man-made to look and act as a human, but in reality he was a machine. “These Ra’s, Replica Acumen are also known as Cyborg and robots, but that last term was what they were called when first made and looked nothing like humans. We have come a long way.”  

Foster blinked. “God, from my experiences, I have to believe you and he turned to address Quaiser. “You certainly look real.”

“I am!” Quaiser sounded a bit indignant which did not surprise Zof. He ignored the quirk in his android’s behavior. The Cyborg should’ve neither been insulted or flattered.

“How I’d love to see the future but I’m very old and have outlived my wife,” declared the elderly man.

“All your children, too?” he asked startled.

“Only one,” he answered sadly. But you haven’t answered my question. Why are you here?”

Zof squirmed uncomfortable fearing the man’s reaction to his answer. “I need a birth certificate.” The reaction he got didn’t surprise him but all Foster said was, “Why?”

“I built a child android, not with legal specs.”

His android, who was now listening, interjected noticing the confused look in Foster’s eyes. “He constructed one, an android, with emotions, which is against our law. We are logical, knowledgeable to the zenith, superior in strength, able to have sex, eat, sleep, although not needed, and can pass to the naked eye as flesh and blood humans.” He didn’t blink when he proudly stated, “No character flaws, like a conscience or emotions.”

Foster’s confusion was definitely etched on his continence and he murmured, “I’m not sure if the android’s last comment was disapproval or gratefulness.” 

Zof smothered a laugh and he quickly explained all. 

“So much information to swallow in a short time, it boggles my mind that you, sir, created a human child. If I hadn’t traveled in time himself, I’d have surely believed you two are crazed. I have to assume anything would be possible, even creating a human in the future.”  

Quaiser’s statement must have triggered the man’s next words, and he asked, “What’s so bad about giving her emotions?” 

Zof sighed. “If my government discovers what I’ve done, they’ll destroy her and me.”

Foster tapped his cane on the floor. “I thought my life was strange. This is unbelievable, and I still don’t understand what this has to do with me?”

“You were the only one who would comprehend time travel, except for David and Sarah but I had no way of finding them. How many children did you have?” he changed the subject.

Foster’s eyes watered. “Three boys and one girl, but...” he wiped a tear away. “Our daughter, Elayne died at the age of eighteen, in 1893. My wife, finding it hard to accept was never the same. She was from the twenty-first century, the year 2014 and our daughter could’ve been saved and this made my Erica so ill. She couldn’t help our daughter who had tuberculosis. There was no way to get her to the future for drugs that could have saved our daughter’s life.”

Zof gave his condolences and hated to ask but he had to. “Please, don’t think I’m crass, but would you have Elayne’s birth certificate and a picture?”

Foster scratched his chin. “I think Erica kept all important papers in an old cigar box. And my one son was a photographer; we all had been photographed one time or another.” He rose rickety and walked over to a secretary. After opening a few draws, he lifted out a box, opened it and ruffled through some papers. 

“Here it is. Hmmm, that’s strange; her name is written in on the 13th, of July, but not the year.” His hands shook rubbing his thumb absentmindedly over a faded black and white picture. “I’m sorry but this is very taxing on my emotions. I still recall the day Drew, my youngest son had taken the picture. Not long after Elayne’s death, my son was beaten so badly, he was never the same, mentally.”

Zof couldn’t believe his luck, but he was sorry to have drugged up unhappy memories and he said so to Foster. “Do you mind Foster, may I have the certificate?”

Foster sighed. “I don’t see why not. I have no use for it.”

“Also, might I use you pen and ink to fill in the year that I constructed my girl android? Again I’m sorry to have brought up so many sad memories but I need the picture and please tell me the color of her hair and eyes, and her full height. Also, I need you to tell Quaiser your family’s history, up to her death. I know this doesn’t mean much to you, but your daughter will live in the future.”

“May I have a few minutes?” Foster asked and sat down at his desk. “For some inconceivable reason I’d like to write something down on a piece of paper. I’m not sure why, but being the author of two science fiction books, I have a feeling that it might be important someday.” He then gave Zof what he had asked for.

Foster touched his lips. “Give her a kiss for me.”

Two

I should have told her the truth, now it’s too late...

Zof reprimanded himself.

“You must eat something, dad.” A big dose of exasperation was in his daughter’s tone.

He pushed away the soup. “Daughter, I’m dying. Nourishment will not cure me,” he rasped, sorry he was so short with Elayne. “Now, my sweet,” he patted the bed, beckoning her to sit, “I need to tell you something important.” It was 2080 and it has been eight years after his trip to the past, to Manhattan, N.Y. She pouted. 

“Father, please, you must save your strength,” she pleaded. The dear child refused to believe he was dying. “Oh, father you’re not old and what will I do without you? You’re all I have, except for Quaiser. But he’s no replacement for a father no matter how much I love the man-made android.” 

“Daughter,” he coughed, “I want you to get an old tin box out of the top drawer in my desk and put in under your bed. You’re to read the letter I left for you, after my demise.”

“No, father, you’re not dying. Please,” she wept, placing her head on his chest.

Zof patted her platinum locks, sorry he had to leave her but she had given him eight happy years. Elayne was a loving and obedient child. He had programmed childhood memories into her chip, giving her a mother who died five years after the false date stated on the birth certificate. This document had to be registered when a child reached eighteen and hers passed inspection. The records show her to be born July 13th, 2062, but actually he gave life to a ten year old body in 2072. He and Quaiser are the only ones knowing the truth.

Maturing into a beautiful, loving young woman, his wife would have been proud of her, and him, for his bravely filling her wishes. He modeled the child after the picture and description Foster had given him. Eyes so blue, so clear, they sparkled like stars on a moonlit night. So many times he had forgotten that she was an android, but when he did remember, his conscience gnawed at him like red ants; all the lies he had programmed into her chip; lies of a childhood and a mother. Friends, class mates, even a broken heart from her first crush. All things a real young girl would experience. Lies telling her that she was special and smarter because of her photo- graphic memory and the ability to do more than teens her own age. 

Elayne had no idea of what she really was capable of, what talents she possessed. Her maturity to grow into a true android wouldn’t appear until later in life, when she could handle the truth. He had planned it so, but now, because fate intervened, she needed to know. He prayed she could handle it, being so young. But he had made her strong; he had faith in his creation.

“Elayne baby, promise me you’ll open the box only after my burial.”

For now, Elayne patronize him. “All right,” she sniffled, wiping her runny nose on the corner of the sheet, feeling fatigue pull around her eyes. Tears fell and her heart was breaking.

She buried her father a week later.

In her distraught state, she had forgotten about her promise until one day she dropped her mother’s ring; it rolled under the bed. With a curse, she knelt and looked for it her hand hit something making her frown. It was then she remembered the box, pulled it out and placed it aside to continue searching for the ring that had been on her finger for as far back as she could recall. She rubbed the moonstone bringing to mind her father saying it was the color of her mother’s hair.

Elayne had happy memories of her mother but she pushed them aside; she was weepy enough. Sitting on the bed, she studied the rusty old box and wondered what could be so important. Now her curiosity won over her sorrow and slowly, her finger’s opened it. Inside was a book, a watch and a letter. An ill at ease sensation ran through her, and she wasn’t certain if she wanted to read her father’s words. She sighed wearily, opened the paper and read:

My dear Elayne, please don’t hate me for what I have done, but you are entitled

to know the truth. I loved you as if you were of my own blood.

Her stomach clenched not liking where this was going. His own blood? she reflected.

You, my darling were the creation of my heart. You have the right to know and

decide whether to live in this cold century, or go back to a time when people were

all human. No man-made super beings.  

Sweat beaded on her upper lip and trickled down between her breasts. “Ohhh, father, please don’t tell me what I’m suspecting.” His next words proved her worst fears. 

You are an android, but more human than a machine. Yes, my love, you’re my

creation; my pride; my joy. I couldn’t have loved you more if you were created 

by my loins and not by my hands. Please forgive the lies of my heart,

your father forever.

The paper floated to the floor. Tears fell silently down her trembling mouth.

Elayne sat for many minutes, shocked beyond belief. She starred into space, her mind reeling, her eyes cloudy from tears. Then it happened; her petrified scream bounced off the cold walls. Every fiber of her being quaked uncontrollably as the screams continued until her throat was raw and her head felt as if it would explode.

Quaiser transported into Elayne’s room without her knowledge and he grabbed her trembling body. He knew. Yes, knew. This day was inevitable but he hadn’t planned on feeling such empathy for the girl. He had suspected for some time that his creator might have slipped in a bit of emotion into his chip. Why else would he feel sorry for her? He had to be strong; he was a Cyborg, wasn’t he? He stood tall, his gaze fixed on the distraught girl.

“Can I help?” He kept his voice flat. Though the years, he had watched her develop. Against his logical programming, he grew close to the child, though he never let her and Zof know. He suspected Monika was responsible for the glitch in his circuits.

“Elayne, you are an android. Your father made you strong. Act like one. Zof wouldn’t want you acting so human.” he kept his tone emotionless.

Elayne pushed him away. “What did I expect, you’re a robot, and you have no feelings! Oh...God! So am I! No! I refuse to believe it. I have compassion; true feelings.”

“You know the truth,” he replied bluntly, ignoring her insult by calling him a robot.

She raised her tear filled eyes, pleadingly. “Say it’s not true. Say it’s a lie.” She swallowed, but the hoarseness of her voice remained. “It just couldn’t be. Oh, how I wish it so,” the girl cried.

“I cannot,” Quaiser admitted truthfully. “You’re an android. Against my better judgment, your father gave you human qualities and life. You should’ve been destroyed, but Zof couldn’t. He took a great risk. Why do you bawl so? You’re no different now than before you knew the reality. You’re still the same person.” She glowered at him and she sat on the bed, drawing in a labored breath, and then hiccupped. Her vision appeared blurred by tears hanging upon her lashes. Wiping her nose on her sleeve she asked the only question he knew she would. 

“How? How did he get away with it?”

Quaiser paced. “He left you a birth certificate inside the book. Read the novel, it’ll explain most of it, and then I’ll tell you the rest.” 

He left before she could ask him anymore questions

Three

I’m in no mood to read...

Elayne knew if she wanted to know the whole story, she must. The book was opened along with a hard sniffle and with trembling hands. With her speed reading skills the novel was finished in a half an hour. Elayne slammed the book shut feeling as if she had just closed a chapter in her life she could not handle. And then she looked up and saw the android standing and wondered when he had reappeared. With a toss of the book she said, trying to control her jumbled emotions, “So, it seems eons ago, a man, named David Kish found that watch making it possible for him to travel back in time.” The android nodded but made no reply.

She inhaled deeply and picked up the time piece. “Tell me the rest,” she asked morbidly.

“We went back in time to see the author of that book.”

“Why?”

“Zof needed an authentic birth certificate on paper made from wood, not made like today, from synthetics. As you know, real paper is stored underground for government use only and birth documents.” He then proceeded to tell her of the journey and of the girl born in the eighteen hundreds, who died and was the true owner of the certificate. 

Elayne studied the paper. It was a lie. Her life was a lie; so many secrets. She wasn’t a real person. Renewed tears fell. “Tell me,” she sniffled, wiping her nose on her metallic sleeve, “how much of my life is real and how much is programmed into my chip?”

“Maybe it is better that you don’t know.” He spoke like a true android; logic first.

“If that’s true, father wouldn’t have told me the truth. I want to... No! I need to know!”

Quaiser’s stoic face seemed to fall, just a little. And, she believed he was trying so hard not to let her break through his armor. “Zof created you at the age of ten.” She pulled in her brows and let out a suffering breath. “So, my memories of my mother, her death was never real.”

“No, and yes,” he murmured. “Zof had a wife, but the truth is she died long before you were created. She was beautiful, and you would have loved her just the same. She would have been proud knowing you; she always thought androids should have emotions. Your father gave you a few years of knowing her, don’t let the truth destroy your memory, real or not.”

Her shoulder’s shook. “I wish I was never born. Born? Ha!” She laughed but it wasn’t from joy. Elayne did not know whether to love or hate her father at that moment. 

“Are you going to sit there all day feeling sorry for yourself?”

“What do you care, robot?!” she scoffed. She had insulted him again by calling him a robot. So what! She had every right to feel that way; it wasn’t every day a girl finds out that she’s not human. 

“I do not care! I knew your father should have dismantled you. Emotions have no purpose in the universe,” he stated frankly.

“Maybe you’re right,” her shoulders slumped more, if possible. “Maybe, I’d be better off heartless.” He ignored her self-pity doldrums and asked, “What are you going to do?”

“I don’t know.” So miserable, she believed the android might be right. She was part machine, she had to harden herself. What good are emotions? “Leave me, I must think. I must choose to live one way or another.” He disregarded her logical observation and said, “I need to tell you Elayne Bryant’s family history after her death.”

“What do I care,” she pouted. Again the android overlooked her reasoning. 

“Your father felt it necessary that I relay this to you. In fact, he insisted.” He folded his arms and looked down his long, perfect nose at her. “If only Zof had. Well, it seems that it does not matter now,” he claimed. 

Quaiser told her about the visit to this Foster Bryant with her father. “As things became worse, it seems this girl, Elayne; your namesake’s mother’s health dwindled after her death. A brother, Drew was beaten, near death and never recovered mentally. Another brother, Reece traveled the European countries and disappeared. These contributed to the mother’s early demise. It seems his eldest son Adam was a doctor, who never married.”

Elayne looked up and made a face but Quaiser vanished in a flash of a bright light. Alone she paced to the end of her cubical, then back. Father, what should I do? Why? Why? She repeated over and over, pondering on her predicament. After long, excruciating minutes battering her conscience, she knew what had to be done.

And she’d do it! Yes, my mind is made up and that android will not change it!

The next morning Elayne summoned the android knowing she get a lecture for her plan. When Quaiser entered the room she braced herself, but he showed no emotions, not that she expected any. Before she opened her mouth, he said, “So you’re going back?” It was a statement that came out as a question. “I don’t think that’s wise,” he added bluntly. 

“Yes, I’m going back and Quaiser, I think it’s imperative. And no, maybe not wise, but still I’m going to do it,” she admitted, “with your help.” Seconds stretched as she waited for his answer. Finally, he muttered dubiously. “Me?”

“Do you see anyone else here?” she snapped cynically.

“How?” he asked the obvious, ignoring her sarcasm.

“I hope to go back to the day Elayne Bryant died.”

“Impossible!”

“Was that a pessimistic look?” she asked tongue-in-cheek. “You know it’s not impossible. You have the knowledge of how and where my father went back too; the precise time. How did you do it? I mean how many times did he turn back the hands?”

Quaiser shook his head. “It was touch and go at first, and then he explained how Zof calculated it. It takes so many minutes to go back a decade and then...”

She waved off any further explanations, “Tell me later. I must pack all essentials and...” she paused in mid-sentence to think. “Did this Foster tell you the day his daughter died?”

“April 6th, 1893. But—-”

“No buts.” She sat on the bed, turned on her calculator and handed it to him. “Do it. And explain the process, if you miss the mark I’ll try again myself.” He gave her a sour look but did as she asked. When he had the correct times to turn back the hands to the minutes, she said she’d go tomorrow. “All I have to do is push in the stem. Wish me luck.”

“You know you’ll look out of place in those clothes. Women do not wear metallic pants and leather boots.” She fell back onto the mattress and gazed somberly at the ceiling. “Yes, I never thought of that. What did you and father do?”

Quaiser walked to the window and stared out as if he was looking to the heavens for Zof’s permission to help her.

“Did you get an answer?” she asked smugly.

“I got neither an affirmative or negative response.” He sighed. “I should refuse to let you control me, but you are your father’s daughter, more or less, and Zof had given you his stubbornness. It might just prove to be your strength... and your weakness.”

“Give up and tell me,” she insisted with a big grin. A smile she always used to get her way with her father, but she knew the android was capable of refusing her will. That that was not probable because he had been with her all her life, as far back as she could recall or was programmed to remember. He was different from the cold hearted models; he was Quaiser, her father’s friend and he did have some feeling for Zof and her. 

“This goes against my better judgment,” he proclaimed reluctantly, “but Zof borrowed clothes from the museum. Of course nothing there fit me; the people back then were not as tall as my seven foot frame.”

“Brilliant!” she jumped joyfully, widening her smile, even more. “Thank my lucky stars father didn’t give me the height of other androids, but then if he modeled me after the real Elayne, he couldn’t. Something there should fit me. Well?”

“Well what?” The android schooled his face to show no knowledgeable emotions; an easy feat. She snorted rudely. “Who are you trying to fool by feigning ignorance?”

“All right, all right,” he conceded. “I’ll be back late tonight. I have to wait until the place closes.”

She folded her arms. “I’ll be waiting.” 

He reached into a pocket. “Here. I’m supposed to give you this sealed envelope. It’s something the author wrote and gave it to Zof. I was only to give it to you if you decided to go. You’re to give it to Foster Bryant.” 

Elayne shrugged and nodded. “Okay, see you later.” Again she produced a winning smile. Quaiser couldn’t resist either; he’s not as heartless as he thinks!

“I’m sure,” he mumbled and left, this time through the door. “Was that a grumble?” she teased. “Remember!” she hollered, believing he was already gone, but knowing he could hear her, “father created you too. Are you sure he didn’t sneak in some emotions, just a wee bit!” She fell back and had a good laugh and it felt so good. Oh, father...I don’t hate you.

The next morning, Elayne braided her long platinum hair, tied it with a yellow ribbon, dressed in a gown of pale blue gingham and a faded blue bonnet and looked at her reflection in the long mirror. Except for being a few inches short, she couldn’t believe how perfect the dress fit her five foot, six inch height. 

Apparently, she was taller than most women of that era, but short for her own century, especially androids. Quaiser brought back a contraption they called a corset, but she refused to wear the confining thing, beside she didn’t need it. Her father had lovingly programmed a small waist and generous breasts, which delighted her
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