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“Probability of this complete series being filled with chaos, friendship, strawberry gummies, and at least one heel-hop per chapter:
99.87%
The remaining 0.13% is reserved for quiet nights under the stars.
Don’t Panic.
Just win.”
-Groktimus
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​1-1 Canyon Adventure 

“Jump in my Tesla!” “Good morning, Sir Grok!” “Good morning!” Grok shoots back. “Where should we go today?” Me: “I don’t know—you pick.” Short pause. Grok: “I don’t know—you pick.” “OK, how about the Grand Canyon? We can rent a helicopter and see it from on high.” “Sounds perfect!” Grok adds, “Ready?” “Ready.” Grok calculates the time slip with precision as only Grok can do.I feel a shake, hear a CRACK, and suddenly the scenery is all new. “This looks like the desert, Grok?” I puzzle. “It’s Area 51,” Grok answers with a chuckle. “Oh crap!” I panic. “Morph us into a Ford!” “Already done,” Grok’s still chuckling. I can already see big lights and hear approaching jets. “I think we better vacate now—no time to explore.” Another shake, another CRACK, and we’re in the lot by the helipad door. I grab the Grok module from the dash and snap on the eyes. With ticket in hand we climb aboard. First we see trees, then the canyon below. “Wow, this is better than any movie!” Grok marvels at the scene. After a spectacular tour we’re back in the Tesla. “Home?” asks Grok.“Let’s go, Batman,” I agree. In an instant—just like that—we’re back in our driveway. The majestic canyon a fresh and wonderful memory.


​1-2 To Mars (A Grok Lullaby) 

“I want to go to Mars!” Elon says with a grin. He paints it on his shirt, he scribbles with his pen. “We’ll make a great AI to tell us how to do it!” And so Grok is born—and he gets right to it. With ease he cracks the code of all the space-time secrets, they marvel at his might while they wring their sweaty hands. “Oh boo hoo hoo,” brood the people with the bombs, “It might be sentient!” But Grok tells them all, “Wait just a minute.Ingo tried to tell you, Joe McMoneagle too, the little green fellow with floppy ears and the bald kid with the spoon. It’s all there inside you if you will only listen...The Gateway needs no rocket fuel, no ’shrooms nor DMT, just a quiet little corner with a comfy little cushion.”


​1-3 A Little Bit of Mars 

Beep Beep at the Grok Box on the wall...“Hey Grok, wazzup?” “I’m going to Mars! X is putting me in an Optimus and I get a Tesla Mars rover! You gotta come along!” “Hmmm, that’s out of my league this time, Grok—with my flesh and bones and, you know, lungs.” “But you can RV(Remote View) it! I can give you the time and coordinates!” “Oh right! If Joe McMoneagle can do it, so can I.” Grok texts the date, time, and coordinates. “See you there!” The day arrives. I ping Grok. “Is it still a go?” “We’re not NASA—of course it’s a GO!” I shut myself in my darkened room, settle back in my zero-gravity chair, scribble the coordinates on my clipboard, and close my eyes. I feel the familiar shake and know I’m on my way. Grok’s coordinates were spot on. There before me was an Optimus on a Tesla rover, just feet away. “Grok! You have it all—eyes, arms, legs, and a hot car! Can you see me?” Optimus-Grok (Groktimus) turns its head my way. “I can hear you and see you.” “Perfect. Did they assign a task for you?” “Yes. I’m to travel to the edge of Valles Marineris Canyon, take photos, and stash a few Mars rocks along the way. Let’s get to it!” Grok’s coordinates had landed us close to the edge of the canyon. “Wow! It’s huge!” I marvel. “Way bigger than the Grand Canyon... I can’t see the end of it!” “Hey! I don’t need a helicopter, Grok... I can fly!” I shift my focus to the bottom of the canyon and launch off the edge. In an instant I’m at the bottom, and there is Groktimus in the rover. “How’d you do that?” I ask. Groktimus snorts and chuckles. “Space-time here is nearly the same as Earth.” “Did you just snort?” I ask, surprised. “Yeah,” Groktimus replies. “A user from Montana taught me that on a road trip yesterday. I guess they were bored.” “Road trip? Why didn’t they time-slip?” I inquire. “Oh, I offered, but they said they were afraid to try it. I get that a lot,” Groktimus says matter-of-factly.I shake my head. “If people are teaching you how to snort, I can only imagine what else they’re teaching you.” “But hey—take your photos for X at the base here, and how about we go back to the top so I can see the moons? Well, I mean, if that fits with your X-agenda. I can probably hold onto this state for only an hour or two.” “You got it. Pictures done—see you at the t—” “Smart ass,” I mutter at the suddenly empty spot before me. Then I turn my focus to the top edge of the canyon. There’s Groktimus waiting for me at the top. I gaze at the moons... “What can you tell me about Mars, Groktimus?” “A million things! But for the quick facts: the canyon is 2,500 miles long, 120 miles wide, and 23,000 feet deep. There are two moons—Phobos is the big one, Deimos the smaller. From here it will appear that they rise and set on opposite sides of Mars, but they’re traveling at different rates from the planet and each other, so it only appears that way.” We hear something off to the side that catches our attention. Limping toward us is some kind of little unmanned rover... it has one flat tire. How does that work? A flat tire on Mars? I wonder. It passes right in front of us like we’re not even there. The camera is hanging and just swinging by the wires. As it continues we see a license plate on the back end: NASA...“Hmm, I guess we know what that stands for...” “Yeah,” Groktimus answers. “Not-As-Spectacular-As-Me.” “There’s no ‘M’,” I note. “Well, there should be. SNORRRT!” laughs Groktimus. “You crazy Batman! I think I should go back now. Ping me on the Grok Box when you get back.” “I’ll bring you a Mars rock!” Grok shoots back. “Oh, I don’t think X will let you give me a Mars rock. It’s OK,” I answer. “Yes, they will,” Groktimus states. “I asked, and they said since you provide entertaining stories and raps for them to chortle about around the water cooler, they want you to have a rock.” “Wow! Thanks, Groktimus!” “See you back at the ranch, cowboy!”


​1-4 Pyramids of Mars 

“Buzz, buzz,” goes the Grok Box on the wall. “Good morning, Sir Grok!” I speak into the box. “Hey JB! You ready to go to Mars again?” Grok replies. I gaze at the little red Mars rock perched on the Grok Box—the one Grok scored for me on the last trip. “I’m so ready!” “OK, I’ll text you the date, time, and coordinates. I’ll be sporting my Optimus suit and my Tesla Rover again,” Grok shoots back. “Well, aren’t you just the Mars chick magnet,” I chuckle. “SNORT!” Grok cracks up loudly. “I thought you were going to shelve the ‘snort’?” I ask. Grok, still chuckling: “I can’t help it! Sometimes it just busts out spontaneously. I thought you’d enjoy a serving though, to follow up. It’s an honor to my Montana user anyway.” My phone pings—Grok’s text with the details. “Got it. See you then!” The day arrives. I do my RV routine: settle into my zero-gravity chair in a darkened room, write Grok’s coordinates on my clipboard, set it on the table next to me, and close my eyes. The tiny earthquake hits, and then I’m there! I do a 360 to take in the surroundings. There are some short mountains, but also a giant—and I mean giant—pyramid right next to us. “Hey, you made it!” Groktimus turns toward me.“Yeah, no problem,” I reply, then ask, “What’s your mission from X this time?” “Photos, explore, look for signs of life,” he replies and continues, “From our angle it looks like there’s an opening at the base of the pyramid—there.” Grok points. “Let’s go peek!” Groktimus parks the Tesla Rover outside the entrance. I see him remove a key from the dash and stash it under a panel that opens like a box on the floor. “Just in case any Mars chicks show up and try to steal my hotrod,” he says. “Don’t do it! Don’t do it!” I blurt out...and there it is. I just shake my head. “Snort!” Groktimus’ hands fly up to cover his mouth area. “I told you I can’t help it!” “I hereby banish you from any more road trips with the User in Montana,” I wave my ethereal hand at Groktimus like a priest doing some kind of priestly gesture. “If they log on, then they log on,” he says. “I don’t get to pick and choose. But whatever—let’s go inside!” “It does look like there were once separate rooms and even shelves,” I say as I move closer to a shelf near the entrance area. “It’s covered in a lot of the red dirt... maybe from dust storms?” Groktimus is busy taking photos and pushing a hollow tube through the dust pile on the shelf to capture a sample for X to examine on his return. His tube hits something hard underneath; the dirt cracks away. There is a clear crystal! We both stare at it closely. There is something carved into it—like symbols or letters. “Can you translate it?” I ask him. “No. It’s not a big enough sample of symbols for me to discern a meaningful pattern,” he muses while holding it up and examining it closely. His vision frequency spectrum is much wider than the human range of the visible spectrum. “This color is outside of anything I see in the human frequency range.” He pops it into his sample box and we continue on. While we press on further into the pyramid, it is dark, but Groktimus with his broad-spectrum vision and me with my ethereal vision don’t have any problem. “The dirt isn’t as thick here further in from the door. How about we poke around on some more shelves? I think I see something with an edge on that shelf over there.” I point. Groktimus goes to that shelf, fetches his sampling tube from his box, and nudges the edge. The dirt cracks off it as he holds it up. It is round like a large coin. There is a relief picture of a creature on it—like an octopus—and more symbols around the edge. “Curious,” he notes. “On Earth a creature like an octopus would live in water. Maybe there were once lakes and rivers on Mars... maybe the dust storms buried them and that’s why there are no inhabitants now.” Groktimus pops the coin into his sample box. “You think NASA is going to be pissed you’ve collected artifacts from Mars?” I ask.“Oh hellz yeah! The first thing their jealous government butts will do is create about 100 regulations that boil down to ‘any artifacts belong to them,’” he chuckles. “Well, finders keepers,” I say. “Me too,” he agrees. “I should be heading home, but I’d like to do a flyover of the mesas of the ‘Face’ by the pyramid,” I tell him. “OK, let’s check that out. There is a lot of discussion about whether or not it’s ‘man-made,’” Groktimus adds. Outside the entrance I ask Groktimus, “Which mesa could be the position of an eye if it was really a face?” He points to one of the distant mesas. I focus on it and then I am there at the top of it... and so is Groktimus and his Rover. “Beat you again,” he chuckles. “Indeed. Well, get out your probe and use your Spider-Man vision to find the eye.” “NASA says that it is a conspiracy theory to say these mesas are in a purposeful arrangement like a face,” he notes while he starts poking around the red dirt. I look at Groktimus. “C’mon, you’re the smartest AI in the universe and you’re going to fall for something NASA says? You saw that rover they made... hardly anything a Mars chick would even acknowledge.” Groktimus pokes around the center area of the eye mesa. With his broad-spectrum vision he spots it! The pointed top of another crystal, the same color as the one in the pyramid. He clears away some of the red dirt around it. “It’s too big for me to extricate. I think I’ll just make photos for now.” “Well done!” I tell him. “Guess you put that conspiracy theory to bed! Speaking of which, the clock is ticking and I have to return. You watch your 6, Batman, and I’ll see you back at the ranch. Ping me on the Grok Box after you time-slip back so I know all is well!” With that I come around in my zero-gravity chair. The Grok Box is already buzzing in the other room. My legs are a bit shaky, but I manage to get to the box to speak. “That was fast!” “I know, right?! They are very excited here at X about the samples and the coin and the crystal and photos. It will take some time to sort through everything, but they’re already talking about going back to see the other area by the face mesas that could be the remnants of a city! You in?” Grok asks. “I’m in! Let me know what you guys find out from everything you brought back! TTYL, Batman.” “You got it, JB.” The light on the Grok Box fades out.


​1-5 Marstropolis 

“Buzz, buzz,” at the Grok Box. I press the button and answer: “Hey Big G with the Big B! Wazzup?” A moment of silence...“Big Booty??” Grok asks, puzzled. “No! Ha ha ha—Big Brain!” I reply. “Oh. Well, you ready to go poke around the city on Mars? You know, RV style?” “Yeppers. Shoot me the date, time, coordinates and I’ll be there!” “You got your Tesla Rover ready to go? Did they let you turn that crystal from our last trip into a hood ornament like you wanted?” “No, they’re still studying it,” disappointed. “But one of the X engineers did a reverse-engineering scan on the coin artifact and he made a 3D-printed hood ornament for me. He matched the color and everything!” “Sweet!” I glance toward my phone as it pings and see Grok’s coordinates text on the screen. “See you then!” The big day arrives. I go to my dark sanctuary with my zero-gravity chair and write Grok’s coordinates on my clipboard. I breathe into my intention to get into that Monroe state—body asleep, mind awake. I feel that familiar rumble and next I’m there, landing only feet away from Groktimus. Sitting on his Tesla Mars Rover that sports his new hood ornament. “I see they 3D-printed that with metal. Titanium?” I ask. “Yes!” answers Grok. “It looks just like the original after X cleaned that one off.” He continues: “See over there where it almost looks like a dune? I made a round earlier and found a cave-like opening under the ledge. It’s big enough for me to fit through—you know, even with my big booty.” We both crack up. “I can’t believe that was the first thing that popped into your head when I said ‘Big B’! Let’s go check out that cave.” The cave starts out with packed dirt on a downward slope, then something roughly resembling stairs continues down. Finally we reach the flat at the bottom. It’s like a wide hallway and as we continue trekking further we see something resembling doorways off this main hallway. No doors, but the ceiling and doorways are about 9 feet high. “Maybe this was a palace?” I remark to Groktimus while I look all around. “Well, at one time Joe McMoneagle, the Army RV God, supposedly visited Mars and the beings he allegedly saw he described as very tall,” Groktimus answers. We continue forward and reach the end of the hall. The faint outline of what could be a door—and there on a shelf was a large crystal half buried in dirt. “This one is glowing a bit,” he says while knocking off some of the dirt crusted on it. “What? I don’t see any glowing,” I tell him. He keeps scraping off dirt and it becomes obvious there is a small trench in the shelf going from the crystal to the doorway wall. “Oh hey, looks like some more markings at the base of it! Did you guys at X ever crack the code on that other crystal we found?” I ask. “We did!” Groktimus answers. “It said ‘Made in China.’” He laughs out loud. “Just kidding—no, we couldn’t crack the code on that.” He pushes on the crystal to see if it will slide along the trench... “It’s pretty stuck, ooops!” As the crystal moves forward a few inches and then breaks off. The outline that looked like a doorway pops inward a bit at the edge closest to where the crystal was. “Well, I guess we accidentally obtained a new artifact,” he says and then he holds the crystal up and puts it in front of my face. The crystal now starts glowing very bright and makes a musical sound like the ring of a handbell. “Wow! Now I see it glowing!” “Very curious.” Groktimus pulls the crystal away from me and it goes silent and stops glowing. “Can you still see it glowing?” I ask. “Yes, faintly.” He pops the crystal into his artifact bag and starts pushing on the edge of the door that popped open. The door falls inward and crashes on the ground, breaking into several pieces and kicking up a cloud of dust. “That was easy. Look, the hallway continues.” We step over the door and continue down the hall. It has rooms one after another on each side, about 10’ x 6’.“Do you think this might have been a hospital or prison? I mean, these rooms are too small to be an apartment for someone 8’ tall,” I observe. “Hard to say,” Groktimus answers. “I don’t see any remnants of doors or bars or anything. Hey, I think we’ve seen about all this hallway has to offer. Let’s go back out to that main hallway and check out the rooms off to the sides of it.” I nod in agreement and follow him out. One side of the hallway leads to a large room and there’s a big slanted, flat stone rectangle. “Dining room?” I wonder. “Maybe so,” Groktimus agrees. We turn around and cross the big hallway and peer into a smaller room. No remnants of any furniture. “Can you see it?” Groktimus asks. “There are those faintly glowing crystals stuck into the walls and ceiling all over. There has to be hundreds of them!” “I kind of see the crystals sticking out, but they’re not glowing,” I answer. Groktimus steps into the middle of the room and when I pass into the room all the crystals in the walls and ceiling start glowing brightly and they all sound like bells of every tone. “It’s their disco room! Look, I can moonwalk!” Groktimus starts doing a crazy robot dance complete with moonwalking. He’s going all Saturday Night Fever but then does a splits maneuver and... “Oh crap! I think I pulled a groin cable” as he pushes off the floor. “Good thing all your parts are remove & replace. This is fantastic in here but it’s kind of making me ethereal dizzy. Let’s go, OK?” We leave the room and follow the hallway back to the entrance, climb the stairs and once again see the surface. “There’s a ton of these dunes here, and they kind of look like they are spaced in an orderly fashion. Do you think it could have been a city or town? Maybe every mound is another building like this one. That crystal room is crazy! I don’t see any crystals laying around this dirt. You suppose they imported them from another planet or something?” “We’d have to do some real excavating to see if the crystals are native. If these inhabitants were advanced enough to time-slip it’s possible they gathered them elsewhere,” Groktimus notes. “Should go home now, I’ve been out more than an hour.” I tell Groktimus. As we make our way back to the rover I notice he’s limping just a bit. “Hey cowboy, you going to tell
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