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Time Travel Adventures of The 1800 Club

BOOK 6

The Mark Twain Mission

The Premise
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The Time Travel Adventures Of The 1800 Club is a 21st Century haven for people seeking to escape New York City’s frantic pace. Dressed in clothes their ancestors might have worn during the 1800s, members enjoy foods of the period and read periodicals featuring news of a particular date in the 1800s. However, the 1800 Club also has an astounding secret. . . Time Travel. Members travel back in time, nudging famous persons and key events just enough to ensure history unfolds, as it should. Guardians-of-the-past, living in the future, send robotic probes back through the ages, discovered that, at critical time-junctures, pivotal figures stray from vital tasks and actions. These Time Watchers of the past can’t go back and fix the glitch in the timeline because the atmosphere they breathe has been cleaned up over the years and the air of the past is almost unbreathable for them. Then an 1800 Club member from the 2022 is sent back to guarantee that events get back on track. The 1800 Club’s members aid Lincoln, Roosevelt, Bat Masterson, Mark Twain and many others. Without subtle interventions by these unknown agents, the famous might have been only footnotes, rather than giants of history.
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DATE: JANUARY 22, 2019  TIME: 10:15 AM  PLACE: 1800 CLUB NEW YORK CITY
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Bill Scott, president of the 1800 Club, was oiling the hinges on the door of his den. He swung it open and closed and smiled as he said to himself. “Good job, Bill. Always said there’s nothing that can’t be fixed with a small shot of lubricating oil.” He wiped the tip of the small can and put it in the desk drawer of his newly arrived 1860 Victorian Davenport desk. 

He grinned as he remembered the two young workmen he hired in August of 1865 to lug it up the stairs to his den. He knew the den they were putting it in looked as though it was a typical room of 1865 but forgot he purchased the desk in the hot month of August, 1865 and now they were entering his den in the cold of January, 2019 and his fireplace was roaring.

“Boy! You sure like your room warm, sir!” Quipped one of them wiping his brow.

“Ahh, yes.” Bill answered, “Actually I’m having my chimney inspected and this is part of the test.”

He quickly paid them and as they walked back down the enclosed stairwell that led to the 1800 Club’s garden, Bill entered, August 2, 1865 into his Time Frequency Modulator then opened the door leading to the garden they had entered with the desk.

The young men smiled gratefully as he tipped them before opening the garden gate for them before going back to his own time to find that Matt, his right-hand-man, had placed a mug of hot chocolate and a round black and white cookie on his new desk while he was out.

Good ol’ Matt. He thought, He must have gone back to 1957 and picked up some of my favorite cookies from Steven’s Ice Cream Parlor in Brooklyn while I was selecting the new desk.

Ping! Bill put down the chipped Donald Duck mug he was sipping his hot chocolate from and opened his communicator.

Greetings, Grandpa! I’m at a conference so cannot bring you this message personally. Love, Your Grandson, Edmund Scott.

From The History Watchers Group.

Bill. For some reason the great American writer Samuel Clemmons, better known, as Mark Twain seems to have disappeared! We’ll send you all the information and timeline when we have it all gathered together. Thank you, The History Watchers.  

Bill signed off and got out his list of club members. At least he thought, Edmund just sent me a text and I don’t have to put out my cigar. He stood up and went over to his bookcases and began to look for references to Mark Twain. Boy, he thought as he removed a leather bound book: ‘Samuel (Mark Twain) Clemens,’ it’d be fun to go down the Mississippi River on a steamboat.”
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DATELINE: JUNE 6, 1883  PLACE: MISSISSIPPI RIVER, NEW ORLEANS, LOUISIANA
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A butterfly drone flew over the dark, muddy waters of the Mississippi River. It looked out of place because everyone knows that butterflies don’t fly in a straight line; they tend to meander and float along on the wind. The scene in front of the lone butterfly went from bright sunshine to a wall of dark water. The drone automatically went vertical and let the wall of water flow beneath its wings. The water was filled with parts of houses, boats, trees and other debris. It also carried humans. 

The butterfly-drone recorded the scene in the passionless, mechanically correctness it was designed to do. After the water’s tremendous flow was reduced to a trickle the butterfly flew away.
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DATELINE: JANUARY 22, 2069 10:22 AM  PLACE: THE HISTORY WATCHER’S GROUP, NEW YORK CITY
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History Watcher, Joseph Sergi took a small bite out of the meatball sandwich his wife made him for lunch as he looked at the hologram downloading the view the butterfly-drone recorded 186 years ago. He tried to wipe away a dollop of red sauce that somehow dripped onto the front of his shirt as he stood at the long conference table where the other four members of the History Watcher’s group sat. 

“Let’s see what the probe has seen,” he said as he reached over to begin viewing the hologram. “June 6, 1883,” he said. “That seems to be the last time anyone saw him.”

“This isn’t good,” Alexis Shuntly said shaking her head, flopping her short-cut gray hair side to side as she squinted through her thick glasses. “I’m getting a bad feeling about this.” 

John Hyder was writing on a pad, looking intent as if he were trying to remember something. He stopped, looked out the window and said while twisting his reddish blond and gray sideburns between his fingers  “What year did he write The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn?” 

Sergi answered as he watched the river rush at the drone, “1885.” 

“Bad news,” said Hyder. “Bad news.” He was scribbling again in his notepad. “If he disappears in ’83, we’re going to have a lot of people missing some of his best works.” 

“Worse,” said Jerry Sullivan, who sat at the end of the long table. Jerry flipped back his longish curly hair and his wide girth caused his chair to squeak as he shifted his weight. “His stories had more than an entertainment value, as I’m sure you all know. He brought out a justice that was missing in his day. His stories taught harmony in a tough time. He preached brotherly love through his Huckleberry Finn character. He had the boy on the river show everyone who read it how kindness and understanding could bring peace and harmony to the world. His writings will not only be missed, but the generations of writers who were inspired by him just will not happen.” 

“Uh-oh! Look at this,” said Sergi pointing at the hologram. The others turned and looked at the scene unfolding before them.

The wall of dirty brown water rushed at them as seen through the sensors of the butterfly-drone and they all instinctively ducked. The sudden vertical flight of the drone left most of them with a drop in the pit of their stomachs. The next scene looked down on the rushing waters, which were loaded with usually Earth-bound objects . . . many still moving. Most of the watchers looked away while Sergi sat down and clicked the hologram off. 

Maryellen Muldey cleared her throat, which broke the silence.

“I feel we have to look at this in a different way. It’s not just Samuel Clemens or Mark Twain, as he was known as, I think we also have to see how damaging this event will be to New Orleans.” 

John Hyder stood up and began to pace. “Um, we know for certain that on June 6, 1883, Twain was on the steamboat Natchez for a trip upriver from New Orleans for a rest. And now the drone shows us that there’s a flood or something on that date and Samuel Clemens was never seen after that date. Coincidence?” Hyder shook his head. “I don’t think so. I think the Natchez was swamped or sunk and that’s why Clemens hasn’t been seen since then. I think we have to send another drone back to a later date to see how bad the flood was, what caused it and determine if he reappears at all.”

“I agree,” said Muldey. “I read where New Orleans was devastated back in 2005 and if there was something similar in 1883 it would have been worse. They didn’t have the resources back then to recover.” 

Sergi went to the door and opened it. Outside sat Ted Mehan, Head of the Robotic/Drone Group. He or one of his group, were always on call whenever the History Watchers were in session. The slim young man entered the office at Sergi’s wave. He stood before the group and had his notebook at the ready for instructions.

Sergi closed the door behind him and said, “Ted, we have to send another drone back.”

Ted nodded and made a notation. “Time?” 

Sergi looked at the group, his eyebrows arched in question. 

Muldey spoke up. “I’d suggest another eight days after the latest visit.” She closed her eyes in thought. “I’d say June 14, 1883. Do you agree?” 

They all nodded, and Ted noted it in his book. He then asked, “Place?” 

“Same as the last,” Muldey responded. “New Orleans. Full scan of the entire city from five thousand feet up, right down to sea level. Try to get some fix on the levees. Maybe we can see the extent of the damage to them.”

Ted finished writing and closed his book. “Got it. I’ll send it out right away and have the results ready in about three hours.”

Ted left the group and went down to his office. He entered the room and the lights automatically came on revealing a wall full with drones on shelves. He selected a Hawk robot/drone and brought it down. He handled the ‘bot as he said to himself, “This mission needs a bigger drone with a longer loiter time and the ability to carry infra red camera as well as black and white and audio.”

Next he took the robot to a worktable and said, “Okay ‘bird-bot’ we have a mission for you.” Ted opened the ‘bot’s belly hatch and took out two electronic leads which he attached to his laptop. He then typed in the GPS coordinates the group wanted to video. Next he took a battery from another shelf and inserted it into the bot’s battery holder. He pressed a small button and the ‘bot stirred.

“Good,” he said, “Power is flowing.” Ted then opened a small compartment and placed in two Power Pellets as he said to himself, “Two K-6 pellets that will power the small rocket and bring it to New Orleans in one hour. Check! GPS coordinates: Check! New battery: Check!” He closed the hatch and smoothed the ‘bot’s feathers. “One Hawk Drone ready for it’s mission back in time.”

Ted took the ‘bot to the Time Conversion door and greeted Ed, the security guard.

“Hi Ed, how’s it going?”

“Good and you, Ted?”

“The same.”

The guard opened his computer as he asked, “Date?”

“June 14, 1883, 10:00 A.M.” He watched as the guard typed the information he had given him into the laptop. The man then took a small plastic bag from his top drawer and said as he offered it to Ted, “Pretty far back, Ted. Want some Nose Filters?”

“Yeah, guess I better. The air is pretty bad back there.” He took the bag and put it in his pocket as the door to the staircase opened for him. “See you in a few minutes, Ed.” 

Ted then went down the stone steps. Once at the bottom he opened the plastic bag and inserted the filters into his nostrils.  He then took out his Time Frequency Modulator and after entering his password added, June 14, 1883, 10:00 A.M. Ted then pressed the ‘Activate’ button, opened the security door and stepped out into the garden.
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DATELINE: JUNE 13, 1883, 10:00 A.M.  PLACE: THE HISTORY WATCHER’S ENCLOSED GARDEN, NEW YORK CITY
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The History Watcher’s garden was a large round patch of greenery with a small brook containing goldfish and a few frogs. Although the eight foot high stone walls were designed primarily for Ted to launch and retrieve his drones without the public knowing of it, the History Watchers enjoyed having their lunch or coffee breaks there. Ted held the Hawk ‘bot in both hands then tossed it up and watched as it’s wings flapped and it flew in a circle as it climbed. “Safe trip, my little friend. I’ll see you when you return,” whispered a proud Ted as the ‘bot quickly flew too high to be seen.
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