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Prologue

The reader of Tales In Time IV is transported first to the western United States in the 1870s, then to the Jurassic period of earth’s Mesozoic era, then concludes at the Bridge Over the Edge of Time.  Paula, Jeff, Trollamahr, Tairnellig, The Professor, Old Mr. Neighbor, Tangle, Jade and the two guard dragons, Cothridge and Zamble, from the previous books, are all there.
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Chapter 1 – The Time Travel Pod Returns
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The sun was low on the horizon.  The day had been one of uneventfulness to this point.  That was about to change.  There was now, but yet still at considerable distance, a shiny silver object showing in the sky and coming closer.  It was the only thing visible other than the vast emptiness of space.  The lighting was just right, making the object quite brilliant.  Zamble was the first to take notice.  He alerted Cothridge, who confirmed it was indeed something to be reckoned with.  Cothridge and Zamble were at their posts, guarding the bridge over the edge of time.  The location of the bridge was well removed from the activities of most life forms.  Therefore, a new object in the sky, particularly one coming in its direction, was unusual, and required monitoring.

Cothridge, the senior guard dragon, notified Andrew, the logistical onsite research assistant and coordinator for the bridge.  Andrew ceased his project and joined the others.  The three gathered on the approach-way to the bridge and watched the silver object as it came closer and closer.

“It appears to be on a leisurely path,” said Andrew finally.  “I don’t think there is reason to suspect danger.  In fact I have good suspicion it is Jeff and Paula returning from their investigative mission.”

That was precisely what Zamble had spotted.  The returning explorer pod.  In a few moments it glided to a smooth landing at the foot of the bridge.
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“Where have you been?” asked Andrew.  “I was beginning to worry.  You have been gone the better part of the entire day.  You have two guests on board with you.  Who might they be?”

“Hi, Andrew,” answered Paula.  “Yes, we did take extra time returning.  We took two detours.  We stopped to see some unique pieces of history.  One was a rather “not in the history books” localized social phenomena.  It was an old time neighborhood Drive-In hamburger restaurant place.  The other was a major invention of the Industrial Revolution.  It was an automobile assembly factory that used an automated assembly line.  The very first one.  Hope we didn’t take too long, but it was really interesting to see both those things first hand.  But, that aside, you need to know, our mission was totally successful.  We discovered the reason for the abnormalities that were showing on your green line machine.  We were able to resolve the difficulty, and, in so doing, be extremely helpful to our two passengers here.  I would like to introduce the person sitting next to me. She is Atlantis Morganthaller.  Her nickname is Attey.  That is what she prefers.  And the person sitting next to Jeff is Wilton Sunnyday the Third.  He likes to be called Willie.  They had been warped.” 

“Warped?  So that was the trouble,” responded Andrew.  “That rarely happened in days past, but I am seeing more and more of that these last few years.  And focused mainly on earth.  Galactic storms are my best guess.  They seem to cycle every 10,000 years or so.”

“Perhaps we can return Attey and Willie to the point in time just before they were warped,” continued Andrew.  “We could use the river at the edge of time to help establish the needed COR.”

“I’m not so sure that really would work in this case,” said Paula.  “They were traveling alone, in a borrowed space ship.  It broke down on a remote planet.  I don’t think they would want to be returned there.  Or any other alternate COR for that matter.  That would put them in a situation where they would be living double lives.”

“Hmmmm.  That does complicate this a bit doesn’t it?  Let me think about this one.  This could be messy,” said Andrew.

Jeff and Zamble finished securing the explorer pod, and carried everyone’s personal belongings over near the assembled group.  “There,” said Jeff, “I turned the batteries off and locked down the rudder.  Everything is secure.”

“While I am pondering a good solution to Willie and Attey’s situation,” continued Andrew, “let me begin by saying I can provide you with all the comforts you will need while you are here.  You will be totally safe here at our little outpost research station.  Just let me know your needs.  Before we adjourn to find your sleeping quarters though, I want to learn a little about you two.  I know how, when, and where to send Paula and Jeff home whenever they want.  But with you two, that’s different.  That will require some thought.  Come with me everyone, up onto the bridge over the edge of time.  Let us find a point of reference in your past I can see, to help me understand you better.”

Zamble vocalized a gentle roar as the five walked past him and out onto the bridge.

“Thank you, Zamble.  We will be careful,” said Andrew.  “Your dedication here is appreciated more than you know.”

Following a brief explanation describing the Bridge Over the Edge of Time and everyone’s “ewes” and “ahhs” and some “look at that’s,” Attey was instructed to take the nearby binoculars and search along the series of flowing visible events until she located one with which she was familiar.

Several minutes passed.  Finally she became excited and announced she had just spotted a very familiar event.  One that had occurred rather recently.  “There,” she told Andrew, “those people, in that little rowboat.  We were returning from discovering some hidden caves where we found a message from long ago space travelers.  There is Old Mr. Neighbor. And there are Willie, and Joey, and myself. We are rowing back to Littleberg.  Have a look.”

“I remember that,” said Willie.  “I remember we discovered that item left by earlier space travelers to be found at a later time, and we did, just as they had planned.  Here, let me see that again.  Wow!  There we are.  Joey and me in the boat rowing.  You in the bow of the boat holding the lantern, and Old Mr. Neighbor operating the tiller.  How can that be?  This is not a movie.  It’s really us again.  This bridge is really cool.”

“When you finish, let me see the binoculars,” said Andrew.  “I want to get a COR on the event.”

“Coordinates of Reality,” explained Jeff to Willie.  “It is a fix on the time and place for an event.  Once an event occurs, it becomes a fixed reference point in the four dimensions for all time. ”

“Fascinating,” said Willie.  “A time travel map.”

“OK, Willie, your turn,” said Andrew after he finished looking.  “That was helpful.  What an overnight adventure that turned out to be.”  He handed Willie the binoculars.  “OK, your turn, start looking for something you remember.”

There was a long period of silence as Willie began his search.  Jeff and Paula looked with fascination over the edge of the bridge.  As they watched, a great many historical events glided slowly under their feet.  For a long time they didn’t speak.  They just watched.  Then Jeff observed it looked like a river.  “The River of Time,” he mused.

At last Willie said, “I found something.  I think that event will do nicely.”  Andrew put the binoculars to his eyes.  Not only could he see what Willie had pointed to, but the sound it made was so loud, that he, and everyone else, could hear it.

“WRUHMhmuhmWRUMwrum.  Chirp, chirp, chirp. WRUHM, chirp, wruhm, chirp.”

In fact, the sound was so loud, that the bridge trembled noticeably.  Andrew watched and listened in amazement as Willie’s event unfolded.  He heard Mrs. Sunnyday as she hollered down the basement staircase, “Wilton Sunnyday, Is that you?  The house is vibrating.  My dishes are rattling.  Then he saw Mr. Neighbor slide off his chair and ask, “What on earth was that?  Did we just have an earthquake?”

Continuing with the binoculars, Andrew watched the whole event.  He saw it was a little after supper time on a Wednesday evening in Littleberg.  .  Willie had been down in the basement at his workbench almost all day.  Mrs. Sunnyday reached over and parted the curtains covering the kitchen window by the table and looked outside into the darkness of the evening.  Just as she did, lights turned on in two of the neighbors’ houses, and she could see faces peering out into the darkness.  She looked down at Old Mr. Neighbor who sat in a disheveled, ungraceful heap on the floor under the table.  The two had been having coffee and ice cream.  Mrs. Sunnyday began to speak, but Old Mr. Neighbor raised his finger signifying he was fine, not to worry.  Then he said, “Never, in all my years, have I heard or felt anything like that.  It was a sound, but not a sound.  It was loud, but it was quiet.  I could feel it in my bones.  It was not an earthquake.  I know what an earthquake is like.  This was, hmmm, I don’t have a word that describes it.”  He picked himself up just as the vibration noise rattled the house again.

“Wilton, if that is you, stop it this minute,” called Mrs. Sunnyday.  “If not, I am calling the police.”

“No. no.  I advise against that,” responded Willie up the staircase.  “I am not ready for all the questions they would have.”

Mrs. Sunnyday noticed more lights had been turned on in other nearby neighbors’ houses. 

“I’m coming up for ice cream.  I’ll turn it off now,” said Willie calmly.

“Mrs. Sunnyday was still rather beside herself.  “How can you just simply turn something that traumatically loud off that is in our little basement?  Did you make that noise and trembling?  You almost rattled the house apart. You are not coming up for ice cream.  I am coming down.”

“I’ll turn the volume down next time, Mom.  It’s so loud because I turned the whole house into a speaker.  It had to be a big speaker to capture the low frequencies.”

“My house is now an acoustical speaker?  Wilton, we need to have a talk. I’m coming down and so is Mr. Neighbor.”

Down they came.  Mrs. Sunnyday doing her best to look stern and authoritative.  Old Mr. Neighbor looking most curious about the present situation.  “It sounded rather similar to the roar of a jungle lion,” he said.  “That’s how they sounded in Africa when I lived there.”

“I can do it again, but quieter,” said Willie.  “It is the result of a project I have been working on for a long time.”

“I have never heard a sound like that,” replied Mr. Neighbor.  “Yes, one more time.  I think you should.”

Mrs. Sunnyday’s expression indicated she was still rattled a bit, but Old Mr. Neighbor’s calm voice put her at ease.  “Yes, Willie, one more time would be OK,” she consented.  “But quieter.”

“Turn all the lights on in the house,” said Willie.  That will take power away from the amplifiers. That will quiet them down.  I have wired the house in series so the more lights that are on, the quieter it will be.”

By the time Mr. Neighbor and Mrs. Sunnyday had completed the task of turning on every single light in the house and were returning down the stairs, Willie had just finished refocusing a pair of antenna wires and was reaching for his notepad.

“Trial Four,” he wrote.  “Stand over by the workbench,” said Willie.  “And Mom, reach up and pull down that big switch.”

Mrs. Sunnyday looked quizzically at Old Mr. Neighbor.  He nodded his approval, and the switch was pulled.

The floor began to vibrate and the windows made that whrumwhrum sound again, but much quieter.  Barely audible chirping sounds were also heard.

“Willie,” questioned his Mother, “is this safe?”

“Oh yes, Mom.  I can turn it on and off whenever I want,” responded Willie.  “But listen, the sounds you are hearing were
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