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Without any response, they slowly made their way into the cave. Brady held his flashlight out to pierce the ever-increasing darkness before them. The air smelled stale and old like a cellar that had not been used for some time, and the farther they delved into the cave, the more sensations they experienced, like light static-electric shocks all over their bodies. Hadassa took short videos and pictures of them walking in the cave.

“This is so amazing!” she whispered loudly.

“Why are you whispering?” Tommy inquired.

“I am not sure. Not knowing what is up ahead makes me a little nervous.”

“I have the same reservations,” Brady replied.

“What was that?” Hadassa said, taken by surprise. “I just saw a glimmer of light up ahead. It was there for just a moment. It looked like a flashlight or lantern light moving back and forth.”

“Is someone else in the cave with us?” Tommy asked.

“Yes and no,” Brady replied. “It may be Mr. Pottenger on his side of the portal. I wonder if he can see us as well?”

“I’m going to be the Devil’s advocate here,” Tommy said. “What if he can’t see us? Does that mean it is a one-way door? I’m not trying to darken the mood or anything, but I think it’s a legitimate question. As excited as I am about going back or forward in time, though with some reservations, I don’t wish to be trapped there.”

For a brief, solemn moment, none of the three had a response, and then Hadassa broke the silence, “It very well may be the case because he came in and walked through the portal and then came back out of the cave in 1893.”

“Great,” Tommy sarcastically replied. “That’s exactly what I was afraid of. Why can’t you ever disprove my wild speculations? Do you always have to give it some credence?”

“We don’t do it intentionally, man,” Brady politely replied. “You’re just smarter than you give yourself credit for.”

With extreme frustration, Tommy replied, “Well, I don’t want to be.”

Trying to reassure him, Hadassa asked, “What if you are the one who figures out how to walk back through the portal and get us home?”

“Hadassa is right,” Brady chimed in. “Being the smartest person in the room, or the calmest, could come in handy should the situation arise. We use our strengths as we need them.”

Not completely comforted by his friends, Tommy hesitantly replied, “I appreciate the vote of confidence, but I still don’t want to be that person.”

“Well,” Brady responded. “Let’s hope you change your mind when the time comes, as I’m sure it will.”

“So,” Hadassa interrupted. “Shall we proceed? If this is what we think it is, there may not be a return to where we came from.”

“We’ve come too far not to,” Brady replied. “I’m game if everyone else is.”

Raising his hand, Tommy replied, “I’m in; reluctantly.”

“I guess, count me in, too.”

With a unanimous decision, they pressed on toward what they assumed was the time portal. Watching each step closely, they made their way forward; their adrenaline rising with each heartbeat. They began to veer to the left around a small boulder when Brady saw a man walking around with a small lantern, looking somewhat befuddled. He reached behind to motion the others to stop. “I think we’ve found it. Turn your flashlights off.”

“Is that him?” Tommy asked in a hushed voice.

Taking a moment to get a better look, Hadassa replied, “That is Mr. Pottenger all right; I am sure of it.”

“Wow,” Brady said. “I can’t believe we are looking into the past right now. I can’t believe we actually did this.” 

After Brady spoke, the gentleman turned and shone his light toward them. “Who is there?” Everyone froze in their respective spots. Did he see or hear them, or was it something that had happened in his time? They looked at each other, wondering what to do next. Should they respond to him or wait to be sure it was them that he heard? “I know someone is there; I saw your lights and heard you whispering. What do you want?”

What do they have to lose now, Brady thought? “Mr. Pottenger, is that you?” Hadassa and Tommy gave him a look of fear. They could not believe he spoke to Mr. Pottenger.

“How do you know my name?” Pottenger replied.

Brady stood up from behind the small boulder and motioned for his friends; they reluctantly complied. “My name is Brady Andrews, and my friends are Hadassa Lipkowitz and Tommy Westfield. We have come a long way to find you, figuratively speaking.”

Confused and unsure, Pottenger replied, “What do you mean? Why have you come for me? I can think of no reason that would warrant a search on my behalf. I only came looking for gold yesterday. What kind of clothing are you wearing? I have never encountered that style before. Are you foreign?”

“Well,” Brady answered. “I’m afraid it is a little more complicated than that.”

“In what way?”

“Maybe we should make our way back out of this cave where we can sit down and try to explain what’s going on.”

“I am not going anywhere with you until I get a few questions answered first.”

“No worries, Mr. Pottenger, I understand. This may take a few minutes to explain.”

“I have time.”

Tommy chuckled at Pottenger’s response. If he only knew, he thought to himself. Hadassa poked Tommy’s ribs with her elbow, showing her disapproval.

Brady thought to himself before explaining their situation to Mr. Pottenger. Brady started at the beginning and made his way to their present predicament. Pottenger listened intently with reservations but was willing to hear it through. “That brings us up to the here and now, sir. I know it sounds a little fanciful, but I assure you that it’s the truth. We must have walked through the portal earlier in the cave. There was a moment when it felt like we were being bombarded with light static-electric shocks; that was most likely when we passed through.”

“I felt the same thing,” Pottenger said. “So, you are truly from the future? That is still hard to believe, but your story is very compelling. I am not fond of the idea of being shot and killed and put on public display, so I would very much appreciate it if we could do our best to avoid that.”

They all laughed for a minute, and then everyone formally introduced themselves to Mr. Pottenger, shaking hands and repeating their names. “It is a pleasure meeting all of you, but I think I am ready to get out of this place and breathe some fresh air.”

“I second that,” Tommy replied.
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SEVERAL DAYS EARLIER...

Brady Andrews is a somewhat shy college senior, unsure of himself outside of his academic ability. He is a slim, medium-height male with brown wavy hair and brown eyes. He was making his way to class when he could not help but notice the beautiful, clear blue skies and the scattered cotton ball clouds above him. The air seemed crisper and cleaner than usual. He never thought the campus air was bad, but something felt different today.

“Hey, Brady,” came the familiar voice of his best friend, Tommy Westfield, from behind him. Tommy is a senior, of medium build and height, with short, fine brown hair and hazel eyes. He is a little more relaxed and laid back than his best friend, Brady, whom he reminds him of quite often. “What’s up with the surprise lecture?”

“Not sure, I think he has asked his Senior Archaeology and Anthropology classes to meet simultaneously.”

“That’s weird,” Tommy replied. “Maybe he wants to combine a Senior project or something.”

“Possible, I suppose.”

“Oh well,” Tommy replied. “It’ll be a way to show the Anthropology guys how great the Archaeology department is!”

“Whatever,” Brady replied, rolling his eyes.

Making his way into the lecture hall, Brady could not help but notice the blue-eyed, black-haired girl sitting in the third row from the front. She must be an Anthropology student because he would have noticed if she were in his class. He decided to go to where she was sitting, hoping he would be on her team if that was what the professor had planned.

“Where are you going?” Tommy asked. “This is where we usually sit.”

“Uhm, we should move closer since this class is special. I wouldn’t want to miss the important stuff, you know.”

Looking over Brady’s shoulder, Tommy noticed the nice-looking girl sitting in the third row, “I see, we shouldn’t miss the important stuff. I’m with you one hundred percent on this one.”

“Are you saving this seat for anyone?” Brady asked.

“No,” the black-haired girl replied. “You are more than welcome to it.”

“Appreciate it,” Brady replied, sitting down next to her. “I’m Andrews, I mean Brady, Brady Andrews.” Somewhat embarrassed, he started digging through his backpack.

"Nice to meet you, Andrews, Brady Andrews," she said with a light chuckle. "I'm Lipkowitz, Hadassa Lipkowitz. It is a pleasure to meet you."

With a slightly sarcastic tone, Tommy said, “In case anyone is interested, my name is Tommy.”

“Oh, my bad, this is my best friend, Tommy Westfield.”

With a broad smile, Hadassa replied, “Pleasure to meet you as well, Tommy.”

“I guess you’re in the Anthropology class?” Brady asked.

“Yes.”

“Brady and I are from the Archaeology class.”

Brady turned and gave his friend a stern look. “I think she knows that dork. I apologize on behalf of my friend; he can be a bit simple at times. He is part of an 'I need special attention' program for which I volunteer."

“You guys are funny,” Hadassa replied.

“We’ll be here all week,” Tommy spouted off.  She gave them both a puzzled look.

Realizing she didn’t understand, Brady quickly responded, “It is a form of a joke, sorry.”

“No worries,” she replied with a light chuckle.

They were about to continue their conversation when the Professor requested the student's attention. “Thank you for making it to this special class today. I’m sure you have been wondering why I have brought the Archaeology and Anthropology classes together.  It is the one-hundred-and-fortieth anniversary of Butterfield. I thought that this anniversary would be a great Senior project. I wanted to incorporate the use of both fields to do an Archaeological and Anthropological study of the history of Butterfield.”

The entire class began chattering quietly amongst themselves. "Okay, let's quiet down a little. I would like you to take the weekend to review some historical facts and folklore about Butterfield. Decide what you would like to research and present it to me on Monday in a short presentation with no more than 2 paragraphs. I emailed everyone just before class to let you know what team you will be on. I suggest you check your email, get with your teammates, and begin your project. Class dismissed.”

"If you and I aren’t on the same team, Brady," Tommy said. "I will protest in front of Professor Hitchens’s office!"

“Ease back on the thrusters, Solo,” Brady interjected. “I just checked my email, and you are on my team.” Brady turned to Hadassa and told her she was also on his team.

“The Three Musketeers!” Tommy said boisterously.

“You’re hopeless,” Brady said, rolling his eyes. “I am glad you are on our team.”

"I am glad our paths crossed," Hadassa softly replied. “Sometimes things happen for a reason, and I am glad.” She turned her gaze away slowly, her face breaking into a gentle smile.

Brady continued to follow her smile as she turned her attention to Tommy. He had forgotten where he was until Tommy interrupted his daydream. “Are you still with us, man?”

“Uh, yeah, this is awesome,” Brady replied excitedly. “When would you like to get together, Hadassa?”

She looked at her phone to check the time and then thought for a minute. “Can we meet at the library in about an hour?”

"Sounds like a plan," Brady replied. Tommy agreed as well.
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After adjusting his backpack strap to a more comfortable position, Brady reached for the library door and opened it for Tommy and himself. 

“Hold the door!” Hadassa politely asked as she rushed to catch up with them. “Thanks,” she said, smiling at Brady as she passed by him.

“You bet,” Brady replied, smiling in return.

“So, where do you guys want to start?” Tommy asked.

No one spoke up at first, then Brady answered, “I was thinking about dividing the years between us.  I would take the first third, Hadassa, the second, and you could take the last third.”

“That sounds like a good idea,” Hadassa replied. Tommy nodded yes as well.

“Awesome,” Brady answered. “I have reserved a study room to meet in after we peruse the library resources, and then we can do any web searches while we are there. It’s room 2A.”

Everyone went their separate ways to see what was available at the library.  Brady decided to start with the newspaper archives; Hadassa did the same, while Tommy began searching for some books written about the town.

Brady had looked through the archives for about thirty minutes when he came across what he thought would be an interesting event to research.  A gold deposit had been stolen from a train in a neighboring state, and the thieves, the Fuller gang, made their way to Butterfield around July 1893. They were held up somewhere on Mount Mitchel before they were caught and killed; the gold was never recovered. Just as Brady was about to take the paper and show it to Hadassa, she tapped his shoulder.

"Whoa!" he said, somewhat startled by her touch.

“Sorry, I did not mean to startle you.”

“No worries; I was engrossed in the article I was reading.”

“I found an interesting article and wanted your feedback, too.”

Laughing, Brady replied, “I was about to do the same thing.  What’s your article about?”

Hadassa laid the newspaper down and pointed to the main headline. It said A Local treasure hunter disappeared while searching for the lost Fuller gang gold. “His name was John Pottenger. He began his search for the gold on May 5, 1928, and never returned.”

“The Fuller gang, you said?”

“Yes, they had robbed a train carrying a shipment of gold sometime in...”

“1893,” Brady interrupted.

Looking a little surprised, she replied, “Yes”. “How did you know?”

“I was just about to show you the article I was reading, and it was on the Fuller gold heist of 1893.”

“Wow, that is weird.”

“I agree, crazy stuff. It said they were held up somewhere on Mount Mitchel for about a week before being captured and killed. There were five men in all.”

“Five?” Hadassa interrupted. “Are you sure?”

“Yeah, it says right here, there were five killed. One had escaped but was seriously wounded for three days before he was found dead in an abandoned cabin. About a mile from where the Sheriff initially confronted the Fuller gang. The gentleman’s name is not mentioned, but it lists the others as Jack Fuller, his cousin Rex Fuller, and their two companions, Rodney Jackson and Buckeye Johnson.”

Confused, Hadassa replied, “Hum, they must have missed that when they wrote this article about John Pottenger.  According to this article, there were only four men, the ones you just told me about.”

“That’s interesting, my article shows a picture of all five men, dead in coffins, displayed for all to see.”

“Can I look at it, please?” Brady handed the paper to her, and she looked at the photos intently for a minute or two. Then her eyes opened wide, and she took a deep breath.

"Are you okay?" Brady asked concernedly as he reached out and gently touched her arm.

“Yes, but something does not add up.”

“Really?”

“I believe the fifth man in your article is Mr. Pottenger.”

“What, no way! You said Mr. Pottenger went looking for the gold in 1928.”

“He did.” She handed him the paper with Pottenger’s picture. “Look at his photo from my article and then at the unknown man in yours.”

Brady took the article from her and closely examined the picture of Mr. Pottenger. He appeared to be somewhat average in height and weight. It looked like he had a decent receding hairline that stood out. He was unsure about the thin mustache he wore, but it must have been popular in his day. His outfit resembled what archaeologists would wear while excavating Tutankhamun's tomb in the Valley of the Kings, Egypt. His boots almost reached his knees, and his pants flared somewhat on the sides. He wore a white, long-sleeved button-up shirt under a vest. He was uncertain if it was leather or wool from the picture. He also wore a round-brimmed Campaign hat from the World War I era, which he held by his side for the picture. He then looked at the image from his article and the photo from Hadassa’s article. Not sure how to respond, he just leaned back in his chair and let out a long sigh.

“Is it just me?” Hadassa asked.

“No, no, I think you’re right. I’m just not sure how to respond.”

Tommy came over to where they were, carrying several books on the town's current history, and placed them on the table next to Brady. "Hey, I think I may have just the thing to research. I found a book by a local author named Eli Pottenger.  It’s about his great-uncle, John Pottenger, a local treasure hunter from the 20s.  His uncle was searching for the lost gold left behind by the..."

“Fuller gang,” Brady and Hadassa said simultaneously as they looked at each other.

“Hey, how did you guys know that?”

They held up their newspaper articles while Tommy glanced through them. “What a freaky thing is that?”

“You haven’t heard the freakiest part yet!” Brady replied.

“There’s a freakier part?”

“Extremely freaky,” Hadassa replied.

“So, what is it?” Tommy impatiently asked.

Brady laid the two articles down and told Tommy to look at the 1893 article's picture of the unknown man and then at the 1928 article's picture of Mr. Pottenger.

"What the," Tommy exclaimed. "Are you guys serious? Is this real?"

"As real as the paper it's printed on," Brady responded.

“I don’t know if freaky is the word I would have used. I’m not sure how I would explain it. All I can say is, wow! How is this possible?”

There was a silence between them that seemed to last forever until Brady began to smile and look at Hadassa. “Are you thinking what I am thinking?”

She smiled back and replied, "I think I am. Do you think it is possible?"

“I didn’t, until today.”

“How do you write something like this for a class project?” Hadassa replied.

Laughing, Brady replied, “Not a clue.”

Getting frustrated with their one-sided conversation, Tommy interrupted them, “When you’re finally finished with your private chat, do you mind letting me in on your profound revelation?”

“Sorry, man,” Brady replied. “Didn’t mean to leave you out. Time travel.”

“You mean like going back in time?”

“Exactly!” Brady enthusiastically replied.

“You’re serious?”

Hadassa jumped into the conversation, "It is a logical explanation, but I do not feel it is realistic. A time portal lurking in the mountainside's shadows is a little beyond what I could stand behind fully, but I am open-minded."

“A time portal?” Tommy sarcastically asked.

Coming to her defense, Brady responded, “How else can someone from 1928 end up in a photo from 1893?”

“Could he not be someone’s doppelganger?” Tommy replied.

“Yes,” Hadassa answered. “That is an excellent possibility and more likely to be the answer.”

Brady had to voice an opinion. “You do realize that your article said he was searching for gold and never returned. How do you account for that?”

“He could have found an abandoned mine or cave and fallen in or gotten lost and died from his injuries or starvation.”

“Yeah,” Tommy murmured.

Brady was not defeated yet. “Why is it so hard to believe that a time warping or traveling phenomenon could exist? Just because it hasn’t been discovered yet doesn’t mean it can’t exist, right?”  

While the other two continued arguing, Hadassa took a closer look at the 1893 picture. She grabbed her phone, took a picture of what they thought was Mr. Pottenger, and put it on her screen. “Hey, guys, look at this.” She handed her phone to Brady. “Look closely at the outfit of the unknown man.”

Brady momentarily looked at the picture on her phone, then handed it to Tommy. “His outfit doesn’t look like something someone would wear in the latter part of the nineteenth century.”

“Exactly,” Hadassa agreed. “It looks like the clothes he was wearing in the article from 1928.”

“I noticed what he was wearing in your article,” Brady responded. “But I was comparing faces to my article’s picture and yours. I didn’t even think to look at what he was wearing in mine. I can’t believe I overlooked that.”

“Hey,” Tommy said. “You might want to look one more time at the picture.”

“What?” Brady replied.

“Yeah, man, look closer at his left wrist.”

“Whoa!” exclaimed Brady. “I can’t believe they overlooked that all those years ago. A wristwatch, men didn’t wear them until the turn of the century, and it was mostly soldiers.”

“Let me see,” Hadassa said. “That is amazing, it has to be Mr. Pottenger, but how?”

Brady leaned forward with his elbows on the table, rubbing his chin with his left hand. “I wonder if the time portal or whatever it was is still there? Should we go find it?”

“I am still a little skeptical of your time paradox, but based on our evidence, it is hard to dismiss it fully,” Hadassa reluctantly replied.

“Are you kidding!” Tommy jumped in. “If it exists and we find it, then what?”

Brady turned to look at Tommy, “I don’t know, walk through and see where it takes us.”

“You’ve lost your mind, dude.  How do you know if you will end up at the same place as Pottenger? What if we end up in Jurassic Park and become lunch for a Tyrannosaurus Rex or one of those super smart Velociraptors!”

Hadassa and Brady both began to laugh at him. “Where is your sense of adventure, Mr. Westfield?” Hadassa said, still laughing.

“My sense of adventure is just fine. I’m just trying to be the voice of reason. How do you know if you walk in that portal, you can walk back out, to where you came from?”

“Your concern is noted. It’s all hypothetical right now anyway, man. It could have easily been a fluke, a non-repeater.”

Still resisting, Tommy replied, “Or never happened.”

Hadassa said, “If the time portal exists, we should try to find it. Can you imagine what that could mean if it does exist, assuming we can find where Mr. Pottenger went through?”

“Yes, but apparently you two don’t care.”

“I think I know the best way to find out,” Brady implied, holding up the book by Mr. Pottenger’s great-nephew. “We’ll go and talk to his great nephew, Eli, and see if he has any of his great uncle’s papers or research that he would be willing to let us examine.”

“I agree,” Hadassa replied.

“Of course, you do,” Tommy replied, feeling defeated. “Before we all go jumping into the great time warp, I have a question.  Why didn’t old man Pottenger see the same article we’re looking at? I’m sure he saw it while doing his research.”

Hadassa looked at Brady with a puzzled look on her face. “I am not sure.”

“He did,” Brady replied with a smile on his face.

“So, he saw himself dead in a photo, and that did not stop him from going after the gold?”

“No!” Brady argued. “Old man Pottenger hadn’t gone back in time yet, so the article was still in its original state.  The article about him disappearing in 1928 still referred to the original story; he hadn’t changed time yet.”

Tommy rubbed his head and replied, “Man, that is deep.”

“Oceans deep,” Hadassa said, looking intently at Brady.

“Hold on a sec,” Tommy said, waving his hands slightly. “If old man Pottenger died in 1893, how do we know about him now? Would he have not existed anymore?”

Taking a quick breath, Brady answered, “Yes, he would still exist, at least up, until he disappeared. Even though he died in 1893, he will still be born and grow up to go back in time in 1928, I think.”

“That is a possibility,” Hadassa replied. “So, he could be trapped in an infinite time loop of sorts, which would mean only people who are alive, after he had changed his future, so to speak, could see the slight changes in history that his actions caused.”

“I think so. It’s the only conclusion I can think of without going down the rabbit hole of quantum physics, relativity, or whatever science-related subject matter that would have an opinion on time travel consequences."

Thinking for a minute about Brady's answers, Tommy replied, "I’m not one hundred percent sold on the idea, but I'm in. Someone needs to watch your back and tell you not to do what you will do anyway.”

“Awesome,” replied Brady and Hadassa in unison.

“Let’s take this stuff to the study room, make our notes, and get the contact information on Eli Pottenger,” Brady instructed. “We can see if he would be willing to meet with us tomorrow.”

“Hopefully, he will have his great uncle’s research,” Hadassa replied.

“Let’s hurry,” Tommy said. “I’m getting hungry.”

“By all means,” Brady replied as they made their way to the study room, hoping they would have a productive day tomorrow.
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Tommy opened his eyes slowly as he reached for his phone, vibrating incessantly, keeping him from his much-needed beauty sleep. He let out an aggravated growl when he saw Brady's ten unread text messages, all telling him to get up and that they had work to do.

Banging several times on Tommy’s bedroom door, Brady yelled, “Come on, man, get up. I got a reply from Eli Pottenger. He said that we were more than welcome to see him today.  I told him that we would be there by noon.”

Tommy looked at the time on his phone: 10:12 a.m. “Really!” He reluctantly rose, dressed, and went to the kitchen, where he found Brady and Hadassa drinking coffee.

“Great, you’re up,” Brady said, handing Tommy a cup of coffee.

“Yeah, isn’t everyone?” Tommy unenthusiastically remarked before taking a quick sip of his coffee.

“Brady and I have been discussing what questions we might ask, Mr. Pottenger.”

“That’s cool,” Tommy replied. “I’m game for whatever you guys decide.”

"I'm hoping he will let us take his great uncle's research with us so we can examine everything properly," Brady said. "As soon as everyone finishes their coffee, we can head to Eli’s.” Tommy lifted his coffee cup into the air and nodded in agreement. Brady and Hadassa finished their coffees, began to gather up their stuff, and waited patiently by the front door.

Taking a couple of quick sips more of his coffee, Tommy placed his unfinished cup down to join Brady and Hadassa, because he did not want to hold up his over-anxious time-traveling enthusiast any more than he had already, “You could’ve at least tried to give me a few minutes to get my coffee down.”

“Don’t be such a baby,” Brady replied, opening the door for Hadassa. “You should’ve gotten out of bed earlier.”

“You should’ve scheduled a later appointment,” Tommy mumbled under his breath as he passed and made his way to Brady’s car.

They had little conversation as they made their way to Eli Pottenger’s place.

“Pretty nice neighborhood,” Tommy said as they drove down the street where Eli Pottenger lives.

“The lawns are beautiful,” Hadassa remarked. “The view of Mount Mitchel is very stunning as well.”

“Destination on the left,” came the voice from Brady’s mobile app. “1710, yep, here it is. So, who is going to do the talking?” Brady asked.

Everyone looked at each other for a minute before Hadassa said, "I think Brady should do the talking, or at least most of it."

“I second it,” Tommy enthusiastically replied. 

Brady replied hesitantly, “Okay, but if you see me stepping in it, please jump in and take over. Please don't leave me hanging. We still don’t know if he would be willing to share his great-uncle's research. I will do my best to try to sell our request to him."

Everyone agreed and made their way to the front door. Brady rang the doorbell and waited anxiously for Mr. Pottenger to answer. After what felt like an eternity, the door opened, and Eli Pottenger greeted them. “You must be Brady, I presume?”

“Yes, Sir, and this is Hadassa and Tommy; they are my teammates on the project I spoke with you about.”

“Nice to meet you, come on in and have a seat.” Mr. Pottenger said as he motioned for them to come in. Eli Pottenger was slightly overweight but well-groomed. He wore round glasses; his blond hair was short and styled, and he wore a trim goatee, which made his face seem more rounded than it would if he were clean-shaven.

Each one said thanks as they passed through the door. "Would anyone like something to drink?" They all politely declined. "Very well; how can I help you with your Senior project?"

Brady looked at Hadassa and Tommy quickly before he responded, “Well, Sir, we came across an article about your great-uncle, John Pottenger, and his disappearance.  Needless to say, we couldn’t resist the mystery. We thought it would be interesting to evaluate the Anthropological makeup of that time, and the archaeological impact your great uncle’s discovery might have made, should he have found the lost Fuller gold.”

Mr. Pottenger showed sincere interest in what Brady was presenting. Hadassa and Tommy gave each other a puzzled look; they were unsure what Brady was up to with his fantastic speech. “That is an interesting approach,” Eli responded. “I spent many childhood summers combing that mountain trying to finish what my great-uncle had started and maybe find him, or at least some trace of him being somewhere up there. I never found a map; I assumed he took it.  I reviewed his paperwork, thinking I might be able to recreate it, but unfortunately, I was unable to do so. I did find an old, dilapidated cabin, and thought maybe he might have taken shelter in it, but I didn’t find anything that suggested anyone had been there in the past fifty or sixty years.”

Brady began to smile from ear to ear at Hadassa and Tommy. “That is awesome, Mr. Pottenger,” Brady replied. “Do you still remember where that cabin is?”

With pleasant excitement, Eli responded, " I am glad you asked. Yes, I do, as a matter of fact.  I have it marked on one of my maps. Give me a minute, and I will get my box of research material and find it for you.”

“That would be a great help. Thank you, Sir.”

“My pleasure,” Eli said as he got up from his chair and went to his office.

“What kind of hot air were you blowing just now?” Tommy asked.

“Yes,” Hadassa chimed in. “We never talked about doing that.”

Brady made a quiet down motion with his hands as he leaned in to talk to them. "I made all that up, even though it’s partially true if we are going to use it for our project, but that isn’t the point. I couldn’t tell him what we really discovered.  I had to come up with something on the fly.”

“Awesome move, man,” Tommy laughed.

“I didn’t even think about that,” Hadassa replied. “I guess it would be a little weird to tell him his great uncle died in 1893, thought to be a part of the notorious Fuller gang.”

“That isn’t the best part,” Brady exclaimed. “Didn’t you hear him mention the cabin?”

“So, what?” Tommy sarcastically replied.

“Are you kidding?” Brady arguably responded. “Don’t you remember the 1893 article about how the Sheriff discovered his great-uncle in an old cabin?”

“I cannot believe I forgot about that,” Hadassa answered, with a disappointed look.

Brady continued. “I was thinking he might have left some clues in the cabin, maybe even the map!”

“Holy cow,” Tommy interrupted. “He might have hidden his wallet and stuff in case he was captured.  Do you think he realized that he was in the wrong century?”

“I’m not sure, man,” Brady replied. “Shush, Eli is coming.”

"Sorry that it is such a big box," Eli said apologetically. "This is my work, and my great-uncle John's, too. I found the map for you."

“Thanks,” Brady replied as he took the map from Eli. “I really appreciate you sharing this with us.”

"My pleasure, I just hope you will have more success than I did. Thank you for bringing this back to my attention. It has been some time since I thought about my great-uncle John and his adventures. If I were a few decades younger, I would help you with your assignment and even help you find the gold, if it exists.” Eli sat quietly, staring at his box of papers and maps, and then decided he could help these kids with their project. “I may not be able to get involved with your project physically, but I can still help you with that journey. You can borrow all this research if you don't mind hauling this big box around."

"It's all good, Mr. Pottenger.  We are more than happy to haul it.  If that's okay, we will try to get it back to you after this weekend."

“Oh, there’s no rush.  Just hold onto it until you finish your project.  I would love to read your report when you finish it.”

“You bet, Mr. Pottenger,” Brady replied as he stood up to shake Eli’s hand and thank him for his time. “We will do our best to see if we can find out anything new about your great-uncle and the lost gold.”

“I’m sure you will,” Eli replied as he opened the door for Brady and his friends. “Good luck.”  They all replied. Thank you as they made their way out.

"He wasn't kidding about this box," Tommy said with a slightly strained voice. "This thing weighs a ton!"

In a mocking tone, Hadassa said, “Should I carry it for you then?”

They all started laughing at each other as Tommy put the box in the trunk of Brady’s car. “That is a big pile of paperwork to go through,” Hadassa said. “How do you want to do this?”

Brady thought briefly, then answered, “Let’s take it to mine and Tommy’s apartment and divvy it out.  This is going to be a long day, but I think it'll be worth it.”

Then Tommy interrupted, "If we are going to dive right in, then we need to stop and grab some takeout on the way back."

“That sounds great,” Hadassa replied. “I am getting hungry.”

“That’s what I am talking about,” Tommy laughed.

“Awesome,” Brady replied. “The suggester pays!”

“What!” Tommy exclaimed.

"Just giving you a hard time," Brady replied as he started the car. "Let's go eat and find a time portal!"
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“Just put it over there, Hadassa,” Brady said as he pointed to the large coffee table in their living room.

"Okay," she replied, placing the box with Mr. Pottenger's paperwork down. "You're right, Tommy, that was a little heavy for a guy, I guess."

“It was probably how I picked it up that made it feel heavier than it was,” Tommy replied, trying to save his masculinity.

With a fake look of concern, Hadassa replied, “Oh, I am sure that is it; lift with your legs, not your back, sort of thing.”

“Yeah,” Tommy quickly answered. “I lifted it with my back, that’s it!”

“Would you like me to get you an ice pack, blanket, and a pillow so you can lie down and recuperate?” Brady unconcernedly broke in. “I’m sure Hadassa and I can handle this mountain of paperwork on our own. Don’t you, Hadassa?”

"Oh, yes," She replied, nodding and looking at Tommy with concerned eyes.

“Whatever,” Tommy answered as he reached into the box and took a random folder to look at while sitting on the couch.

Brady and Hadassa smiled in amusement and then took some random paperwork to peruse. They took their paperwork to the kitchen table and began to sift through handwritten notes, maps, and miscellaneous documents.

Sighing quickly, Brady began to speak, “This stuff is so disorganized; I am not sure where to start.”

“From the beginning!” Tommy blurted out.

“I would reply, but what I want to say would not be appropriate in the presence of a lady.”

“Most appreciated, kind Sir,” Hadassa replied. “My ears and virtue are of the most sensitive nature.” They all began to laugh at each other. “Where is your bathroom?”

“Uh, yeah,” Brady responded. “It’s the first door on the right, down the hallway.”

“Thanks.” 

As she made her way down the hallway, Tommy got up and went to the kitchen to get a glass of water. “She likes you; you know.”

Trying to act surprised by Tommy’s comment, Brady responded, “I think she is just being polite; you know, being a team player.”

Tommy set his glass of water on the table and pulled up a chair. “Listen, you are my best friend, and I have to tell you that Hadassa likes you. You know, like, likes you.” Brady didn’t respond but started moving papers around on the table. “I have noticed how she glances at you and you at her. You need to test the waters, man; women don’t wait around forever, you know. Take it from someone who has had some experience in these matters. It didn’t take me forever to ask Becky out.”

“Becky!” Brady replied. “Becky Summers, didn’t she turn you down? Wasn’t there a Julia and a Liz and a Suzanna too?”

“Yes,” He replied, shrugging his shoulders and putting up one of his hands in a stop gesture. “The point I am trying to make is that at least I knew how they really felt, not the responses I was hoping for, but it was an answer all the same. I had closure.”

“I am not sure, closure was what they had in mind when they informed you, as to how they felt,” Brady responded.

Not to be deterred by Brady’s insensitive rebuttal, Tommy replied, “Mock as you may, but you know I am right. Don’t make me run interference for you, because I will, you know.”

“All right already; I get it. I will “test the waters” just to make you happy.”

With a big smile, Tommy got up and slapped Brady on the shoulder, “That’s my boy!”

Hadassa walked into the kitchen just as they finished their conversation, “What’s going on? Did you find something?”

“Oh, no, nothing," Brady replied nervously. "Tommy was just getting back to his pile of papers. Isn't that right?"

“Yeah, I just needed a glass of water,” Tommy answered as he lifted his glass to show Hadassa while heading to the living room.

“You guys are so obvious; all you had to do was say you were having a guy talk. Nice performance though.”

“Thanks,” Tommy yelled from the living room. “I took Drama in high school. I could have gone professional.”

“I bet you could have,” Hadassa chuckled.

“Can’t we just get back to our research?” Brady interrupted. “We have a lot to go through before Monday.”

“Sure,” Hadassa replied as she sat back down, smiling at Brady.

Clearing his throat, Brady commented, “I think we need to find the old cabin Mr. Pottenger was held up at for several days.”

“I agree,” Hadassa replied. “I was thinking the same thing. The article didn’t have a named author. It means he must have hidden his wallet, and anything else he had on him that did not belong to that time.”

Tommy walked into the room to get in on their conversation, "You were right then when you thought he may have had the map on him and hid it in the cabin in case they captured him. How cool would that be?”

“Very cool,” Brady responded. “The only problem is, did he know about the old cabin before he left or stumbled onto it while running for his life?”

“Good point,” Hadassa said. “We should try to find any notes or marked maps, which might indicate he knew of the old cabin.”

Brady asked, “Why would he know about the cabin anyway?”

No one answered for a moment, and then Tommy broke the silence, "I bet he thought the Fuller gang used it as a hideout and maybe buried the gold there until it was safe to come back and retrieve it.”

“That was quite brilliant,” Hadassa commented, showing a surprised look.

"You don't have to look so surprised," Tommy responded.

“She’s right,” Brady interrupted. “I didn’t even think about that. That makes perfect sense.”

“You’re welcome.”

"So," Hadassa started. "Pottenger must have tried the cabin first and then figured that the gang must have stayed in a cave or an improvised camp. Do either of you know if there are any caves on Mt. Mitchel?”

"There has to be," Brady replied. "When Pottenger didn't find anything at the old cabin as Hadassa suggested, he went to his secondary location, a cave."

“This is getting cooler by the minute,” Tommy said. “I am so stoked about this that I would be willing to go find that spooky cabin in the middle of the night!”

Putting her hand on Brady’s shoulder, Hadassa replied, “I agree, I don’t know if I can wait until morning either.”

Not knowing how to respond to being touched, Brady put his hand on Hadassa's and glanced at her with a slight smile. "I agree with you both, but it will be hard enough to get to the cabin in the daylight, much less stumbling around in the dark, not to mention the nighttime wildlife that may want to join in." They all laughed and then agreed that the adventure would have to wait until morning.

“I suggest we try to get our stuff together tonight so we can head out first thing in the morning,” Brady suggested as he stood up. “Does seven o’clock or so sound okay with everyone?”

“If we have to,” Tommy moaned.

“I thought you were eager to get started,” Hadassa said.

“I am, but the moment has kind of come and gone, and it’s seven in the morning for Pete’s sake!”

“Don’t worry about the Drama Queen, Hadassa,” Brady interrupted. “He’ll live, I promise. Let me walk you to your car.”

“Thanks,” Hadassa said, smiling. “I would appreciate it.”

“I’m sure you would,” Tommy mumbled under his breath.

Brady gave Tommy a sharp, keep your trap shut look as he opened the door for Hadassa. “I am glad we are on the same team; though, I do apologize greatly for my friend.”

“I like, Tommy,” she replied with a light chuckle. “He makes me laugh, and I can tell he is a good friend to you.”

“Yeah, I give him a hard time, but he has been a good friend, more like an adopted brother if I were honest.”

“I can see that,” Hadassa said as she unlocked her car. “I hope we find the map and then the cave tomorrow, though I do admit that I am a little nervous.”

“I have to admit it too, that I am not sure that I could go into the anomaly, paradox, or whatever you want to call it, voluntarily if we should find it, of course."

“I would not think any less of you, Tommy, or myself if we decide not to venture into the unknown. I would be satisfied that we found it together; we’ll have to find another adventure if it should come to that.”

They both stood silent for a moment, and then Hadassa leaned in and gave Brady a soft kiss on his cheek. “I will see you in the morning,” she said while getting into her car.

“Yeah, sure thing,” he replied softly.
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“I can see the cabin,” Brady said, repositioning Tommy’s arm around his neck. Tommy moaned slightly as he tried to stay conscious. “We’ll be there before you know it.”

“Hurry!” Hadassa said. “The Fuller gang is catching up!”

“I don’t think I can go any farther, man; it hurts too much,” Tommy said with utter exhaustion.

Brady glanced over at the gunshot wound in Tommy’s left shoulder, thinking to himself. That looks like a lot of blood.  “I know, man, I know. I can only imagine the pain you’re feeling right now.”

“Multiply that thought by a hundred, and you’ll be pretty close,” Tommy replied with a light chuckle under his breath.

Hadassa and John Pottenger arrived at the cabin first.  She could barely see the images of the Fuller gang in the distance while she held open the door for Brady and Tommy. “That wound looks terrible, Tommy,” she said as she helped Tommy lie on a blanket on the floor.

“Tell me something I don’t already know,” he said, grimacing as he looked and reached for his wound.

Hadassa grabbed the first aid kit from her pack and began to clean and patch up Tommy’s wound while John and Brady discussed what they could do before the Fuller gang surrounded them.  “Mr. Pottenger, they will be here any minute, and I don’t have a clue what to do. It’s my fault we are in this mess; I talked everyone into this chaotic mission.”

“That’s not true, Brady,” Hadassa interrupted. “We all wanted to go on this great adventure; I would have gone without you.” She turned her attention back to attending to Tommy’s wounds. Tommy looked up at her, gave her his best smile, then looked at Brady and gave him a thumbs-up.

“Thanks, guys.”

“Well, Brady, I am at a loss myself”, Mr. Pottenger said. “I am sorry I played a part in this, for you as well. I have a small revolver hidden among my stashed belongings, under the floor planks by the pot-belly stove. It isn’t much, but every bit counts, I say.”

“Works for me,” Brady said as he walked quickly to the pot-belly stove to retrieve Mr. Pottenger’s gun.

“I don’t know if I helped much, Tommy, but that is all I can do with what we have.”

“No worries, Hadassa. It already feels better.” He began to cough violently for a moment, trying to catch his breath.

“Tommy!” Brady yelled.

Tommy lifted his hand to calm everyone, “I’m okay, I’m okay.”

“Good grief,” Hadassa exclaimed. “You almost gave me a heart attack!”

“I’ve still got it, even knocking on Heaven’s door,” he replied, trying not to laugh, knowing that it made everything hurt more.

“You’re hopeless, absolutely hopeless,” Brady huffed as he took the gun to Mr. Pottenger.

“Thanks, son,” Pottenger said. “This won’t help much, but at least we have
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