
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

 




Jones Whitman, Time
Traveler

 


Geared to the
Present


Jones Whitman, Time
Traveler

 


Geared to the
Present

by

Dana Bennett

[image: tmp_01c1961c5c272a7182038eaed91dfa87_mvNAMz_html_1ef63a4c.jpg]


 


Geared to the Present

[image: tmp_01c1961c5c272a7182038eaed91dfa87_mvNAMz_html_m41979f78.jpg]

Copyright © 2014 by Dana Bennett

Smashwords Edition

 


All rights reserved. No part of this book
may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means,
electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or any
information storage or retrieval system without permission in
writing from the authors.

 


This is a work of fiction. Names, character,
places, brands, media, and incidents are either the product of the
author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.

 


Cover design by Clarissa Yeo

Logo design by Olivia E. Bennett

Edited by Daniel James Johns Kenyon

 


ISBN: 978-0-61596-812-4 (Trade
Paperback)

ISBN: 978-1-63173-515-8 (eBook)


 







This book is dedicated to my fellow time
traveler, Blakely Bennett, my wife and spiritual partner.






	
ACKNOWLEDGMENTS





I want to acknowledge H. Engle, B.
Munroe, B. Lewis, BHop53 and S. Carver for their invaluable support
and feedback. Daniel Kenyon, editor, for his excellent
contributions to the manuscript and Clarissa Yeo, Yocla Designs,
for her magic in designing the cover, and of course, all those who
took an interest in the development process as the characters came
alive. It meant a great deal to me that you were interested. Thanks
to S. Higgins for setting up the cover reveal and Blakely Bennett
for her wonderful expertise with book formatting and
publishing.

This is a solo endeavor, but as Blakely has
already shared with our readers, it never takes place in a vacuum.
We tandem write, even on our individual projects, loaning an ear,
sharing ideas and being each other’s first readers.


Tuesday, 1 September 1891, 3:30 pm

Boston, MA

From above, the Boston Haymarket
terminal appeared as a chaotic dance of ricocheting atoms. Black
top hats and colorful parasols twirled, morphing into gears that
spun in synchronization with the massive steel wheels of a black
cast-iron engine that hissed steam as it screeched to a halt. The
elevated squealing of steel on steel and loud whistle followed by
the cascading echo—like leather trunks slammed shut one by
one—heralded their arrival at the Haymarket train station. Two
young men, remarkably different in stature and dress, stepped from
the train onto the platform and pushed through the throng of
commuters.

“Right on time as usual,” Jones noted with
satisfaction as he pulled a gold-embossed pocket watch from his
gray waistcoat. “A prompt arrival gives one a sense of
security.”

He held the open pocket watch up toward
Roark’s face and pointed to the massive train station clock above
the exit.

“ ‘at and a small gun,” Roark said.

“Ha!” Jones chortled. “An excellent
observation. I, however, cannot imagine needing any weapon other
than you.”

Roark’s unwieldy size attracted unsolicited
attention wherever they traveled. Dressed in common brown pants,
work boots and a linen peasant-shirt, he contrasted to a
significant degree with the wiry Jones in his semi-formal apparel.
He intended to keep the Irish brute within arm’s reach for the sake
of both of them.

They arrived at the station storage and
retrieved Jones’s motorbike from a burly fellow who seemed a bit
confused by the contraption. The bike appeared tiny next to Roark
while he held it in place for Jones.

“Roark, be a good fellow and carry my
satchel will you?” Jones removed his topcoat, waistcoat and floppy
bowtie. “And these items as well?” he flashed a smile. “I shall
pull my topper down tight for the ride home. I will need my
dustcoat and goggles for safety. Oh, and I will take my pocket
watch with me to time the trip.”

Roark unleashed the gold pocket watch from
the buttonhole of the waistcoat and handed it to Jones. He pulled
out Jones’s dustcoat and goggles from the satchel, hung them on the
handlebars, and folded the waistcoat and topcoat, pushing them into
the satchel with the tie.

“See ya at home ‘en,” Roark said with a nod.
He turned and started his trek to the Victorian house at number 4
Garden Court Street, half a mile away.

Jones planned to take the long way home as
he mounted the saddle, lit the external fire tube and waited. The
single stroke engine fired off just as the priest approached.

“You amaze me,” Father Carlini called out
over the steam engine as he rushed towards Jones causing his black
cassock to flow out behind him and his shoulder cape sleeves to
flutter. “What’ta exactly do you have against’a God that you
cannot’a be satisfied?” he chided while flailing his arms. “Forever
exploiting your power and wealth—in spite of the dismay you’a bring
to this’a community—with your unseemly spectacle of noise and
machinery. You’a heretic and’a rude.” Father Carlini leaned in
close to Jones and growled, “And if I cannot’a bring you to God, I
will, nonetheless, find a way to put’ta you away same as your’a
uncle. You Whitman are all alike.”

Jones amused himself with the thought that
the priest looked like a peacock with the purple sash and buttons
running down his robe, but he kept those thoughts to himself.
Father Carlini postured in a manner meant to intimidate Jones.

Jones reached out and, in a brazen manner,
fingered the cassock sleeves. “Nice material. From China, perhaps?”
He stared into the eyes of the priest. “Father Carlini, surely you
and the Vatican have much more important endeavors than attempting
to find a way to end the transcendentalism movement. Why do you not
feed the poor and cure the sick? I do feel certain you think we are
competing for the minds and hearts of the common person. Rest
assured you have nothing to fear when it comes to your sheep—I mean
your flock, as they will follow you without question wherever you
may lead.”

“You’a believe philosophy will’a bring
happiness, but you are sadly mistaken young man.” He wagged his
finger in Jones’s face. “Have’a you no fear of the God Almighty?
Soon, I shall see to it that you’a will be contemplating your life
from the inside of an asylum cell.”

“Your egregious attitude gives me pause. Is
it because of my belief in transcendentalism as well as my
scientific pursuits?” Jones paused with his hand on his chin. “On
the other hand, I suspect a more personal conflict: you resent that
Emily has chosen me. Dare I say you are jealous? Be careful,
Father. She is a parishioner.” Jones adjusted his goggles over his
eyes and pulled his top hat down tight over his short dark hair.
“In addition, you do not have enough power, including Pope Leo, to
change my domicile of choice. Have I made myself clear?
*it*Arrivederci, Father.”

Jones glanced at his watch and released the
clutch to engage the gears attached to the steam piston and waved
as he drove away. He motored the loud single stroke engine through
the streets down past Boston Harbor at great speed.

“‘Yes, yes, yes!” Jones cried out. “This is
ultimate freedom.” As he slowed for pedestrians, he could not
contain his vision of the future. “There will be thousands of these
steam driven velocipedes on the road someday.”

A toothy grin lit his face as he sped along
his usual route to the house, where upon his arrival, he
dismounted, made note of his time in a pocket journal and guided
the bike up a ramp he had affixed to the front porch. He maneuvered
the bike through the front door, coming to rest in the parlor.
While his immediate neighbors found his behavior odd, to say the
least, they nonetheless tolerated the young man’s proclivities
because of his status in Boston society.

Jones’s uncle, Walt Whitman, the poet, had
made a name for himself in the transcendental philosophical
movement. Jones had adopted the viewpoint for himself, and coupled
with a degree in engineering from Harvard University’s Lawrence
Scientific School, he determined he could realize anything he had
conceived.

Jones shed his goggles and jacket, hung them
on the mirror in the hallway, and continued into the kitchen where
Roark had set out preparing the evening meal.

“Roark, my travels from the station to home
took a mere ten minutes and thirty-seven seconds. It is remarkable.
Every time I ride at such great speeds, I feel exhilarated beyond
explanation.”

“Ya, I can tell ‘at about ya.”

“What does that mean?”

“I’ve a feelin’ the best is yet to come
fer’ya. We should think on what we’re doin’ this evnin’ cause we
got a lotta work still wait’n.”

“Yes, well. We shall eat our meal and then I
will return to the lab to finish my calculations and drawings.”
Jones took his seat at the table. “I am confident, Roark, by this
time next week we will be on the precipice of time travel.”

A dainty, modest voice chimed from down the
hall.

“Jones,” the voice called out. She passed
the parlor opening and glanced to her left, “Oh my, why does he
insist on keeping that contraption in the parlor? This will just
not do.”

“In here, Miss Fuller,” Jones called out.
“You are in time for dinner. Roark set another place for Emily,
will you?”

“Oh, no thank you,” she said as she made her
way down the hall. “I’ve only stopped by to tell you that we have
had the most fortunate luck in reserving the garden chapel for our
wedding.”

“Oh, how nice for you.”

Jones waited at the entrance to the kitchen.
Emily strolled down the hallway toward him, stopping to inspect her
red coiffed hair as she passed the mirror.

“Do you like my bangs this way?”

She swayed from right to left. Her
high-necked dress conformed to her hourglass shape and the ruffled
laced sleeves, which stopped just under her elbows, flowed with her
movements.

“Alluring as always and there is no doubt in
my mind that you sport the finest bangs in Boston.”

He embraced her.

“You are such a cad. You would say anything
to keep me happy… and quiet.”

The light from the kitchen illuminated the
paleness of her unblemished skin that blended nearly seamlessly
with the off-white of her dress.

“This is far from the truth. I would not
compliment you just to keep you quiet.” Jones gently pinched her
cheeks and smiled. “And as for your assertion, I am indeed a cad,
my dear. You and I both know I adore women…” He smiled.
“…especially those willing to stand their ground.”

“Yes, well, you should have been born
earlier and you could have made more of an effort to becharm my
Aunt Margaret.”

“Your Aunt Margaret could have taught you a
couple of life’s lessons, I dare say. Anyway … I may be
overstepping my bounds.”

“I should say so. Your rebuke is a tad
offensive and hurts my feelings.” Emily pouted, placing her hands
on Jones’s chest, while staring into his clear blue eyes.
“Moreover, if I am to be your lawfully wedded wife, I need your
assurances more than your lectures. After all, I am not one of your
crony transcendental whatever persons.”

She turned her back to Jones.

Jones reached around her waist and drew her
in close.

“Correct. I can say, with assurance, you are
not. However, in spite of that flaw, I still adore you.”

“How very sweet of you,” Emily said sweetly.
Then, without warning, she broke free of the embrace. “I am off
then. Shall we partake of a leisurely bicycle ride tomorrow? Maybe
downtown for lunch… or even breakfast?”

“Maybe. I do have several issues I need to
take care of before next week. Give me a kiss and then please take
your leave before I get too distracted.”

Jones bent forward and lifted Emily onto her
tiptoes, kissing her more like a lover than a wife-to-be.

“Jones,” Roark said. “It’s me job to remind
ya, we got a lotta work tonight.”

“Alright, I shall let you know concerning
the bike ride and will ring you first thing in the morning with my
answer. Go and have a wonderful evening.”

“Good night, Roark, sweet dreams.” Turning
back to Jones, Emily batted her long eyelashes and said, “Bye,
love.” She stroked Jones’s cheek one last time and set off. The
sound of her heels rapped down the hall, halting at the mirror.
After a moment of silence, the tip tap continued until the front
door slammed.

Wednesday, 2 September 1891, 8:00 am

Jones retrieved his bicycle and
pedaled over to Emily’s house, where she was waiting impatiently by
the front gate.

“This is far more difficult than the
Columbia, I must say.” Jones dismounted and greeted Emily with a
warm hug.

“Good morning, Mr. Whitman,” Emily
whispered. She pushed him away and began to twirl. “What do you
think of my new bloomers?”

She wore a fitted olive jacket over a white
blouse with a large bow at the neck. The green plaid bloomers hung
like a skirt, just below her knees, showing off her high tan
boots.

“I am impressed. Very striking, I might
add.” He pulled her back to his embrace and fingered her collar and
bowtie while staring into her wide green eyes. “You are remarkably
beautiful, soon-to-be Mrs. Whitman.”

“I like the sound of that.” She kissed his
lips. “We are too late for breakfast yet too early for lunch.”

“Shall we take coffee at Bailey’s Cafe next
to the market?”

“That would be fine.” She straddled her
bike. “That will give me enough time to make my appointment with
Father Carlini at ten.”

“Concerning this appointment, I would rather
remain in the dark, if I may, in an effort to keep the peace
between us.”

“Nothing important I am sure. Most probably
wedding planning. However, I will keep it all to myself.”

Emily pushed off in front of Jones.

The two rode in tandem through the sunny
side streets of Boston.

“How are you feeling about the wedding?”
Emily asked.

“The same way most men feel … left out.” He
flashed her a look. “But I assure you, I have no problem deferring
to your feminine wisdom on such matters.”

“You are so lovable. I adore that you allow
me to take care of… well, my mother, to take care of
everything.”

“Your mother is living vicariously through
you.”

They turned the corner for Bailey’s.

“That’s not fair. She is only trying to
help.”

“Your mother would sail with us on the
honeymoon were she given the choice.”

“That is not true…” She rode a bit further
then allowed Jones to catch up. “Well, maybe it is true. Would that
be so awful?”

“Yes. Yes *it*is the correct answer here.”

“You can be such a brute sometimes. I do not
see how having my mother and father along would make any difference
in the world.”

“Perhaps you are right. I shall bring Roark
as well.”

They rode silently for a short stint.

“Fine, I get your point and I am finished
with this conversation.”

They rode the rest of the way to the diner
and dismounted. After securing their bikes, they entered. In
courteous fashion, Jones pulled Emily’s chair out for her.

As the server walked away, Jones said, “I am
glad we have this time together. I have so much to do this week. I
have expectations of a great breakthrough.” He shared a broad
smile. “Here’s to our future. May it always be… timeless.”

He raised his cup of coffee.

“Yes. Eternal. Without end.” Her attention
wandered. For the next hour, they forgot their worries and talked
happily of future promises.

Glancing at the clock above the barista,
Emily began to gather her personal effects.

“I must be off. I’ll see you later,
perhaps?”

Jones escorted Emily outside where they
shared an unabashed public display of affection before parting
ways.

Wednesday, 2 September 1891, 10:00 am

“Emily, my child, so good of'a you to
meet with me.” Father Carlini stood with his neck stretched to give
him the appearance of additional height. He wore his usual cassock
with a flamboyant purple scarf. He bent forward eyes closed,
sniffed the aroma from Emily’s hair and kissed her on the
forehead.

Emily bristled at his closeness.

“Please, have a seat next to me.” He patted
the chair. “I’a do so enjoy my little piece of the earth here.
Would you’a care for anything?” He reached for his teacup and drew
a sip into his mouth.

“Oh, no thank you, Father.” Emily assumed
her seat aligned right next to the priest. “You have me full of
curiosity concerning our meeting. I hope it is nothing unfavorable
you have heard pertaining to me in your travels around the city. I
assure you they are not true.”

“No.” He paused to look at her, shook his
head dismissively and continued. “I’m’a concerned still with your
favor of the young Jones Whitman. Dare I’a say he is not one of my
favorite people and I would’a not be doing what I’m’a ordained to
do should I not express my concern. He is—”

“Jones is a wonderful person, Father.” Emily
shifted in her seat to face him. “You really should get to know
him. He is intelligent and—”

“He is an evil man and sins against the very
God'a whom I serve with great honor and’a fear.” His upper body
lunged toward her, closing the small gap between them.

“I do not understand why you think Jones
evil.” Emily shifted farther back in her chair. “We are all
sinners, are we not? So should we not take a more lenient view of
others who are lost, perhaps?” She did not wait for his answer. “I
believe my marriage to Jones will bring him into the flock. He’s
revered in Boston society and has great potential, I am told, as an
inventor. He is wealthy and devilishly handsome.” She stopped
herself abruptly, and sighed. “Sorry, Father. He is heavenly and I
respect him. I know my family is somewhat disappointed in our
decision to marry… and I too have some small doubts, until I am in
his presence. It is in these moments I know I could not live
without him.”

“You are’a making a mistake, child. Im’a
truly sorry because I do not wish to be so harsh.” His words were
mild, but he continued to raise his voice with each subsequent
statement. “Im’a afraid for you and I would'a not want to see you’a
hurt in the end. It is my duty to inform you of my fear that there
are dire consequences to be associated with Jones. Are you’a aware
he does not’a believe the church has a place in ordinary people’s
lives? I’m’a sure his philosophy could’a bring him a great deal of
negative attention in’a his future. He will not convert to
Catholicism and if’a he did, it would’a be a mockery.”

Emily blinked her eyes, as she saw the
redness in the priest’s face.

“I don’t much listen to his ramblings on
science or philosophy; however, when he speaks people do listen. He
has observed that when one believes they have all the answers, they
then become content to look no further. To Jones, that is not
judicious.”

“He doesn’t deserve your affection,” he
growled. Taking a moment to rein in his ardency, he attempted a
conciliatory tone, “What'ta I mean to say is … you are’a too good
for him.” He paused. “Nevertheless, I can’a see I’m’a failing at
influencing your decision. However, you’a must make a promise to me
that should’a you hear even a single word regarding what’a Jones is
up to, you will’a confess those findings to me.”

“He is always respectful to me and such a
gentleman. Is that not what matters most? In fact, he’s taking me
for another bike ride tomorrow,” she said defiantly.

“I see.” He paused, stroking his goatee.
“*it*Scusi, but when’a was your
last confession?”

“It’s been a while now,” she admitted,
sitting forward and adjusting her jacket.

“I have’a time if you would’a like for me to
hear your confession today, right now,” he said with some
insistence. He shared a strained smile and waited for Emily to
answer.

“Well… um…” she said, searching for a
plausible reason to decline. “I am due at another meeting with my
mother. Family business before the wedding. Perhaps another time…
soon.” Emily stood and extended her hand. “I want you to know I do
appreciate your concern for me and I will not take it lightly. I
plan to consider your request to report on Jones.” She waited
uncomfortably. “Thank you, Father, for everything. I will see you
on Sunday.” She attempted to tug her hand away and failed.

Father Carlini had cupped her hand in his
and with his eyes closed, lingered over their connection. He rose
and gave Emily an awkward hug.

Once released, she retreated to the path,
feeling the weight of his stare against her back as she stalked the
course to the gate leading onto the street. Outside, she closed the
gate, leaned against the wall where she had propped her bicycle and
exhaled in relief.

Wednesday, 2 September 1891, 6:45 pm

The makeshift lab, in the turret on
the third floor, displayed a wall of tick-tock brass and hardwood
clocks, set to different time zones of cities Jones had visited. A
small cabinet, distinguished by a series of dark wooden drawers,
labeled by number, with smaller compartments at the top, graduating
to larger drawers at the bottom, contained various sized gears and
screws.

His writing tool and shop drawings covered
the largest table in the middle of the room with a floating light
hanging over the drafting table. The drawing tool bore a counter
weighted cog allowing for ease of movement. The ratcheted elbow
allowed Jones to retract the attached ballpoint pen when he needed
to examine his drawings. On the opposite end of the workspace sat a
rectangular metal frame that held several gyroscopes and a myriad
of gears. The gears were synchronized so the chordal pitch allowed
the top and bottom landings to mesh in a flawless manner. In
theory, this would generate a low vibration in the key of D,
without creating friction and heat.

On a long flexible arm, attached by a clamp,
a magnifying glass aided in placing the last five cage gears Jones
had cast and filed to perfection. Last, a parchment of the newest
drawings of the globe hung over the entire back wall. It included
the latitudinal and longitudinal meridians he used to calculate
where he might time travel with his Atomotron.

“Roark, would you be so kind as to swing the
light a little more in this direction, please?”

Roark looked up from the drawings and swung
the arm so the light fell right over the last area left to gear on
the time travel machine.

Jones whispered, “This is very exciting.” He
used needle-nosed pliers to place the last gear that was so tiny he
had to use the magnifying glass. “I hope these can withstand the
revolutions. Roark did you know that the Tibetan monks perform a
sound they believe to be the harmonic of the universe. The Om
matches the vibration of the turning of the galaxies, which is a
significant element used in the Atomotron.”

“Jones, ya neva talk about what happens if
it don’t work.”

“It is not in my purview to define my
inventions in failing terms.”

Jones pushed the magnifying glass away and
inspected his work.

“Yeah, I know this ‘bout ya. But if it dun’t
work whatta I do?”

“Well,” Jones started, “pull on your Donegal
and go for a walk. I have made arrangements to care of everything.
My barrister has my full confidence. He will tell you all, when the
time is right, should we fail… again… an outcome in which I have no
interest.”

“Ya ain’t listenin’ ta me, Jones. You become
like famly… and me best friend. I’m not so sure ‘bout this as ya
are. All yer explanin’ barely meant anythin’ ta me. I’m not as
clever as ya are.”

“Roark, dear friend, I am confident not
because of me but because of the perfection of mathematics and the
science of engineering. This is, at best, a calculated risk. As
long as my calculations are correct, there is no risk.”

Emily, unsure of her choice to report
Jones’s activities to Father Carlini, found herself easing into the
foyer, stopping at the bottom of the stairs to eavesdrop on the
conversation between Jones and Roark. She tiptoed back to the front
door and slammed it shut.

“That must be Emily downstairs,” Jones said.
“Could you escort her to me, my friend? And watch your head.”

Roark ducked under the doorframe and left
Jones hovering over the time machine, placing the final gears
before the first trial. He could feel his body shaking with
anticipation when the door flew open and the lilt of Emily’s voice
filled the room.

“This room is your mistress and I do not
much care for it.” She paced the room and then turned to Jones.
“Besides, what will people think of you? They will believe you to
be some kind of mad scientist retreating into this world of…
Whatever shall we do with this space after we are married?”

“And what pray tell brings you to me this
evening?” he asked, half hearing her words.

“Jones, you bad boy,” she said as she
approached. “You have been ignoring me and I will have nothing more
to do with it. You must leave your silly experiment and take me to
the symphony tonight.” Emily then resorted to the most powerful
weapon in her arsenal, pouty lips. “Please, Jones. I miss you.
The Boston Symphony Orchestra is hosting
the Hungarian born, Arthur Nikisch this evening to perform
Liszt.”

She laced her fingers behind his
neck.

“I am sure I would be wildly
entertained, but I really do have a commitment to make tonight my
first trial. This is a long anticipated event. Surely, you can
understand.”

Emily leaned into him with her
hands on his chest.

“I suppose, Jones, but I must tell
you there are plenty of young men in Boston who would leap at the
chance to spend the evening at the symphony with me.” She stared
into his eyes.

“I have no doubt. You should
go with someone we both know, and trust, so that you do not miss
tonight’s performance.”

“I know… I shall ring Father
Carlini.” She pirouetted and glided to the doorway, and pivoted
back to see Jones’s reaction. “I will explain everything to him. I
shall tell him how you are ignoring me for your inventions. I am
certain he will accompany me and then you will have no need to feel
insecure or jealous.”

“I am certain I said someone
we both trust.” Jones paused. “Well, I suppose he is acceptable. He
is a priest after all.” Jones turned to face Roark. “Do you think
she is safe with Carlini?”

“I dunt trust priests, but
I’ll make sure she's safe.” Roark looked down at Emily and smiled.
“Tell Father Carlini Roark Fogarty says ‘top of the evnin’ ta
ya.’”

“Very well, it is settled. If
Roark is comfortable, then I am comfortable. Give me a kiss.”

“No. I do not want to now.”
Emily raised her gloved hand to her chin and stuck the end of her
pointer finger in her mouth. “Oh, all right then.” She swanned back
over to Jones. “However, you must find time for a ride tomorrow or
I shall never forgive you.”

“I promise.”

Jones took her by her
shoulders and kissed her full lips.

She waved as she made her
way downstairs, to the hall, stopping at the mirror for a quick
glance, then came the inevitable slamming of the door.

“I will have to replace that door
once a year after we marry,” Jones said to Roark with a
chuckle.

Wednesday, 2 September 1891 7:15
pm

After Emily made her exit, Jones
retrieved the Atomotron from the drafting table and placed it in a
small standing closet used for cleaning materials. He then screwed
on a threaded pipe to the steam generator and opened the valve to
allow enough pressure to make a short round trip. He stepped inside
the closet and began a systematic procedure that he denoted to
Roark as a way of tracking his process through the set up and
execution.

“Very well, because I am an
auditory learner,” he said, sticking his head out of the closet, “I
will speak loudly so you might hear my thoughts.” He returned to
the closet. “My theory is this, my friend. Here on the Atomotron.”
He rotated the brass tumblers. “I shall toggle in the location
coordinates so the machine will appear on the table in the center
of the room. Once it arrives, I will set the return coordinates for
the closet.” Jones closed the filling valve connected to the steam
furnace. “Pressurized... and I am now disconnecting the filling
tube.”

“Aint sure I kin watch this,
Jones.”

“Ah… I failed to
mention *it*you will be wearing the time machine
not I.” Jones stared at Roark, maintaining a serious expression on
his face for as long as he could. “I am toying with you, Roark. I
am not a complete lunatic. The Atomotron will go and return on its
own. If and only if this works, will I have the courage to depart
this time zone for another. What time is it?”

“8:07…” Roark said looking toward
the wall of timekeepers to the largest clock in the center set to
local Boston time.

“All is set, Roark. Are you
ready?”

“Ho’d on. Why in da closet?”

“Well, should it explode—which I
do not believe will occur—the damage will be minimal … I hope.”

Roark rubbed his chin.

“How will ya not lose yer arm or
hand when pullin’ the lever should it give way?”

“You think of everything and that
is why I have you as my assistant. We will use the writing tool arm
to reach into the cracked open closet door while we crouch down
behind those two chairs. How does that sound?”

“Ya won’t actuallay need me.
I’ll jus be over there,” Roark said pointing to the farthest corner
of the room. “And put yer goggles on.”

“Fine. Brilliant idea.” Jones
pulled his goggles over his eyes. “Okay, are you ready now?”

“Yeah.”

Roark squatted, like a small
child, in the corner with his arms wrapped around his legs. He
still took up a large amount of space.

“Wait. Help me push the table over.”

Roark rose to his feet, cleared off all
the papers, grasped either side in his large spread out hands, and
lifted the entire table. He placed it so the top blocked Jones and
the writing tool arm rested perpendicular to the opening in the
door in order to use it to push the lever. He then thundered his
way back to his place of safety and squatted on the floor.

“Ya can start now.”

Jones assumed a crouched position
behind the table and pulled on his goggles. He carefully guided the
long skinny end of the tool right up to the lever and stopped. He
waited for a moment mumbling the procedure.

“Roark,” Jones said.

“Ye’ah?”

“I’m having one small doubt.”

“I know that ya’d be doin’ it
anyways.”

“Yes. Your assertion is without a
doubt true, however, I am at once taken with the thought of failure
and the burden of success.”

“Me thinks you can do this ‘cause
yer the most clever man I’ve ever known.”

“Thank you for your confidence,
Roark. That actually means a lot to me.”

Jones pushed the lever and could
hear, through the door, the whirling of gears picking up speed. The
low vibration began to hum in the closet followed by an eerie
silence. Jones opened the closet door and from behind him, he heard
a swooshing sound, like a hard wind through a cracked open
door.

“Eureka, Roark. The machine is now
over there.” Jones pointed and snatched out his pocket journal and
writing instrument. “Quickly, what time is it?”

“Eight fourteen and forty-one
seconds.”

Jones glanced at his watch. “I
have eight fourteen and forty-five seconds now. I will quickly
toggle in the closet coordinates.”

Jones waited at the far side of the room with Roark.

Both men went silent. The
Atomotron spewed steam and picked up speed, faster and faster,
until the machine disappeared right before their eyes. A smaller
vibration whooshed and the time machine rested in the closet with
the last of the steam swirling above the frame. The metal box
rested as if it had never traveled anywhere.

“It takes nine seconds to
exit.” Jones laced his fingers behind his head, pacing back and
forth. “I will not be able to sleep tonight. I am just too excited
about the possibilities.” Jones cautiously placed his hand on the
frame of the machine. “This is excellent, Roark, feel this. It is
barely warm, much less hot. I think, dear friend, it will not be
necessary to wear a shield against the heat. That will make the
Atomotron lighter than I originally anticipated.”

Roark reached past Jones but
hesitated to touch the Atomotron.

“When d'ya expect ta try wearing
the machine then? I mean… and where ya gonna go? How long will ya
be gone?”

“You needn’t worry over those
details right now. Let me answer this way. The first human trial
will be in a couple of days. I have not the slightest idea of how
to narrow down the infinite possible destinations. Moreover, I know
this may come as a shock, but I will be able to travel both forward
and backward in time, therefore, although I will still have a
linear progression of my own age while in travel, the timeframe can
appear as an instant should I return at the exact time of my
departure. Does this make sense to you, Roark?”

“No.”

Roark placed his hands on his head
as if to keep it from exploding.

“Okay, well, another time then. My
mind is racing. What can we do?”

“Let’s go ta the gym. Ya can
practice yer Hung Gar whilst I spar wif a coupla the fellas.”

“Brilliant. Allow me to change my
clothes and I will return shortly.”

Jones donned his black gi
and Chinese bamboo sandals, while Roark pulled on a pair of boxing
shorts, a shirt, and grabbed his gloves and boots from his room.
They walked the one and a half miles to the gym in the sea infused
summer night air. Jones chattered on regarding the multitudinous
possibilities of time travel. He pushed through the main door of
the gym into a pungent odor of sweat and musky leather. Gas lamps
hissed a dim light casting a candle-flame effect of color in the
low-slung hallway. In the faint glow, Jones caught a glimpse
of Ma Chun Lee, apprentice to Wong Fei-hung and professor of
science at Harvard.

“Roark, I will be in here with
Master Lee.”

“Okay, meet ya back ‘ere in an
‘our,” Roark said over his shoulder as he walked toward the
ring.

“Master Lee, I am profoundly glad
to see you are still here tonight. If I may, I would like a few
moments of your time.” Jones bowed from the waist. “I need your
advice on matters concerning my tattoo.”

“Yes?” Master Lee indicated for
Jones to sit with him. Both men assumed a cross-legged position on
mats facing one another.

“Master Fei-hung has given
me the name Time Traveler.” He pulled up his sleeve to reveal the
tattoo of his Hung Gar name. “Since my days in Foshan with him, I
have spent many years designing a machine that will enable me to
travel both forward and backward in time. I have only recently come
to realize that I have manifested my goal, but without a clear
understanding of why and for what purpose, it shall serve. Master
Lee, I need your assistance to clarify my purpose.”

“Jones… you must not allow
yourself to leave the sanctity of your Ch'i.
Your life force will guide you effortlessly on your path with a
sense of balance for all you may encounter. Live your life in such
a way that others will want to emulate you. You must commit to a
strong integrity and ethic when you travel, for you will have the
ability to influence circumstances and must not use your fortitude
and strength to significantly change the past or the
future.”

Master Lee closed his eyes in
contemplation.

Jones sat up straighter and
cleared his throat.

“My machine travels along a
universal spatial/time path similar to the meridians running
through our bodies as Fei-hung taught. It would also seem that to
influence the past could have dire effects on the future, on my
future.”

Lee opened his eyes and
smiled.

“You are confused because
you rely only on your mind for answers, when answers must come from
your heart as well. Once
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