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Chapter 

1

The Machine Beneath the Sheets
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I never meant to invent time travel; I've been a sound sleeper my whole life. Although it is common to have multiple dreams each night, I rarely remember my dreams. 

Meditation has been a part of my daily routine. I find it very relaxing and energizing. One Saturday, during a mid-afternoon meditation session, I had an out-of-body experience, known as astral projection. I found myself at the school I attended in the 6th grade. The most fascinating part of the experience was that I was aware of what was happening. After the meditation session ended, I wanted to learn how to do it again and again. This led to the discovery of lucid dreams.

A lucid dream is a dream in which you become aware that you are dreaming while still asleep. Once you realize you're in a dream, you can often gain some degree of control over the dream content—flying, changing the scenery, talking to dream characters, summoning objects or people, or anything else your imagination allows. I became obsessed with lucid dreaming and Astral projections. With practice, I learned to experience lucid dreams on command, and that is how my bed became a time travel machine.

I learned to master lucid dreams and astral projection the same way I learned to master anything else in my life: by treating it like quantum mechanics and chess combined—rigorous observation, pattern recognition, relentless experimentation, and absolute faith that the impossible remains impossible until someone proves otherwise.

It began in the summer of 2025, immediately after I decided that the universe itself is one giant lucid dream that God is having. If the cosmos can be conscious, I thought, then my own consciousness should be able to step outside the body it was issued at birth.

I started with the classics, but I didn't just follow the textbooks; I turned it into a university-level research project. I started a dream journal. In six months, I had written 4,000 pages. Every morning, I recorded what I could remember of the previous night's dream. The journal became my eidetic memory. The process for mastering lucid dreams involved WBTB (Wake Up, Back To Bed). Every night, I purposely set my alarm clock to go off at precisely 4:45 A.M. The reason for 4:45 A.M. is that by that time, you would have most likely already experienced several REM cycles. When the alarm went off, I would immediately get out of bed and write in my dream journal any part of a dream I could recall. After finishing the writing, I returned to bed. I vividly visualized the dream, but this time I recognized I was dreaming. I repeat this process slowly in my head until I fall back asleep, which usually happens within 2 to 10 minutes. 

After months of practice, I discovered that lucid dreaming was a launch pad to any destination in time. I found that if, while fully lucid, I floated to the ceiling of the dream bedroom and commanded with absolute conviction, "Take me to the Eiffel Tower," the dream scenery would dissolve like static. Vibrations would hit, and soon I found myself in Paris, France, in front of the tower.

My first confirmed projection happened on New Year's Eve, 2025. I left my body in my Miami home, floated through the ceiling, and found myself back in time at Yankee Stadium, watching 1964 Game 3 of the World Series between the St. Louis Cardinals and the New York Yankees. I experience the game as if I were sitting on the bleachers. But the most incredible experience of that time travel was watching my childhood hero, Mickey Mantle, in action. The highlight of the game came in the bottom of the ninth, with the game tied at 1, Mickey Mantle hit a home run to deep right field to win it. The home run not only won game three of the WS for the Yankees, but broke Babe Ruth's record for most home runs hit in World Series play. I got so excited, something you are not supposed to do while lucid dreaming, that I woke up. 

After the game, I transported myself to the Yankees locker room. The place was electric. Mickey was still in his number 7 uniform, smoking a cigar, grinning ear to ear as reporters crowded around him. Whitey Ford, Roger Maris, and Joe Pepitone toasted him, replaying the moment over and over. 

I approached Mickey and explained that I was the Kid that he winked at in the stands, but that I was really a time traveler from 2025. I made sure he knew that I would be invisible to everyone except him. That nothing I said or did could change the history. I wanted to have a conversation with him so I could share it with my children and grandchildren.

Mickey gave me one of his famous smiles and said in his Oklahoma drawl, This is strange, "but what is it you want to talk about?"

Before I tell you about my conversation with my hero, a little history on Mickey.

Mickey Mantle—"The Mick" or "The Commerce Comet"—was one of baseball's most iconic figures, a switch-hitting powerhouse who played his entire 18-year career (1951–1968) with the New York Yankees. Born in 1931 in Spavinaw, Oklahoma, he grew up in a hardscrabble mining family, trained relentlessly by his father to become a ballplayer. He overcame early injuries to become a legend: 536 home runs, three MVP awards, a Triple Crown in 1956, and seven World Series titles.

Off the field, Mantle was a complex man—charismatic yet shy, generous yet self-destructive, a small-town boy thrust into New York stardom.

Mantle was famously humble and unpretentious—a "country boy" with a thick Oklahoma drawl that never faded despite years in the big city. He spoke slowly, with a folksy twang, often self-deprecating: quotes like "If I knew I was going to live this long, I'd have taken better care of myself" or "After I hit a home run, I had a habit of running the bases with my head down... I figured the pitcher already felt bad enough" reveal his modesty. Teammates described him as kind, funny, and a bigger hero to them than to fans—never acting like a superstar.

His greatest passion off the field was golf. He played obsessively, often in celebrity tournaments, and dreamed of getting rich so he could golf every day. He also enjoyed Classic rural pursuits from his Oklahoma roots, such as hunting and fishing. Stories abound of deer hunts, often with pranks involving buddies like Billy Martin, and relaxing by rivers or lakes.

He hated the pressure of fame, often feeling like a "cartoon character" rather than himself. Injuries plagued him, and he feared dying young, like his father from Hodgkin's disease. Alcoholism dominated much of his life, leading to blackouts, regret, and family strain—he later called it self-destructive. He warned others: "Don't be like me."

Casual and unflashy, he wore suits for formal occasions, but off-duty it was golf attire, polo shirts, slacks, or simple country clothes reflecting his roots—no high fashion.

Nominally Christian but not deeply religious for most of his life—haunted by death and emptiness. In his final months, after rehab at Betty Ford and a liver transplant, he converted to Christianity through teammate Bobby Richardson, finding peace: "God, don't let me die before I get to know You."

No strong political statements; he embodied 1950s American innocence—blond, boyish, powerful—yet privately battled demons.

"Mr. Mantle," I said, my voice steady despite the surreal hum of the dream around us, "of all the things I've wondered about you, this one's burned in me the longest. Back in '51, when they sent you down to the Kansas City Blues... how did that really hit you? What did it feel like, at nineteen, to go from Yankee Stadium and wearing number 6—the next in line after Ruth, Gehrig, DiMaggio—to Triple-A? And what changed inside you down there that let you come roaring back and become... well, you?"

He leaned back, that slow Oklahoma drawl wrapping around every word like warm gravel, eyes distant for a moment as he puffed on the cigar.

"Kid," he started, exhaling slowly, "that was the lowest I ever felt in baseball. Hell, maybe in life. I was hittin' around .260 up there, strikin' out way too much, feelin' like the whole world was watchin' me flop. Casey called me in—tears in his eyes, believe it or not—and said I was goin' down. I cried like a baby on the train to Kansas City. Thought my career was done before it started. Felt like a failure, plain and simple. A country boy who didn't belong in the big lights."

He paused, staring at the floor, then looked up with that spark.

"But then my dad—Mutt—drove all the way from Oklahoma when I called him whinin' about quittin'. He walked into my room, started packin' my bags, and said, 'I thought I raised a man, not a coward. If you're quittin', come on home and work the zinc mines with me.' That hit harder than any fastball. Shamed me good. Made me mad, too—at myself. I told him to unpack, that I wasn't done yet."

Mickey leaned forward now, voice gaining that quiet intensity.

"Down in Kansas City, somethin' shifted. I stopped pressurin' myself to be the next DiMaggio overnight. Just played. Relaxed my grip on the bat, trusted my swing again. Started seein' the ball better, timin' it right. In 40 games, I hit .361—eleven homers, fifty RBIs. Belted 'em from both sides, started feelin' like the Kid who tore up the minors before. Confidence came floodin' back. When the Yankees called me up in August, I was ready. Switched to number 7 for good, hit .267 the rest of the way with 13 bombs. It wasn't the Hall of Fame yet, but it was the turn."

He smiled that crooked, genuine smile, the one that made millions love him.

"That demotion? The best thing that ever happened to me. Taught me I could take a punch and get back up. You gotta fall sometimes to learn how strong you really are. Without Kansas City, there's no Triple Crown, no 536 homers, no seven rings. Hell, maybe no Mickey Mantle at all."

As the dream began to fade, he raised his beer in a toast. "Tell whoever's listenin'—never quit when it hurts worst. That's when you're closest to breakin' through."

"Mr. Mantle," I said, leaning forward as if we were two old friends sharing stories over coffee, "you came up as a shortstop—blazing through the minors with that glove at short. What made you switch to the outfield? Was it your call, or did someone see something in you that shortstop couldn't hold?"

"Well, son," he started, tapping ash into a tray, "it wasn't really my idea at first. I grew up playin' shortstop—hell, that's all I knew. In the minors, I could rake, hit for power from both sides, and run like the wind. But fieldin'? Lord, I was throwin' balls into the stands, bootin' grounders left and right. I made over a hundred errors in my first couple of minor league seasons. The arm was strong, but the accuracy? Not so much. And that speed—they figured it'd play better chasin' flies than turnin' double plays."

He paused, eyes twinkling with that self-deprecating grin.

"Spring trainin' in '51, Casey Stengel takes one look and says, 'Kid, you're goin' to the outfield.' Right field to start, flankin' Joe DiMaggio in center—talk about big shoes. Casey told the papers it would've taken a couple of years to make a big-league shortstop outta me, and we didn't have that kinda time. My bat was ready now. Speed like mine? You put that in the outfield, coverin' all that ground in the old Yankee Stadium—Death Valley, they called left-center—you turn a good hitter into a weapon."

"I fought it a little at first—shortstop's where the action is, right? But once I got out there, it felt right. Natural, even. Used my legs to run down everything, and my strong arm to gun runners down. And when Joe retired after that '51 Series, they slid me over to center. Best thing that ever happened. Let me focus on hittin' tape-measure bombs instead of worryin' about errant throws."

He laughed softly, shaking his head.

"Funny thing—turned out I wasn't half bad out there. Gold Glove in '62, rangy as hell. If they'd kept me at short, who knows? Might've been just another guy with a hot bat and a wild arm. Outfield let "The Commerce Comet" really fly. Sometimes the best path ain't the one you start on. Shortstop built my arm and legs, but center field? That's where I became Mickey Mantle."

Mickey hadn't moved from his armchair, cigar smoke weaving lazy patterns in the air. I shifted closer, the question forming like it had been waiting decades. 

"Mr. Mantle, you have played along with so many great players. Who would you say was the best you saw up to now, and who was your favorite teammate?"

He took a long puff, eyes narrowing as he thought it over, that slow grin creeping in. 

"Ah, hell," he drawled, exhaling slowly. "The best? That's Willie Mays, hands down. Nobody did it all like Say Hey. Hit for average, hit for power, run like the wind, arm like a cannon, and that glove—Lord, he could catch anything. I got my peaks where I was untouchable, but Willie? He did it year after year, healthy as a horse. If we're talkin' the complete package, the guy I'd pay to watch every day... It's Willie. And don't get me wrong—I loved battlin' him. Made me better."

He paused, chuckling softly, then his eyes softened.

"But favorite teammate? That's easy. Billy Martin. Named one of my boys after him. Billy was fire—scrappy, tough, always had your back. We'd hunt, fish, and raise hell together. And Whitey Ford, too—me and Whitey, we were thick as thieves, pullin' pranks, winnin' games, livin' it up... we were brothers through it all. Joe DiMaggio? Class act, taught me what it meant to be a Yankee."

Mickey leaned forward, voice dropping like he was sharing a secret.

"Teammates make the game. I played with winners—Berra callin' pitches, Bauer hustlin', Ford dealin'. But Billy... he was my best buddy. Fought for me, partied with me. That's the stuff that sticks."

Mickey looked past me. I sensed that my time with him was coming to an end; maybe he was reflecting on the Kid he once was. 

I took a breath and asked the question that mattered most now.

Back in my time, I am too old to become a baseball player, but what do you suggest I tell my grandsons to help them make it to the big leagues and achieve what you did?

"Mr. Mantle... back in my time, I'm too old to chase the dream myself anymore. But I've got grandsons—good Kids, full of fire and talent. What would you tell them? How do you make it to the big leagues? How do you achieve what you did... and become the best version of yourself in that field?"

He leaned forward, that slow, thoughtful drawl carrying the weight of a lifetime—triumphs, regrets, and hard-won truth.

"Well, first off," he started, a small smile tugging at his lips, "tell 'em to love the game. Nothin' ever been as fun as baseball for me. Play it 'cause it lights you up inside, not just for the glory. My old man—Mutt—he had me out there every day after school, pitchin' to me right-handed so I'd hit lefty, and Grandpa the other way 'round. Made me a switch-hitter before I even knew what that meant. Practice like that—relentless, every single day. That's where it starts."

"Work harder than anybody else. Outrun, outhit, outhustle. Listen to your coaches, your folks—stay outta trouble, keep your nose clean. No shortcuts. When things get tough—and they will, injuries, slumps, gettin' sent down as I did in 51—don't quit. That's when you dig deeper. My dad shamed me into fightin' back. Turned me from a crybaby into a ballplayer."

"But here's the big one, son—the one I wish somebody hammered into me harder: Take care of that body God's given you. Treat it right. Stay away from the booze, the late nights, the stuff that tears you down. I had the talent, the speed, the power... but I wasted so much of it. Played hurt, partied harder. If I'd taken better care, who knows how far I could've gone without all those aches and blackouts."

Mickey looked straight at me now, earnest, almost pleading.

"Tell your grandsons: Don't be like me in that way. Be better. Play clean, play smart, play for the love of it. Dream big—this country's great for that. You set your mind to it, work your tail off, and take care of yourself... You can make it. Hell, you can be a legend. But legends ain't just about homers and rings. It's about lookin' back without too many regrets."

As the dream faded, his final words hung in the air like a promise. I woke up changed—ready to pass on The Mick's wisdom, the full truth of it, to my own grandsons. Practice. Persevere. Protect what you've been given. That's the real path to the big leagues... and to a life well-lived.

The next day, I couldn't wait until nighttime. I knew that I had discovered the time machine I had been longing for so long. My bed was the only time machine I would ever need. I was not going to be moving through space. I would use my mind to meet the heroes who have existed for thousands of years. Whatever I experienced would be perfectly real inside the dream and perfectly harmless outside it. No butterfly crushed, no grandfather paradox, no ripple in the timeline—only memories (perfect, impossible, mine forever). 

JOURNAL ENTRY

My first time-travel trip was not only memorable, but it also convinced me that I had discovered a way to meet all the heroes and personalities I had longed to know.

I am still a staunch Yankee fan. Even as my wife nags at me, I watch every Yankee game. Today, I feel fortunate to witness Aaron Judge, another Yankee great. Aaron will most likely go down as one of the greatest right-handed hitters of all time. Still, for me, no other player will come close to my favorite of all time, "The Mick" of "The Commerce Comet."

How fortunate am I to have been able to witness the greatest in the greatest time of all time?
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The Island That Smelled Like Paradise and Gunpowder
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Christopher Columbus was neither a saint nor a devil. He was a genius navigator and a terrible governor, a sincere mystic and a world-class self-promoter, a man who wept at beauty and who casually ordered noses and ears cut off as punishment. He believed God spoke to him personally every morning, and that a few dozen glass beads could buy a human being. He was capable of writing the most lyrical descriptions of landscape in the Spanish language and, in the very next paragraph, calculating how many slaves the island could yield per year. He loved the Taíno people with a childlike wonder, and he enslaved them without ever seeing the contradiction.

He was, in short, a late-medieval Christian mariner doing exactly what late-medieval Christian mariners were supposed to do when they met naked "infidels" who possessed gold: convert them, rule them, profit from them, and thank God for the opportunity. The results were apocalyptic, but the intentions were perfectly ordinary for 1492.

He is the man who knelt on a Cuban beach and kissed the sand. At the same time, a notary read a Latin proclamation to people who could not understand a word, and in that single, confused, reverent, violent moment, accidentally opened two halves of the planet to each other.

Everything heroic and everything horrific about the next five centuries walked ashore with him on October 28, 1492, and neither the school pageant nor the protest chant has ever quite managed to contain the whole of it.

Columbus was a tall, red-haired, freckled Genoese sailor with a thick Ligurian accent who believed, with the burning certainty of a medieval mystic, that God had chosen him personally to sail west and carry the Cross to the Indies. He liked the smell of the open ocean at dawn, the taste of salted anchovies, the sound of Gregorian chant drifting across the deck at sunset, and the feel of a well-trimmed lateen sail pulling hard in a following wind. He hated cold weather, Portuguese pilots who laughed at his theories, and above all, the idea that the world was too large for one determined man to cross. He spoke a rapid, old-fashioned Tuscan Italian laced with Spanish and Portuguese words, wrote in a hurried Latin hand that scholars still struggle to read, and peppered his letters with biblical quotations because he genuinely believed he was living inside Revelation.

He dressed, even as Admiral, like a barefoot Franciscan: a plain grey or brown wool habit over bare legs, rope sandals, a coarse cloak, and later the white habit of the Order of Santiago once Isabella granted it. He drank almost no alcohol (only water or watered wine) because he feared losing control at sea. He adored sweets (preserved quince, marzipan, sugared anise) and carried jars of them on every voyage. Tobacco did not yet exist in Europe when he first sailed. On the second voyage (1493–1496), he became one of the very first Europeans to chew and smoke the dried leaves the Taíno called cojiba; he never acquired the habit himself, though his men did, and he shipped the "sleeping herb" back to Spain as a curiosity.

Most days at sea followed a monkish rhythm: rise before dawn for prayers on the poop deck, take the morning star altitude with his wooden quadrant, correct the sandglass, log the dead-reckoning, argue with the pilots, write in his journal by candlelight, then pace the deck barefoot until the stars came out, humming psalms. For fun, he read Marco Polo and Pierre d'Ailly until the pages fell apart, imagined golden-roofed Cipango rising out of the mist, and taught his page boys to play the lute. On land, he loved solemn religious processions, the smell of incense, and the moment when a new chief placed a gold crown on his head.

Columbus convinced Queen Isabella not with maps or mathematics (she barely understood those) but with prophecy. In the spring of 1492, outside Granada, he read aloud from the Book of Isaiah and the apocryphal Third Book of Esdras, insisting that Ferdinand and Isabella had been chosen by God to fund the final crusade that would retake Jerusalem from the west. Isabella, exhausted by war and newly devout, wept, crossed herself, and pawned her own jewels when the royal treasury said no.

On his first voyage to the New World, he had three ships: the Santa Maria, the flagship, about 70 feet in length; the Niña; and the Pinta, both about 50–60 feet each. With a crew of 90 men, who thought they were sailing to China, they left Palos de la Frontera, in the province of Huelva, Andalusia, on August 3, 1492, reached the Canaries for repairs and fresh water, then turned west into the unknown on September 6.

They left the Canaries in perfect trade-wind weather: steady north-easterly breezes, bright skies, the three ships bowling along at 6–8 knots under all plain sail. For the first week, the men were cheerful, even boisterous. They sang, played cards on the forecastle, and wagered on how soon they would see the golden roofs of Cipango. Columbus kept two logbooks: the real one (which he never showed the crew) and a falsified one that deliberately understated the daily run so the men would not realise how far they were from home. By the end of the second week, they had already sailed farther west than any known European voyage, and the falsified log was the only thing keeping panic at bay.

The weather stayed mercifully kind for almost the entire crossing: mostly clear, warm days, nights full of stars so bright the helmsman could steer by Polaris and the Southern Cross at the same hour. The trade wind rarely varied; the sea was a long, lazy swell that rocked the ships like cradles. They crossed the Sargasso Sea in mid-September, and the men stared in superstitious terror at the floating meadows of golden weed that stretched to every horizon. Columbus calmed them by saying it was proof they were approaching land (he privately knew better, but silence worked).

By the fourth week, the mood turned ugly. The water casks were growing green slime, the hardtack was full of weevils, and the distance in the false log now exceeded anything the oldest pilot had ever heard of. On September 25, the wind faltered for three days; the ships wallowed in a flat calm under a copper sun, sails slapping, men whispering that they had reached the edge of the world and would sail on forever until the sea boiled. Columbus paced the deck barefoot, praying aloud, promising the crew that Cipango was only 200 leagues farther. On October 1, the real distance sailed was already 2,200 nautical miles; he told them it was barely 1,600.

At 2 A.M. on October 12, I found myself next to Rodrigo de Triana on the Pinta. It was then that he saw a light "like a little wax candle rising and falling" on the horizon. Martín Alonso Pinzón fired a lombard and ran up the signal flags. Columbus later claimed he had seen the same light hours earlier (he wanted the reward and the pension it carried), but the entire fleet knew the truth. When dawn finally came, the low green island of Guanahani rose out of the sea like an answer to a prayer no one had dared finish.

The crossing had been, by every objective measure, one of the gentlest long ocean passages in sailing history: no storms, no scurvy, no deaths. Yet psychologically, it was torture. They had sailed for five weeks into a void no European had ever crossed, believing every day might be their last, held together only by Columbus's iron will, a falsified logbook, and the thin, unbreakable thread of the north-east trade wind that never once failed them. When we dropped anchor that morning, we were not triumphant explorers; we were shaken, bearded, half-mad survivors who knelt on the sand and wept like children because the world had not, after all, come to an end.

On October 12, 1492, we made landfall on an island in the Bahamas, which the natives called Guanahani; Columbus renamed it San Salvador and claimed it with a flag, a notary, and a Latin proclamation no one there could read. Two weeks later, on October 28, we entered the north coast of Cuba convinced it was the mainland of Cathay, the name Europeans of the time gave China. I knew it was not China, but even if I had told him, he would not have believed me.

The first few days were pure wonder: the ships anchored off a huge bay he named Santa Catalina (today Baracoa, the name given by the indigenous Taino's meaning "the presence of the sea"), enormous pine forests came down to white beaches, the air smelled of flowers and woodsmoke, and the Taíno greeted them naked, curious, offering parrots and balls of cotton. Columbus sent Rodrigo de Jerez and Luis de Torres inland with a letter addressed to the Great Khan (written in Latin and Arabic), looking for gold cities; they returned with only stories of villagers who "drank smoke" through rolled leaves. I stayed on the ship to observe Columbus. It was then that I made him aware that I was a time traveler from 2025.

In Baracoa, Columbus tasted cassava bread, saw hammocks for the first time, and wrote feverishly in his journal that the people were so gentle they would make perfect Christians and perfect servants. He kidnapped half a dozen Taíno to bring back as proof and interpreters, named the island Juana in honour of Isabella's dead son. We then sailed along the northern coast for a month searching in vain for the golden roofs of Marco Polo. By December, he was calling Cuba "the most beautiful land human eyes have seen, a phrase taught to all children in Cuba's elementary schools,  while privately noting that the gold was disappointingly scarce.

On Sunday morning, December 2, 1492, Columbus ordered the ships dressed overall (flags, pennants, and the royal standard), assembled the entire company on the beach, and performed the most solemn act of possession of the whole voyage. A notary read the full Requerimiento in Latin, a huge wooden cross was planted, trumpets sounded, and Columbus knelt in the sand, kissed the earth, and wept openly. He then proclaimed, in the name of the Catholic Monarchs, that the mainland of the Indies (specifically the province of Mangi described by Marco Polo) was now discovered, and that this vast and beautiful land would henceforth be called **Juana**, still believing that the island of Cuba was part of continental Asia. The name "Juana" was in honour of Prince Juan, the heir to Ferdinand and Isabella. 

That single act of possession on December 2, 1492, sealed the greatest geographical mistake in history. Because he had officially claimed Cuba as part of Asia, he spent the rest of his life (and forced Spain to spend decades) trying to make the map fit the delusion. He forbade his pilots from ever measuring the island's circumference and ordered charts altered. He swore on oath in his will that Cuba was the mainland. The error delayed the recognition of America as a separate continent for years and directly caused the enslavement and annihilation of the Taíno (because they were now legally subjects of the Crown living on Asian soil, not sovereign peoples).

JOURNAL ENTRY

For days after my return from meeting Columbus, I compared what I found him to be with the negative way many in 2025 society viewed him. I found Columbus to be a determined mariner with a firm belief in the Almighty. He was a man whose life had a purpose: discovery and adventure. Yet, his obtuse views allowed little room for other opinions or facts. Hence, the reason that, to his dying days, he believed that when he reached the New World, he had reached China. 

As I sit at home, in my backyard, enjoying coffee and a cigar here in 2025, I find myself compelled to revisit and expand upon my initial
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