
rewind©

––––––––

...AM I COMMITTING SUICIDE OR BEING REBORN?

“...am I committing suicide or being reborn?”  Charlie Robertson makes a bold decision in a one in a million-survival chance to change global history that results in a fight to free North Korea and remove its nuclear threat while fleeing from high level and international threats to him and his family.  Try to keep up with Charlie and his ‘Uncle’ Dwight Eisenhower as they plunge into unimaginable futures...

––––––––

Rewind© a fiction novel by David R. Pickett

© 1956-2026 by David R. Pickett. All Rights Reserved.

COVER PICTURE; EISENHOWER NATIONAL HISTORIC SITE.

DISCLAIMER: Any resemblance to real people, places or circumstances are purely coincidental and unintended.

DISCLAIMER: Words quoted or attributed to real persons are in the public domain.  A * is placed where phrases or words were actually said by real persons.

DISCLAIMER:  names of real persons are used with permission.

Published in the United States of America


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

Copyright Page

Rewind …Am I committing suicide or being reborn?

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

CHAPTER 9

CHAPTER 10

CHAPTER 11

CHAPTER 12

CHAPTER 13

CHAPTER 14

CHAPTER 15

CHAPTER 16

CHAPTER 17

CHAPTER 18

CHAPTER 19

CHAPTER 20

CHAPTER 21

CHAPTER 22

CHAPTER 23

CHAPTER 24

CHAPTER 25

CHAPTER  26

CHAPTER 27

CHAPTER 28

CHAPTER 29

CHAPTER 30

CHAPTER 31

CHAPTER 32

CHAPTER 33

CHAPTER 34

CHAPTER 35

CHAPTER 36

CHAPTER 37

CHAPTER 38

CHAPTER 39

CHAPTER 40

CHAPTER 41

CHAPTER 42

CHAPTER 43

CHAPTER 44

CHAPTER 45

CHAPTER 46

CHAPTER 47

CHAPTER 48

CHAPTER 49

CHAPTER 50

CHAPTER 51

CHAPTER 52

CHAPTER 53

CHAPTER 54

CHAPTER 55

CHAPTER 56

CHAPTER 57

CHAPTER 58

CHAPTER 59

CHAPTER 60

CHAPTER 61

CHAPTER 62

CHAPTER 63

CHAPTER 64

CHAPTER 65

CHAPTER 66

CHAPTER 67

CHAPTER 68

CHAPTER 69

CHAPTER 70

CHAPTER 71

CHAPTER 72

CHAPTER 73

CHAPTER 74

CHAPTER 75

CHAPTER 76

CHAPTER 77

CHAPTER 78

CHAPTER 79

CHAPTER 80

CHAPTER 81

APPENDIX A

APPENDIX B

APPENDIX C

APPENDIX D

APPENDIX E

APPENDIX F

APPENDIX G

“There is no success without unrelenting persistence.”

“SUCCESS IS THE END OF MANY FAILURES”
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“What an astonishing thing a book is. It's a flat object made from a tree with flexible parts on which are imprinted lots of funny dark squiggles. But one glance at it and you're inside the mind of another person, maybe somebody dead for thousands of years. Across the millennia, an author is speaking clearly and silently inside your head, directly to you. Writing is perhaps the greatest of human inventions, binding together people who never knew each other, citizens of distant epochs. Books break the shackles of time. A book is proof that humans are capable of working magic."

[Cosmos, Part 11: The Persistence of Memory (1980)]  Carl Sagan, Cosmos 
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Yep, that’s really me with ‘Uncle’ Ike.  Cool sunglasses, huh.
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CHAPTER 1

SUICIDE
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am I committing suicide or being reborn?

It hit Charlie like a hammer in the face. 

He blinked and stared with renewed clarity; the basement at Texas A&M’s Physics Building III, filled from the stairwell to dim far-off corners with indistinguishable stacks of electronic equipment, most with at least one ubiquitous power-on LED.   Amidst the Milky Way of blinking lights was a roar of hundreds of little cooling fans and the rush of air from air conditioning ducts fighting to keep the air at 76 degrees for the millions of little integrated circuit chips that hated heat.

Then his vision narrowed to the group of people around a sort of gazebo, busy and hurried as if trying to beat a threatening deadline.

Charlie’s brain urged him forward as he found himself, in a truly rare instance, speechless.

Am I walking to my execution?

Charlie noticed he was fighting panic.  He felt hot and noticed he was wet with sweat.  He urged his leaden legs forward to the group busying themselves with a glistening gazebo.  He noticed how large it was. Filling its space to the ceiling, set into a yawning pit below the floor.

As he pushed forward, he walked into the cloud of vapor pouring off the gazebo, it was liquid helium, cold and curled and swirled behind his feet as he dragged himself forward.  Like a horror movie...

Funny how different it looks now - 

he said out loud to himself; for the last ten years he had labored here or at his office or at a score of suppliers’ laboratories to build a working prototype from the theories that he and Chuck Hoelzen had spent years being razed, poo-pooed and derided for presenting numerous proofs for.  If not for the fortune that he and Chuck had amassed with their portal, the hundreds of millions of dollars of equipment, research and funded professors across the globe would be just a wish.

But it was time for the end; at 93 years old, Charlie was a bionic man from rebuild of shoulders, 6 bypasses, stints, plastic cataract lenses, a titanium knee, 6 repaired ribs, painful sciatica and scoliosis, more painful neuropathy and a large handful of pills twice a day.  His neuropathy has advanced to where he walked by dragging his leadened legs with his feet dragging.  He refused a wheelchair or even a walker; not daring to let his legs atrophy any more as he could barely walk as it was.

The teams of the brightest he could hire had been testing “Project Phoenix” as they insisted on calling it for a few weeks now.  ‘Testing’ was a misnomer because all that happened was it killed the test subjects and there was no way to tell if they had been inserted into their own past or if they were just dead.

‘Parallel Universes’ was misunderstood and although mathematically proven, it escaped defining and until now, manipulation.

Originally, Charlie’s and Chuck’s theory had been giving the title “Rewind” by one of the many groups who had worked on it.  Lots of cash, bribes, payoffs, and security firm money managed to keep the government and prying corporations out of it and in the dark by simply masking the project as just more parallel universe proofs.  Many palms were greased and promises made to keep military and government ratings of ultra-secret in place and carried out very seriously and harshly.

Actually, the secrecy was to hide the technology from those who feared that activating it could be so destructive as to destroy an unknown area around Central Texas to the world or beyond.  

Retorting that, it was argued that the same was said in the 1950’s for the first H Bomb, and no such physics calamity took place.  The H Bomb fusion reaction did not cause a runaway chain reaction in the oceans. 

Up to now, the first ten volunteers, literally on their death beds, had gotten their relatives to sign the reams of ‘legal’ paperwork for an ‘experimental medical procedure’ that promised them the possibility of a little more time by inducting a coma for a last-ditch procedure.  The most serious risk of discovery was getting the volunteer out of the hospital, to the Phoenix lab, and back to the hospital undiscovered.

Charlie was the first non-comatose, walking, lucid volunteer to his own experiment.

As Charlie walked up to the group fussing over the gazebo and what looked like the instrument panel of a jumbo jet, the group noticed him and at once stared.  Charlie froze as he once again was flushed with dread; 

This is probably suicide; I should wait until I am actually dying to get in this contraption.

There was no proof Phoenix worked.  Mathematically and from physics, it was surely working, but there was no proof you could put your hands on.  The volunteers so far simply were in deep near-death coma and had diseases that they would surely die from.  There was just no proof that they weren’t simply killing people who were so near death anyway.

All the preliminary work had been done; the only variable was they had to guess that Charlie would be sleeping in his own bed and in fact in the bed when they opened the field. 

Goodbyes long completed, Charlie simply walked up to the table in the gazebo and undressed to don the ‘hospital gown’ that had cost as much as an airliner.  He looked to the group who stared quietly at him, he blurted out,

“...let’s throw the switch before I change my mind.”

The crowd were all a little aghast and then his grandson came towards him.

“Here Granddaddy, let me get you positioned right” and gave Charlie a long powerful bear hug as was their custom.  No tears, this has been well thought out over the years.  

Charlie whispered, “I love you” and Kaid nodded; “I have always known that”.

Charlie was wiggled and turned and pushed on until he was lined up with all the laser pointers.  Kaid zipped the gown up from head to toe, kissed own his fingers and touched them to his grandfather’s head. 

“Live long and prosper.”... Charlie actually croaked as his eyes welled up.

Charlie heard Kaid’s retreating footsteps over the din of cooling fans.

Am I committing suicide? 

I am in a dying body there.  We didn’t have much time left together anyway.  

He felt movement he knew was the table descending down into the gigantic magnet that was under the false floor of the lab.  Movement stopped.  And awful anticipatory silence lingered.

A great, terrible sickness began over him.  Like none other.  There was an ear-splitting roar, or was it a screech or a buzzing?  It was LOUD.

Was this death?

Am I such a coward?

He became dreadfully nauseated, dizzy,

Am I spinning, am I falling?

Bright points of light filled his field of vision and almost blinded him; he had seen these praying...

But my eyes are closed...

There was a bone shattering jolt, and he opened his eyes to darkness.  And silence.
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CHAPTER 2

AN ALIEN WORLD
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Charlie was still on his back and sat bolt up in a dim light, his heart pounding and unable to breath...

It was quiet, a little cool and he had a shocking revelation:

I don’t feel anything;  er..., I feel wonderful!

He looked around, more astonished than he expected.

His first worry was what had happened to his parallel self.  He was alive but had he killed himself?  Well, what was done cannot be undone; so it did not matter. 

In pretty much an instant he realized that he had indeed melded; He ran a flood of thoughts through his head.  

This had all been practiced ad nauseum, so he got out of bed and quietly went to the bathroom to examine himself,

WOW, a perfect child’s body. 

I don’t remember being this small or thin or weak looking.  Or short.  And I am not wearing glasses yet.

After a long stare and forcing himself to arrange his thoughts, he crept upstairs to look for pencil and paper.  The Caloric kitchen stove clock was 2 AM – they had hit the target.  

It was all so unsettlingly familiar.  

Is my memory this good?

Charlie went to the kitchen chrome and formica table and began to write the volumes he had memorized, stock symbols, dates, names, events, he wrote until he heard the paperboy at 5 AM by the little red-handed clock on the Caloric stove.  So achingly familiar.  So lovely.

Ever so stealthy, he eased the heavy solid oak front door open and ran out to get the paper 
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and quickly checked the date.  A mountain of relief gushed out of him, the date was right, and it was Saturday.  How had they gotten all that correct?  

Well, the physics was proven correct....

Dad would be up at 5:30 AM as usual, his habit as a ranch boy, in the corps at Texas A&M and 20 years in the army, with 6 years in the Pentagon ending in 1947.  Charlie usually sat on the edge of the bathtub watching his Dad shave, where they talked softy as to not wake up his crippled mom, Mamie Lee, and handicapped baby sister, Mary Louise.  It was Saturday, but the shaving ritual was done every day but Sunday.  

Charlie went back to his writing; so far so good, he was recalling The List so far; soon details would get difficult as items added late would be less burned in memory.  

At 5:30 sharp, Charlie saw on the Jefferson Golden Hour mantle clock, he heard the bathroom door click, Dad was in the bathroom and would soon open the door to admit his shaving partner.

Charlie stuffed the papers under a cushion and headed for the bathroom.

“Red bird!” his dad chimed, as was his custom due to Charlie’s ubiquitous red footie pajamas -  Charlie’s morning hug was an emotional A-bomb; he had not had his father’s touch in 50 years, and it hit him like a lightning strike.  He began to

Cry??  What was this, I can’t stop....

“What is wrong Sonny Boy”, asked his dad in a voice not heard in a lifetime that plunged him deeper into the emotional flood.

“Uh, I stubbed my toe, and it really hurts Daddy...”

As his dad examined the proffered toe, his touch quelled the bawling, and gave Charlie a quiet, warm soft feeling.

“Oh, it’s OK I guess, just hurt so much when I tripped – I should not be such a baby now that I am 12.”

As his dad shaved, Charlie, now remembering how the morning small talk went, tried to ask generic questions; it seemed to go well.  Charlie was just slammed at the sight of his beloved Daddy and his fine, soft voice.  Charlie, even at 12, wondered how this soft spoken, gentle man could be Vice President of Standard of California Oil Company, and a veteran of the Army Pentagon making deals with the Mafia Chieftains to cease striking strategic defense plants.  In the movies, soldiers were loud and mean.  

He realized he was thinking as a child – 

Wow, now that is amazing; my 12-year-old self is co-existing with my 93-year-old self.

He switched back to his older self and worked the plan so carefully thought out over the last two years.

“Daddy, can I please go to the office with you today, I really want to go with you.” he said as his young self.

I can switch self’s!

He realized as he spoke to his dad.

“Well Sonny Boy, I wasn’t planning to go into the office today, but I do need to drop by and pick up the late reports.  You can run up with me.”

“And I need some more tablets!!” gushed Charlie in his 12-year-old speak.  

Charlie and his brother Lewis were prolific sketchers and liked the bound CALCO writing tablets which even came with carbon paper in the back.  They filled tablets with their sketches of Korean war battle, wished-for go carts and scooters, their daddy’s Beechcraft Super D18, and bike tricks they wished they could do.

When the shaving was over, Charlie bolted down the basement stairs two at a time to put on his Saturday clothes as he remembered he was not allowed to wear good school clothes after school.  Thankfully, his Friday ‘home’ clothes were sitting out from the day before.  He had to search to find his clean tighty-whitey underwear, not knowing how often he was supposed to change it.  We walked over to the utility room and looked in the dirty clothes basket. 

Looks like I changed every day.  

He took notice of the school clothes in the to-be-washed hamper and went to take inventory of his closet and chest of drawers.

He peeked into his brother Lewis’s room to familiarize its layout.

In his brother’s bed, a 17-year-old curly headed boy slept.  Charlie was startled at this; last time he saw Lewis, he was almost 100 and bald, 6 feet and overweight.  But this was indeed Lewis...

He reached to put on his shoes and was met with the dreaded corrective shoes he had to wear until he was 13.  His legs were crooked from WWII malnutrition, and he was too pigeon-toed to walk properly or to run.  The other kids liked to bully, harass and haze him because he wore these high corrective shoes, and because his mom had a cripple foot, and his sister was brain damaged from a fall down the tall basement wooden stairs with metal edge caps – that Charlie had witnesses in horror for the rest of his life.  Others called her retarded.  She was not. 

He had been barred from recess or any athletics until he was in the 7th grade.    

Charlie went upstairs as he reasoned that is what he did for breakfast and a hard emotional hammer smacked his heart.

“MOM”!!!

As he grabbed his mother, he gave her a vice grip hug and his eyes began leaking all over again.

“What is wrong?” came a soft Texas drawl as his mom hugged him back and bent down to look concerned into his face.

Here we go again; this is so hard to control.

“Uh, I stubbed my toe and then when I put my shoe on it started hurting again.” he fibbed.

He was composed now, and he quickly added, “Dad looked at it and he said it was OK.  I am better now.”  Back then it was lies; Charlie would learn as an adult to call it “spin”.

Guessing and reaching for 80-year memories, Charlie set the table while his mother fried the bacon and put the toast in the toaster.  As she cooked eggs that she scrambled with a hand crank mixer, Lewis walked into the kitchen and sat at his usual spot as Charlie did also.

Dad came in with Mary in tow and put her in her metal highchair.  Charlie almost lost it again as he saw his beloved five-year-old white-haired sister.  His dad opened his Denver Rocky Mountain News paper, and guessing at the protocol, he asked his dad for the funnies.  

When his mother put his plate on the table, he said thanks for the food to himself and busied himself eating while his mom and dad small talked.  

“Sonny Boy and I are going to run to the office to pick the month-end reports, I might get a haircut while I am downtown.”

His dad got his hair cut at the Brown Palace Hotel barber shop, more to rub elbows with the famous and well-connected than to shorten his hair.  Sometimes the barbers would cut Charlie’s hair too.  The barbers were old and gruff, with no patience for a child.   They scare Hell out of him.  It looked like the dentist’s chair and the room was thick of tobacco smoke.  

Adlibbing and trying to fade into the wallpaper, Charlie managed to elude conversations until he got into his dad’s 1954 Oldsmobile stick shift company car, and they headed downtown.   He had the newspaper in his lap and tried to look like he was reading the funnies.  His early AM notes were hidden in the pages.

Charlie was curious to see how few cars were on the road, and how empty downtown seemed.  He knew that development was sparse as Denver was an isolated economy party because all commerce came in by rail, there being almost no 18-wheeler motor freight in post WWII Colorado - but it still was surprisingly bereft of businesses and commercial buildings.  

He never saw a gas station as Dad drove from their Park Hill home up Colorado Boulevard then West on Colfax Street to downtown Denver where his Dad parked on the street and put the key in the glass front door of the 5 story ‘Petroleum Building” as Dad called it.  Charlie lived to rue the elevator, this one was fancy as it did not require an operator like at all the stores downtown.  The Daniel and Fishers and the May Company department store elevators terrified him as they were made of wire mesh metal – ceiling, walls and floor and jerked and clanked loudly and they bumpily speedily between floors.  Charlie was convinced the elevator operators were trying to terrorize him.  It was working.  He had nightmares of these elevators and their fear of heights throughout his lifetime.  Not until he got his pilot’s license in 1968 did he loose his terror of looking down and seeing the elevator pits 10 floors down.  

His Dad worried the key into the office door, CALCO had all this floor and several others.

Charlie asked his dad for some tablets and pencils and the response was “take all you want”.  Charlie wandered around, getting more scared by the minute trying to find where office supplies were.  He had no luck; this was not going to work, his dad had told his mother that they were just picking up some reports, Dad would want to leave soon.  He abandoned his search, walked into his dad’s 12th floor corner office and noisily pulled up a chair to his dad’s desk.  There was no one else on that floor.
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CHAPTER 3

THE REVEAL
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Ok god, this is going to be hell to pull off...

Charlie said a prayer as he cleared his throat and put his morning notes before him. His Dad looked up very inquisitive and they made eye contact...

Here we go, two years of memorizing.

“Daddy, I need to talk about something serious, can we stay here until we are finished talking?”

His voice was going to squeak.

Charlie was wondering if he could or should change to adult speak.  Could he do it if he wanted to.

Oh hell.

“Dad (he did not use his usual ‘Daddy’) I need to talk to you about something very very serious.  I need you to believe me Dad, believe everything I say. Please.  Hear it all out.”

His dad just stared at him, more startled than puzzled.

Charlie switched to adult speak and even projected a little in his longtime practiced presentation voice.

“Dad, in 2037 some of the world’s finest science minds finished a 10-year experiment that proved there are truly parallel universes.”

His Dad was silent, frowning, and attentive.  Charlie could see the wondering in his dad’s eyes.

Oh crap, this is gonna blow up

“Knowing they could never retrieve them, these scientists sent 10 terminally ill people into parallel universes in hopes that the other side had a cure for their diseases.”

Dad didn’t blink.

He is gonna lecture me about lying again and I will have hell getting this across to him.

“Dad, I was one of them, I arrived here last night at 2 AM.  I was 93 years old and very sick.”

Dad was a stone...

“I have spent years memorizing things I can use in 1956 that will have life changing impacts to our family and the nation and the world.”

Dad opened his mouth to speak...

Charlie switched to adult speak, like he was addressing his own Board of Directors:

Charlie hurried, “If you will believe all I say for 5 minutes, I can prove this to you.  I need your help Dad.  I have been sent by the President of the United States Pence and Congress, and the Director General of the UN.  They need you to believe me and help me with the plan they sent me here with.”

His Dad just stared.

Well so far so good, 

Charlie’s stomach cramped and he swallowed back a panic attack.

Charlie rattled off his grandfather’s and grandmothers’ social security numbers and their burial plot numbers in Post, Texas.  Then his aunts’ social security numbers.  Next was his parents’ marriage license number.

His Dad stared; it was not friendly...

Oh crap, he is angry...

Then Charlie rattled off his dad’s high school teachers and college professors’ names.

His Dad was frowning, and agitated, he was not happy, he started to speak.

Charlie rattled off a half page of intricate facts from his dad’s top secret documents from the 1940’s while he was in the Pentagon, including still unknown facts about his Dad’s part in the deal the Army and his bosses, Ike and FDR made with the Mafia to stop blackmail striking war materials plants, and plans to invade Japan in 1945 - still state secrets in Charlie’s timeline.

Here goes...

“Dad, the President asks you personally to cooperate with him fully and do all in your power to facilitate his strategic plan.”

Charlie waited.

Here goes, whoever talks first loses...

“This is not possible, where did you get all that intel... ’?”  Dad was stern and menacing, this was not his dad.  This was the WWII Colonel. The man who stared down every mafia chieftain.  The VP of an oil company.  A member of the Presidents Strategic Reserves Committee.  A man who President Eisenhower would sit with on his own front steps and smoke cigars. “Who put you up to this?” Charlie had never seen his dad like this.  His dad stood up, looking angry. Stern.  He was in warrior mode.

Oh, crap...

“And who did this to you?” 

“Dad, I met with the President and Congressional committees and the military for years to prep for this.  Even the UN.  It was very very hard work because I was the leader on the Parallel Universe Device project for 10 years.  I had to come here or die there. It was hard and I was so sick. “

“What proof do you have – this is nonsense, who put you up to this?”

“Dad, President Pence commissioned me in person and sent me here with his message: 

Major Robertson, do all in your power to assist your son, Professor Robertson, to put certain things in motion to change certain undesirable events in the future.  I send Charlie with all the authority of the office of the President and as your Commander and Chief.”

Charlie’s Dad looked flustered, and he was unhappy.

Charlie cringed inwardly and was filling with dread...

“That is not possible.  Who really put you up to this?”  Dad looked really upset; Charlie has never seen him like this.

Charlie put forward his most authoritative adult speak: “Look at the facts Dad.  Where would a 12-year-old get such extensive, overwhelming factual evidence.  If you want to test me, I know University level calculus and even modern math.  I am a professor of physics at your own university.  I have taught in some of the very classrooms you sat in.

His Dad sat down.  “What does your President want me to do?  Were there other orders?”

Now that is USA Army reserve Colonel Charles Robertson kicking in. 

“I can outline the protocol and fill in details as we move through the list.  We suggest you write down all these orders before I forget them.  The years ahead are planned out, but we can’t know how things will change in your timeline as we move ahead.  Eventually I will not know what is going to happen next, but I will always remember the principles to be accomplished.”

“My god, what will I tell your mother?”

“The best psychiatrists and psychologists have anticipated most of what is ahead, and I have been trained in what they recommend.”
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CHAPTER 4

COMMA
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Dr. Kaid Kolb had literally been knocked down by the wave front from the gazebo and he noticed his grandfather’s shrouded body lurch as if electrocuted.

The table rose ever so slowly up from the magnet deep under the false floor.

He jumped to his feet and beat everyone to Granddaddy’s side unzipping the multimillion-dollar shroud to reveal his grandfather’ face.  He appeared asleep.  

Kaid put his stethoscope on his grandfather’s heart and listened.  Nurses attached iv’s and put an EEG rig on his head.

Oh crap...

The EEG showed no brain activity, but vital signs were normal, for a 93-year-old.

This is what I dreaded, but it is a sign that his mind was transferred.  It has gone somewhere.  Surely to Heaven.  Well, he is sure happy; I am not so happy... I don’t love it...

Protocol was to treat Charlie as a comma patient and keep him alive as long as possible in the possibility that the interdimensional transfer process might revert.

Of the first 10 volunteers who went into commas, 3 had died of their diseases and the others’ diseases were progressing. All were still near death in their comas.  

Charlie was the first ‘healthy’ subject.

Kaid could not get his mind around an endless stream of unhealthy dying people of all ages seeking a healthy life in a parallel universe.  

I am gonna look for another position, far from this place, back home in Broomfield.  This sending live people into a comma is a job for an undertaker, not a cardiologist.  

Kaid went to the console and pressed buttons with determination.
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CHAPTER 5

THE DISCLOSURE
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“Dad, they instructed me we need to be thinking about what to tell Mom, and we are going to go to a number of the countries and meet with the world’s leaders and we need a story they will swallow.”

“This sounds like it is going to get you in a lot of trouble.” His dad was still on edge and in a non-friendly manner Charlie had not seen.  An angry prime age Alpha adult in defensive mode...

Was this the Captain Robertson who struck deals with the Mafia Chiefs to assure our war factories were strike free?

“The first thing for the list is for you and mom, and us kids.  Never take pyro benzamine again.  The benzene will eventually kill you both. KILL. Please write that down as point number one.”

His dad’s eyes had been frozen on him, this was an angry adult, a military trained officer and an executive of one of the world’s largest oil companies.  No wonder the Mafia had folded on its blackmail schemes. This man was a FORCE.

“Ok, let’s hear it all, I have to be convinced to follow through on this; every angle is unbelievable and sounds very dangerous.”

“Next task; Monday first thing call in sick and then call your broker and sell everything and buy ASKI at open market.  It must all be sold Tuesday at close.  “

“Here is a list of trades for the next 60 days; that’s about all I can memorize but it will make millions; this will allow you to take a furlough from CALCO to complete my President’s program.”

“After calling the broker call Columbia University and convince Professor Einstein to see me ASAP.  Tell him your are CALCO’s VP. Tell him I have a solution for ‘T’.  Don’t tell him I am 12.  He will be astonished and not believe.”

His Dad was writing...

Charlie continued; “I know you were on Eisenhower’s staff at the Pentagon.  Call Ike and get an appointment for us to fly to DC to meet with him for two hours.  We can take your plane so as not to make much notice.”  

“Dad, he will be convinced, I have memorized his current nuclear attack codes that are in his pocket.”

Ike had visited at the Robertson’s home in Denver before he was elected, he had been in town visiting his mother-in-law Mrs. Doud, and he and Aunt Mamie had dropped by to schedule the fishing trip to Lewis Creek in Fraser. 

‘Uncle’ Ike taught Charlie a few magic tricks and loved Mom’s tuna fish sandwiches and cigars with Daddy on the front porch while Mom and Aunt Mamie smoked packs in cigarettes in the living room. The smoke was so thick it looked like a campfire, Ike and Dad went off fishing on their own while Charlie and sometimes brother Lewis played along Lewis creek elsewhere. 

He had never seen any Secret Service people and didn’t even know they existed.  Beyond the gruff scary men who drove Ike in ugly green cars in a procession of 3 cars.  Going fishing in Fraser, Ike rode of front with the driver and Charlie and his dad sat in the back seat.  Once Charlie sat next to Uncle Ike on the long drive over Berthoud Pass (pronounced "bare-too")  to Fraser and fishing.  He didn’t think anyone caught any fish.

Charlie’s highlight of the fishing trips was the apple pie at the Crooked Creek Saloon in Fraser. The owner brought an uncut pie to the President and gave him a quarter pie slice.  Then she brought the pie to Charlie and asked him if he wanted some.  As Charlie salivated down his chin, Ike’s pilot, Air Force Major Louis Labe, told skinny little Charlie that he and copilot Jim would pay him a quarter if he could eat a whole quarter slice.   It was easy for Charlie as the giant hamburger held no interest to him and he was hungry.

When he finished the pie, he held out his hand to the pilot with the colorfully embroidered bomber jacket with “The Hump” stitched on the back and a painted DC3 flying over the Himalayas.  

Louie refused to pay Charlie, stating that it was just a joke.  Charlie was humiliated and embarrassed. And angry.  He had been made a fool.   He felt really small sitting on that tall bar stool in a bar with liquor bottles papering the wall around an old mirror.  

Ike spoke up to the pilots to pay Charlie. They never paid.  

Charlie really liked ‘Uncle’ Ike and ‘Aunt’ Mamie’s visits to his home but after Uncle Ike had a heart attack in Denver, the President was told he could not go back to high altitudes.  

Now he had to press Dad to action.

This is just getting harder.

Charlie continued; “Uncle Ike will set up meetings in government, industry, and military that we need to talk to.  With his weight, they will have to see us and do what my President tells Ike they must do.”

Now his dad’s face was getting red.

“The President?  Einstein?  They will arrest me and put me in an asylum.  And you too.”

Charlie wanted to crawl under a chair.  This was harder than he ever imagined.

“Let’s go over the monolog I have memorized for the Professor, then Uncle Ike.  Write it all down, then we can go over it and edit it to where you are comfortable with it.”  Charlie tried to speak smooth like a television news commentator.

Charlie’s Dad’s mouth dropped open, and Charlie began dictating his memorized monographs word for word.  His dad eventually took up pencil and asked his son to start over.  

Was Dad buying into this?

They finished in about two hours and Charlie told his dad he was really hungry and could they eat in the Gun Room at the Brown Palace Hotel.  And Charlie reminded his dad about the haircut.  Which was as bad as Charlie remembered.  The stuff of 80 years of nightmares.  Turned out the barbers were hardened war veterans with no interest in a 12-year-old. 

Dad is in shock.

On the way home, Charlie suggested they talk again Sunday; “Let’s take Mary for a walk around the block” (in her stroller).

That Saturday night, when Mom was bathing Mary and his dad was in the living room reading the WSJ, Charlie came and sat in his dad’s lap and hugged him a long time. It was a healing silence.  He wanted it to never end.

Sunday, Charlie put on his finest along with his small adult-style hat and walked the 3 miles to Sunday School at Montview Presbyterian Church.  Mom drove Mary to the preschool room and then went to teach 3rd grade Sunday school.  Charlie was really astonished how primitive his peers were now.  He could no longer play the schoolboy; it was lost within him.  Even the adults acted far beneath his 93-year-old self.  Well after all, he was known worldwide in his own time.
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CHAPTER 6

TOUGH REVEALS
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Sunday afternoon he and Dad put Mary in the stroller, put on their warm coats and hats, and struck off ‘around the block’.  

Charlie was as tight as the proverbial bow string.  

Charlie regurgitated the speech the phycologists and psychiatrists had given him to memorize to take the reveal to his mom.  Charlie lied that President Pence had told him what to say to Mom.  It was actually concocted by a team of psychologists and psychiatrists.  

When they got back mom put Mary down for a nap and as usual, his brother Lewis was out with friends and never at home.

His Dad called to Mom, and they sat at the kitchen table in their usual spots.

His Dad took Mom’s hand and looked right at her and talked softly, slowly and gentle.

“Mamie Lee,” (using her full name) “Charlie and I have been talking a lot the last two days.”

Go Dad, is he bought in?  Gonna recite the crafted words?

“Somehow, scientists in 2037 have sent our son into his 1956 body.  He is both 2037 and 1956 Charlie.  Both.  His President and Military have commissioned him on a critical mission here to complete and he needs my, uh, and our help.”

His Mom looked distressed and tearful and like she was going to cry; Charlie was terribly saddened to see his mother in such confusion and distress.

Oh god, what have I done...

“Charlie needs to see Ike to deliver a message from his, er, 2037 President.  He also needs to meet Professor Einstein and other people as directed by his President.”

Charlie’s Mom cried and cried her heart out.  

Oh shit...

Charlie melted into a puddle and cried with her.  He went to hug her and sit in her lap.  

“Mom, it’s still me; I am just the same.” Charlie sobbed, “It’s just that I have learned and lived a full life and now I am back with you again.  I just have to tell you Mary’s future, it’s a miracle and you have to hear it.”

“After sending her to a school in Louisiana, she eventually goes into independent living and has a duplex, a job and even a dog.”

Mom stared at him and burst out bawling again.  That set Charlie off too.

Charlie saw a tear in his dad’s eye, but Dad soldiered on: “Let’s get Charlie some appropriate clothes and I will arrange to take CALCO’s airplane to DC to see the General.”  Dad always called Uncle Ike ‘The General’ which is why 1956 Charlie had not known Ike was President of the United States; Dad always said Uncle Ike was ‘his boss’.  Dad had meant Ike was his boss in the Pentagon.  Not at CALCO.

Sunday night went late with Charlie going over what he would say to Ike and to Einstein.  His Mom looked agitated and eventually went to bed.  Later that night in the silent brick house, he was sure he could hear her crying.

Oh god, this is just killing me, I am making my mom cry.

Sunday morning breakfast was stiff and stressed.  Dad was on the phone all morning placing calls to gatekeepers and then waited to hear back.  Long distance was still expensive, hard to get a line, and the 1956 analog reception could be very poor.  Sometimes he had to shout into the primitive phone.

All morning the phone would ring, and Charlie would try to listen in, they only had one phone.  Later that day Dad would order an extension phone set and a second line with an extension.  

Finally, Einstein’s department secretary at Columbia University called Dad and they set an appointment for Wednesday.  Dad’s position as a VP of California Oil Company and the fact that he was currently on Eisenhower’s Strategic Reserves Committee got him through to the secretary and an appointment on a class day.

After lunch, the White House called, and Dad was surprised that Ike was on the line himself.  Like most homes in those days, their heavy black rotary dial home phone was in a little alcove shelf in the wall between the dining and living rooms on a very short cord.  You had to stand up while talking (a holdover from wall-mounted crank phones) or drag up a chair from the dining room.  There was no writing space so one would balance the phone book in one’s lap to make notes with pencil and paper.

Dad told Ike about the Einstein appointment and Ike accommodated with a Wednesday appointment at the White House, noting that he and Mamie would want them to stay for dinner as that date was open.  

Dad recommended to Charlie that they wait to see Ike in person to ask for appointments at the Pentagon, CIA, and then the FBI that Charlie said President Pence instructed him to have 1956 Ike set up. 

During the day Monday while waiting for long distance phone calls to come back, Dad finally called his broker and did buy a little ATEC stock, the buy for this Monday from Charlies list; but sold nothing.    

Dad was going to wait and see on these 60 days list of stock market symbols.
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CHAPTER 7

APPOINTMENTS


[image: ]


The first call they got early Tuesday the next day, from the Eastern time zone two hours later, was from Sinclair Weeks, Ike’s Secretary of Commerce, who Ike had asked to make a call to Dad.  

Once again, the phone began its marathon ringing, Dad picked up and heard, “Secretary Weeks calling for Charles Robinson.”

“This is he”.

“Please hold for Secretary Weeks.”

Then silence.

After a few minutes of noisy clicks, the phone at the other end connected.  “Hello, this is Secretary Weeks, is this Colonel Charlie Robertson from the Strategic Reserves Committee?”

“Yes, this is he.”

“The General asked me to call you on a matter of strategic importance, what can I do for you Colonel Robertson?”

“Please call me Charles; uh, thank you for making the call so promptly.”

“Well, you know how Ike is, before the day is out, he will want to know what we discussed.”

Dad was in his zone now, “Actually Mr. Secretary, The General told me you could suggest a patent attorney firm for some breakthrough inventions of immediate strategic importance (that is what his son Charlie called it, “breakthrough”)

The Secretary paused for a moment and the papers in his Rolodex could be heard shuffling.

“Well, my suggestion is you contact Drake and Carson, they have offices here in DC, in New York and in Europe.  Their DC number is 256-1356.  Ask for Mark Cutler, tell him Ike recommended him, that will get Mark’s attention.”

Dad flinched a little to hear the name Ike instead of the ‘General’ or ‘Mr. President’ – Weeks was on the Cabinet and as such was surely on a first name basis with the General.

I have known The General since 1941 and have NEVER used the name ‘Ike’.  God that is familiar. 

Dad was horrified to hear anyone other than Mamie Doud call the General “Ike.” 

Looks like I am going to be running in a different league now.

Dad and the Secretary exchanged some small talk and Dad did remember his script.

“Mister Secretary, The General suggested I ask you for a contact at the patent office to set these strategic inventions fast tracked for the President, who can you set me up with?”

Weeks kind of startled.

This is like the war years, “fast tracked?” 

The Secretary rung off and Dad dialed the operator yet again and gave the patent firm’s phone number and per his son’s instructions, called Mr. Cutler person to person to let the Bell operator do all the legwork of navigating through gatekeepers.

“Say that Mr. Robertson is calling on the order of Cabinet Secretary Weeks for President Eisenhower.” – Dad looked very uncomfortable while he eyed his son with a strong evil eye stare. 

Dad made an appointment with Cutler for Thursday so he would have already seen the President when he and his son visited the patent office the next day.

Charlie spent the rest of Tuesday disgorging and putting down in writing hard-memorized details on patents that Dad would be filing; The list had been drawn up over several years by the DOD, Pence’s Secretary of Commerce, Fidelity Financial Services, NASA and a number of universities to file patents that were of high economic values and of highest military value.  In both cases the collection or patents was expected to make the Robertson’s the first billionaires on the planet.  And advance the security and wealth of the United States immensely.  This was a parallel universe.  Nothing they did disturbed Charlie’s 20376 timeline.

After Lunch the Robertsons drove downtown in their new black and white Oldsmobile Super 88 4 door Holiday Hardtop with red and gray upholstery.  They shopped the rest of the day at The May Company and Daniel and Fishers buying “highfalutin” suits for dad and some long sleeve dress shirts, slacks, shiny new tie shoes and even a suit (with a bow tie!)  for Charlie.  Nice pretty clothes for little Mary and Mom got some nice business clothes and several evening dresses: one special for dinner at the White House.  She was in her zone and ecstatic.

Charlie was up at 5 AM Wednesday to go with Mom and Dad to board the CALCO airplane at Stapleton Airport.  This Beechcraft Super D18 was assigned to CALCO’s Denver office but as a VP, it was at dad’s disposal.  It was not as fast as a United Airlines DC-6, but it allowed them to land at the DC military airport where the Air Force would provide a driver and a car to take them to the White house, and later their hotel.  Later, a permanent car and Air Force MP driver and a tough looking Marine officer was provided.  Eventually, they would travel only by a motorcade much like a Cabinet Secretary’s.
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CHAPTER 8

FLYING MEMORIES...
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Charlie had ridden in the CALCO Beechcraft D18 a number of times before.  Doctors suspected Charlie had rheumatic fever and could have a short life, so it was his dad’s habit to take Charlie out of school whenever the airplane was going to a well site for his dad to troubleshoot owing to the fact that Dad was the highest-level petroleum engineer in the mountain states region.  Unlike today, Charlie would go up on the rig floor during drilling with his dad and watch the roughnecks run pipe while one of the most dangerous workplaces in the world whizzed and whipped feet from him.  Many a time he got gotten drops of hot drilling mud on him, of which his mother didn’t have a clue to what she would surely would have accused Charles of as recklessness.

One time Charlie got to ride in CALCO’s B-26 which was converted to a passenger plane; it had been bought from Henry Kaiser and was his personal airplane.  Drill bits and such paraphernalia had been loaded on the big plane which was not unusual.  Several times the D18 had been laden with “fishing” tools, and other urgently needed items that had been flown up from Houston for a drill rig that dad would take with him on the plane to some dirt strip near the rig.  This time was a surprise.
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Dad dropped Charlie off at the unfamiliar airplane, much larger than the D18.  Dad put Charlie on the plane and told Charlie that the pilots would drive him home.  This was puzzling, but with his Asperger’s, Charlie was mostly lost in everything going on.  A few hours into the trip, the plane began to descend as for a landing.  The little door to the cockpit opened and the copilot came back into the cabin and with not much explanation, moved Charlie to the front seat and magically produced some rope and tied Charlie to his seat.  Tied.  Speechless, 2037 Charlie gaped as the copilot walked to the back of the plane.  Charlie became aware that the plane was flying very slow, and the engines were laboring.  

What? – the flaps are down.  Oh, we were landing...

The copilot removed some panels in the floor behind Charlie, who had no clue why the copilot was stacking the carpeted panels in a pile.

To his astonishment and terror, the plane was suddenly filled with a torrent of air and noise.  Charlie started in horror as he saw the ground through the gap in the floor panels behind him.  

That just can’t be a Bombay door??  

The plane banked crazily.  And pulled g’s.  Charlie was truly terrified and cried out.  The pilot yelled from the cockpit to the copilot and while Charlie stared at this madman, he heard a commotion behind him and inexplicably, watched the copilot roll and kick some bundles into the hole in the bottom of the aircraft.  

What the hell???

The plane began tight circling and Charlie, craning to see, were several parachutes as they hit the ground and deflated; the plane then circled the white patches in the brush while the copilot watched out the window.  

Then this madman stepped over the hole, headed up front and yelled through the little door to the cockpit, ‘they found the parachutes”.

Then the plane went into another high G turn and the bottom dropped out and the B26 rapidly dove down.  Charlie cursed military pilots that didn’t care that there was a scared little boy tied to a seat.  Charlie was convinced they were crashing, or just about as bad, landing next to the rig in the brush.  The 2037 Charlie kicked in; he was an accomplished aerobatics pilot who could outfly these Air Force India Hump pilots.   D18 had landed on some dirt strips and Charlie was unnerved at the size of the bumps in makeshift runways hastily smoothed out with the rig’s bulldozer.  

On one occasion when the D18 was gliding to land on a Wyoming dirt strip, just as the engines hushed and the air was getting quiet, there was a startling commotion in the cockpit and the engines come up hard, hands were flying around the cockpit and the plane nosed up HARD and the commotion continued until the engines slowed and the D18 leveled out.  The pilot, red faced and angry, yelled back to Dad,  “Just as we were landing another aircraft pulled on the runway to take off.  I am reporting him to the FAA.”

Dad told Charlie over the engine noise, that his pilot was on some sort of important FAA aviation committee and, “that other pilot is in deep trouble.”   Charlie considered all this with dread.  

Did this happen often in the 1950’s?

As Charlie sat tied up like a bad dog, the B26 straighten out and it was obvious the plane was now flying dead slow.  The copilot worked his way around that death hole as 1956 Charlie cringed for him.  Then he began rolling drill bits and other equipment towards the back of the hole.

The engines were almost silent now and the screaming air was, unsettlingly, now just a rush; then the pilot craned his head around again and again screamed to the copilot, upon which the madman began furiously kicking the drill bits and other heavy pieces to the edge of the hole where they silently disappeared.

To Charlie’s continuing horror, the engines came back LOUD, and the plane banked hard again; Charlie saw the rig derrick flash by.  CLOSE.  

Oh, god...

As the plane once again banked hard, the dirt looked really close to the wing tip. 

D18’s were NOT aerobatic.

Then another hard turn and the engines again dropped off, the pilot and copilot went through another round of screaming and the copilot kicking, more screaming then suddenly, miraculously, the hole closed up.  It got a LOT quieter.  The copilot went to the window as the big rotary engines came up loud and the plane nosed up with some surprising climbing G’s, all the while banking and circling an area just away from the rig.  The copilot walked up front and untied Charlie while the pilot called back, “They have found the drop.” as the rig became smaller out Charlie’s window, then another hard turn and the engines labored less as Charlie watched the flaps slowly come back up.  They continued what Charlie considered a normal climb while his heart was still banging.

I will NEVER get on another airplane with these madmen, I am done...

Only one other time had Charlie experience terrifying maneuvers.  The D18 was in the mountains and inexplicably flying low in a valley under peaks on both sides, The pilot yelled to Dad that there as a log cabin on fire just ahead.  Indeed, out here in the remote wilderness, a neat cabin was fully ablaze.  No people or vehicles in sight or disturbance in the snow.  To Charlie’s terror, they very tightly circled the burring cabin in this remote forest floor until the pilot yelled to Dad that he had reported the fire to the Forest Service.  

Every summer Charlie would hitch a ride on the D18 which would stop in Sherman, Texas, so Charlie could spend a month with his cousins on Dad’s sister’s farm to be picked up a month later.  Charlie thought the heat was remarkable and wondered why anyone would live here, but the run of the
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