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            FOREWORD

          

        

      

    

    
      When I was in my twenties, my father told me a story from his childhood. His family was watching something together when suddenly an alien was broadcasting live over the television. The lizard man spoke of many things, and while my father’s recollections were vague, he did remember the following week, it was featured in the school-issued Weekly Reader. 

      The Weekly Reader was distributed in classrooms across America, aimed to raise awareness of global events and foster future newspaper readership. 

      Armed with a rough idea of the year and month of this celestial event, I embarked on a journey of deep-dive internet searches and phone calls. Little did I know, two road trips later, hours on the phone with a lovely woman from Scholastic, and countless conversations with people who also recalled this incident, I would find inspiration for my novel, A Tear In Time. 

      Initially, my goal was to locate a copy of the original issue of the Weekly Reader with the supposed alien. I thought if I could find it, I could confirm or debunk the story. At the very least, I could offer an explanation for my father’s memories. It was an interesting story, and I was curious. 

      As I delved further into the research, I was surprised to find many stories of a similar nature, taking place around the same time and sharing the same narrative. These weren’t isolated pranks but memories tied to the Weekly Reader. Not to be mistaken for the prank in England a few years later. 

      After a bit of research online, I learned that the company that owned the Weekly Reader had been bought by Scholastic. When I called, I spoke with Barbra. She spent several hours on the phone with me, scouring the databases, looking for the missing issue of that same month and year.

      Odd? I think so. 

      Barbra couldn’t explain what happened. She had every single other issue on file except that one. She could see that once upon a time, it existed. There had been, in fact, an issue that week, but there was no copy of it on file. We both agreed it was a little spooky. Although we couldn’t explain the absence, I thanked her, grateful for her help, and continued my quest. 

      Curiosity led me to a history museum in my father’s hometown. What did it hurt to call? It turned out they had hard copies on hand of every single Weekly Reader dating back to the fifties. I figured it was time for a road trip. 

      When I got there, I was delighted to visit my father’s past, but it also led me to the best coffee in town –a bonus win! 

      The museum was lovely, and the folks there were wonderful. At this point in my story, it should come as no surprise that there was a missing issue. They were shocked. It must have been misplaced, or did someone take it? They were just as baffled as Barbra. I just smiled, explaining my conversation with Scholastic and the missing issue. 

      While I have no idea if my father’s story was real or imagined, it did become the source of inspiration for my novel, and for that, I’m grateful. 

      

      Miranda Levi,

      January 2024

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE TRAVELER’S JOURNALS

          

        

      

    

    
      Elba said that my journals mattered. She said this story was more than just history. It would change the future by impacting the past. I don’t know if that’s true, but a promise is a promise.

      You’ll soon see why I’m confident I’ve documented everything exact. It’s all here. Every win, loss, and embarrassment. This is where it all began.

      This is the first instalment of the Traveler’s Journals.

      

      Faer Michelson

      Earth, 1999

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            THE RULES

          

        

      

    

    
      I was nine years old when I died for the first time. I was nine years old when I learned how to relive my past. I was nine years old when I experienced my first glimpse into the future. Nine was a big year for me.

      I’ve made a habit of living my life according to a handful of rules I’ve set over the years. So far, as long as I follow them, I stay alive, and my sanity prevails. Unfortunately, I also think this might be where I went wrong.

      Rule Number 1: Never give away the future unless someone will die. Even then, maybe make a pros and cons list. It might come across as heartless, but everything is for your safety. Also, if it appears like it can’t possibly backfire, in my experience, it usually does.

      Rule Number 2: Never acknowledge the ghosts. Don’t talk to them. They are endlessly annoying. While some of them may need help, most just want company and attention. All I’m saying is I warned you.

      Rule Number 3: Never pry into someone’s head. It’s none of my business or yours what someone thinks of their husband’s new dildo fascination, that you like to pick your boogers and wipe them under your boss’s desk when he’s not looking, your incredibly creepy internet stalking habits, these are some of the things I just don’t want to know.

      Please don’t beg me to read you. You need to understand, I have enough problems of my own, and I don’t need yours too. I’m not a party trick to show off to your friends. Maybe I helped you one day, against my better judgment. Or you learned something you shouldn’t know because I slipped up and told you. These are not open invitations for you to spill my secrets to the world.

      Rule Number 4: Stay in your own body. If God forbid, it gets lost or misplaced; it can be a pain in the ass to track a body back. Not that I’ve ever done it. Okay, I haven’t done it recently, and that’s what counts.

      Rule Number 5: Never get caught moving objects with your mind. It could mean certain death! Well, maybe not certain death. It hasn’t killed me yet, but people get scared. There is no way to tell what a fear-fueled human is capable of, this much, I’m sure. Plus, nobody likes a show-off.

      My name is Faer. I’ve always thought my parents were laughing at my expense, naming me Faer, especially when all my siblings have relatively normal names. In grade school, children were ruthless. Someone thought it was oh-so-funny to point out I must be the “fairest of them all,” like I hadn’t heard that joke a hundred times in the boy’s locker-rooms. Eventually, it earned me the nickname Snow White. It was shortened to Whites by my buddies over time. As I grew older, I seemed to grow into Faer. Now, I even sort of like it most days.

      Mom was pregnant for the first twelve years of my life, or so it seemed. Coming in at number four of eleven meant getting overlooked a lot. Battling for attention was a pointless cause. There wasn’t enough to go around. Besides, I found other ways to entertain myself, particularly after my ninth birthday.

       

      IN THE WINTER of 1970, my family lived in Hood River, Oregon. Lumbering down at the streets below from atop a large hill was our uninviting blue Victorian. December was intensely nasty, and the snow-covered hillsides were a siren’s call to each of us. We didn’t often have enough money for a proper sled, but a garbage bag or a cardboard box always worked in a pinch.

      One Friday after breakfast, my older siblings and I decided to journey the two blocks from our house to the local Tire and Rubber Company. The store manager and my father were drinking buddies, and I think he always had a soft spot for us kids. He wouldn’t mind us sledding behind his shop, as long as we didn’t leave our makeshift sleds behind.

      There was a steep forty-foot hill behind the building. A wall of ivy lined the path down to the bottom, where a small construction site clustered. The rumor was they were building a new theater. Despite the construction site, we dubbed the area the perfect place for sledding.

      All afternoon we slid down that hill. I would use the path my older brother laid in the snow to climb back up. I grabbed onto nearby ivy as a makeshift rope, only to slide back down as soon as I’d made it to the top. We were coming up with as many new and foolish ways to sled down the hill as we could: backward, in a sibling chain, on our bellies, and we even tried to stand up and surf the hill like a giant snow-crested wave.

      When hours of fun passed, the sky lit with the vibrant pinks and purples of a cold northwest evening, and echoes of my father’s voice yelling from the house drifted in the air. It was dinnertime. This meant one thing to us Michelson children: get home pronto.

      My dad was the kind of man every child feared. The Cherokee passed down through his grandmother showed prominently in his cheekbones, and, on the off chance, he graced you with it, his broad smile. He was gruff and frequently unshaven. His deep voice caused every adolescent to remember there were consequences for unruly children. No one crossed, Dad. He had a number of painful belts that reminded us how to behave, should we forget. In his mind, children were seen but never meant to be heard.

      My oldest brother, Patrick Junior, was fourteen, five years my senior. He was always the one left in charge. While his big blue eyes got him out of trouble with teachers, he often took the brunt of punishments from Dad when things went wrong with my siblings.

      Being Mr. Responsible, Patrick repeated the call of Dad. “If you dawdle, Dad will be pissed. You gonna pick your switch tonight, Faer? Cus Dad’s going to color your ass bruised.”

      “Yea, I know,” I said.

      As my three siblings started to head home, I turned back around to the hill. I wanted to go down one more time, and impulse got the best of me.

      “Whites, you better get your butt back to the house. I’m not going to save you,” Patrick said. He gave me the bossy older brother look. You know the one.

      “Just one more time,” I said.

      “Your life, dude. If dad asks, I’m telling him you wouldn’t listen,” Patrick said. He turned and left without a second thought.

      I curved back around with a renewed rush of excitement. I took out my plastic bag and sat down at the edge of the hill. I inhaled a deep breath of icy air and pushed myself over one last time—the wind in my face and the smell of crisp snow lingering on a plume of fog, my arms outstretched; it was exhilarating.

      It was also short-lived.

      When I got to the bottom, I started thinking about what Patrick said. I didn’t want to make dad mad. I’d had a minor lapse in judgment. One more turn down the hill seemed worth it at the time, but I started to rethink my choice. If I hurried, I might still be able to catch up with my brother and sisters.

      I latched onto the vines and started up the hill—one foot at a time. I was sure to climb into the pre-existing path Patrick made. I neared the top when I heard a loud snap.

      My head was down. I was too busy watching my feet and didn’t lookup. The ivy broke, and I fell backward down the slope, feet overhead. I lost control of my body, unable to grab anything to brace myself or slow down. I reached out, but my fingers slipped through the snow. I kept tumbling down the hill until I lost consciousness.

       

      WHEN I CAME to, I wasn’t outside in the snow anymore, but I was somewhere else–vast, yet empty. Had I been moved? I stood in a large open area I’d never experienced before (because an experience was the only way to describe where I was).

      It was too quiet, no noise at all—no rustling of trees, no chirping of birds, not even the sound of my heartbeat. My surroundings were opaque but still too bright. Although the natural temperature was a relief, somewhere in the logical part of my brain, I knew I should be scared. Except, I felt more at home than I ever had in my real home for a reason I couldn’t put words to.

      I blinked and found a woman standing over me. Had she been there the whole time, or did she just arrive? As I moved to sit up and assess my surroundings, she stepped back, giving me the space to move. She watched me take in the view with a look of, dare I say, admiration?

      I wish I could describe her in accurate detail. I don’t think even if a scale reached one million, I could tell you exactly how I felt when I was near her. The number I was living in hasn’t been discovered.

      At every angle, the woman’s hair was a vivid new color. It held the complexity of a rainbow only a thousand times over. It was as if I saw what color was for the first time. Would my heart leave my chest if I touched her? I didn’t know who she was, but if there is a God, he’s got nothing on her.

      We talked.

      At the time, I took it all in, gobbling up her every word. Now though, I don’t recall everything that transpired. It felt as though we talked for hours or days, although it could have been weeks. When I was with her, time had no meaning. Everything she said captivated me, and I had so many questions. I remember she answered each of my inquiries with exceptional care. There was no hunger. I never got tired or cold. I was only nine, but I’d never felt healthier or filled with more energy. Finally, after what could have been a century, she looked at me directly. Her eyes filled with the intensity of sky, stars, and the vastness of the cosmos above.

      “What’s wrong?” I asked.

      “It’s time,” she said.

      “Time for what?” I asked.

      “Time to go home, Faer.”

      Concern and nerves made adrenalin pulse in my veins. “I don’t want to go. Why can’t I stay here with you?”

      This time she looked at me, love and understanding reflected, “You will remember some of this visit, Faer,” she said. “The important things will come back to you when you need the information. When everything has come to pass, then you can and will come back to me.” Her smile was soft, and my heartfelt at ease, “For now, you have to go home. Your family will become worried about you.”

      The word family barely escaped her mouth before she was gone.

      

      When I opened my eyes again, it was dark. The sun had set, and I was alone. I seemed to be back, although from where I couldn’t say.

      I was lying on the hard ground, covered in more than two inches of snow. I sat up too quickly, and my head started to swim. I was at the bottom of the hill once more, but I was covered in blood this time.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 2

          

          
            DOCTOR EDMONDS

          

        

      

    

    
      In 1992, a doctor diagnosed me with hyperthymestic syndrome. Just call me the memorious. Okay, I’m kidding, don’t call me that. I’m one of thirteen people in the whole world who has a genuinely autobiographical memory, although my gifts go beyond my ability to remember. For example, I remember what I had for lunch on April 12th, 1982. In case you were wondering, it was two slices shy of a large pepperoni pizza from Pizza Hut, four breadsticks, and a large root beer.

      The upside: I can remember every part of my past. The downside: I don’t always have control over what or when I’m remembering. It’s like losing the TV remote; you watch whatever’s on—jewelry shopping network again, hurray! Can you feel the joy pulsing off me? No? That’s because it’s sarcasm.

      I have more control over my symptoms than others. It’s not always a constant stream of consciousness I’ve read about in some of the other documented cases. I just have to think about a memory, and I’m there as if it were the first time. It does sneak up on me once in a while, and there’s always a nasty bout of nausea.

      Here’s the thing. I can’t change the past. No matter how real it feels, what’s done is done. I can’t save my father. I can’t even make peace with him. My therapist suggests trying to let it all go, something I haven’t figured out how to do. I’ve relived the same memories a hundred times before. If I’m candid, most of the time, I feel cursed and bored with my life. It’s only the good memories that keep my attention, but even they have run their course on most days.

      

      I PATTED MYSELF down and counted all my limbs twice. Nothing was missing, and nothing hurt. I felt okay. I felt better than okay. But then, where did all the blood originate? I paused. A slow, warm trickle ran down my neck. I reached for it. My hand made contact with a hot tangle of hair and something that felt almost sticky. I wasn’t reassured.

      While nothing hurt, there was blood everywhere. I sat up slowly and shook the snow off my cold and faintly blue body. Why didn’t I own a heavier jacket? At the ivy-lined path, I looked for a vine. Then, checking to make sure it would hold my weight, I started up the hill again. It never occurred to me to walk the long way around. Instead, I made my way up the snow-covered mound, two blocks down the street, and up the relatively short but steep flight of stairs home.

      I opened the back door to our pink tiled kitchen, expecting to see the bustle of dinner. Perhaps I’d get a dirty look from Patrick. But when I got home, there was no one in the kitchen. It was void of all life. Even the dishes were washed with only a single foil-wrapped plate, cold, on the counter.

      In the living room, I found my family sitting around the television. Dad’s feet propped up, relaxing on the ottoman. No one even noticed I was missing. I watched them for a good sixty seconds before I caught anyone’s attention. Dad looked away from the receiver, trademark coffee in hand. He sat up straight, feet hitting the floor, and before he finished processing what he saw, he yelled, “Where in the goddamned hell have you been, boy?”

      “I don’t know,” I said, averting my eyes. “I went for one more slide and then….”

      “What is that all over your shirt? Have you been painting? You better not have tracked that inside my house. Dammit, Faer,” Dad’s voice grew.

      Painting, as if we owned paints.

      Looking at myself in proper light was frightening. I grabbed my shirt, peeling it away from my skin. It was nearly soaked. I started to finger the wet sticky mess.

      “Nope, it’s blood,” I said.

      Dad footballed me into his chest. Then, he ran outside and tossed me in the backseat of our shit brown station wagon.

      He yelled at me for bleeding on the floor but didn’t think to lay a towel down first? Figures. I was struggling to keep up. The logical part of my brain knew blood equated to bad. However, the other side of my mind contradicted this argument because I felt fine.

      Mom was on Dad’s tail. Before she could get the car door shut, Dad backed down the driveway like something off an episode of The Dukes of Hazzard.

      We made it to the local hospital before I could get myself upright and buckled. Despite this, we arrived in one piece.

      Dad grabbed me out of the car and carried me through the Emergency Room door. I motioned for him to put me down.

      “Dad, I’m fine,” I complained.

      He ignored me and cradled me in arms stretched out in front, instead of like an athlete crossing a field.

      The nurse took one look at us before escorting my parents and me into a private room.

      “Doctor Edmonds, code red, room 112,” the nurse’s voice said over an intercom.

      I imagined Doctor Edmonds looking up from a chart and jogging down the short, dark hallway away from the nurse’s station.

      “I’m swell, guys. We don’t have to be here,” I said.

      No one listened.

      “Dad, I don’t need to be in the hospital,” I said.

      He didn’t acknowledge me.

      “I’ll just shower the blood off. Mom? Nothing hurts.”

      Crickets.

      All I could think was how much getting a shot would suck. Shots were worse than Patrick’s Indian burns. “I hate the smell of this place. It’s like burnt hair and mom’s sterilizer. The walls look like puke.”

      “They’re soothing,” Mom said.

      This she responds to. “It’s the stuff of nightmares,” I said.

      “At least Dr. Edmonds is on shift instead of some strange doctor you don’t know,” Mom said.

      Usually, a mild-mannered man, graying, and in his early sixties, Dr. Edmonds was familiar with my father’s temper. He’d become an expert at navigating the often-testy waters.

      Dr. Edmonds wasted no time and went directly for my head. He examined me, all ten fingers and toes, the same numbers I came up with.

      “Why did you wait so long to bring him here, Patrick?” Dr. Edmonds turned to my father. “He could be much worse off. You have to think about infection and scarring. Who did this to you, Faer?” He closed his eyes. The frown lines were prominent on his brow.

      Dr. Edmonds turned to me and bent down until he was eye-level, “You’re one lucky kid, Faer. Do you know that?”

      Lie.

      Dr. Edmonds is pretty sure I’m not so lucky at all. He was worried my parents were neglecting or abusing me.

      A chill ran down my back. It occurred to me that I shouldn’t know these things. I tried to put together an explanation for why I should understand what Dr. Edmonds was thinking and came up with nothing. There wasn’t an explanation. Least of all, Dr. Edmonds hadn’t spoken those concerns aloud, yet I was positive I was right. It was as though his brain was leaking emotions, streaming out of his ears and pooling in my mind.

      Dr. Edmonds was cleaning my crusty scalp. He tugged on the soft tissue with tools and poured a copper-colored liquid onto my scalp. The fluid ran down the side of my face and neck, collecting on the lost cause that was my shirt. As it turned out, the bleeding had stopped at some point between the walk back home from sledding and arriving at the hospital.

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about, Doc, it all just happened, and I–” My father was cut off.

      Dr. Edmonds’ rage boiled over. He shook his head at my father. “Bullshit,” Dr. Edmonds closed his eyes and took a deep, controlled breath. “This wound is three, maybe four days old, Patrick. I can’t stitch this up. It should have been cleaned to prevent infection days ago.” He grabbed for more gauze and continued to tend my wound.

      “Doc, look at his shirt. It’s still wet with blood. I swear I brought him here as soon as I saw him,” My father’s voice was shaking, “It happened today. Maybe he’s a fast healer?”

      That was the first time I’d heard terror in my father’s voice.

      Dr. Edmonds looked me over again. He swabbed the wet blood on my shirt, looked from me to my father, and leaned down to my eye level once more. “Faer, son, when did this happen? You can tell me,” he said, “You won’t get in trouble. I promise no one will hurt you, Fae. You can trust me.” Dr. Edmonds’ words were a whisper. The way he said my name, Faer, like he was pleading with me.

      “I… I was sledding, and then I fell, and then I saw….”

      The woman. She had rainbow hair and smelled of chocolate chip cookies. The rush of emotion flooding my body was quick. It took over my senses. My fingers and toes tingled with the memory of her. I felt both protected and terrified simultaneously.

      I couldn’t remember all the details right then.

      Dr. Edmonds couldn’t protect me from the wrath of my father if he found out I’d disobeyed when he called me home. Besides, I was confident he would think I made it all up.

      “Sir, I – I don’t know. I was sledding, and then I fell. So, I walked straight home, and now we’re here.” My words were slow, my voice unsure, even to my own ears.

      Dr. Edmonds was quiet.

      “What’s wrong?” I asked. “I’m not crying or anything. I’m swell, I swear.”

      Dr. Edmonds straightened, “He’s going to need a tetanus shot.”

      My stomach did a flip.

      “I’ll make sure the nurse comes in to give it to him. She can finish cleaning him up. I’m going to send you home for the night, Faer. You’ll need to keep an eye on him for the next four to six hours. If he starts to vomit or feel even slightly nauseous, you bring him straight back to me. You hear?” Dr. Edmonds wasn’t directing his attention to anyone in particular. He avoided eye contact with everyone.

      “Yes, of course,” Mom said.

      Doctor Edmonds glanced up at my father, “I’m sorry, I don’t know what happened here, but Faer looks like he’s healing fine.” Doctor Edmonds stood up and vanished out of the small hospital room, leaving everyone feeling somber and alone with their thoughts.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 3

          

          
            REMEMBERING

          

        

      

    

    
      I contemplated a lot in those days. Like, what is normal? Normal is an elusive beast that rears her head in the form of criticisms and fear. Normal is society hiding and running from the unknown to the safety of the dull and uniform. Normal is avoiding the boundaries of life.

      That cold season moved into a much milder spring, and I started to experience little reminders of what the rainbow woman told me. Her wisdom began to feel like warning bells going off in my head.

      I came back different that dark winter evening. Filled with a new awareness of the world and its inner workings beyond what any nine-year-old should understand. The knowledge I gained was a bittersweet drink that always left me wanting more and with cravings that never went away.

      My memories were stronger. More vibrant. I could describe every moment of the days gone. I could remember things that passed when no one else was able to. There were few exceptions to this over the course of my life. On the rare chance, there was one, it was like a black hole in my memory. Gone. Empty. It could be a few moments missing or several hours. It’s always felt like a small price to pay for near-perfect recall.

      I considered it a gift.

      A fantastic memory made for easy grades and a quick study. Although access to a wealth of information I shouldn’t know or things that hadn’t happened yet certified me as a freak. Not just to my classmates, but to my parents too. Something simple which should pass as coincidence, a mere two minutes into the future, was now the devil’s work. God forbid I saw something that was going to happen later that week. I mean, I was literally told by my mom and dad: “God forbids it.”

      It’s not like I tried to see into the future. I never woke up and thought, “what kind of trouble will I get into today?” It just sort of happened.

      After my accident, the dreams started. Some called them premonitions. On the whole, I’ve always preferred the word dreams. It seems less chiseled in stone, more fluid because dreams don’t always come true. Sometimes I could change things if I tried. Sometimes I couldn’t change things even when I tried. It was the harder of the two lessons.

      My first good beating for bringing a plague of misfortune was the summer following the sledding accident. What my father couldn’t understand was quickly explained away as me jinxing the family. If I would only stop jinxing people, then everyone would be just fine. Little did he know, I was there to help, not hinder. But he never wanted my help.

      

      IT WAS 1971. My family and I were going on our annual camping trip to Mount St. Helens. Well, as ‘annual’ as two years in a row could be.

      After gathering the last of my belongings and walking out to the station wagon, I was stopped dead in my tracks. Not more than a moment or two passed, but in those moments, I transported. My body was standing glassy-eyed, possessions in hand, firmly in the present. My mind, however, was not. I was somewhere else. For a moment, mentally, I was in the future.

      In the vision, my family and I were in the car driving down the highway. I saw it all. I wasn’t going to need any of this stuff, and we weren’t going to make it to our destination. Just as quickly as I mentally left, I was back. I didn’t know what to do, but it seemed I had two choices. I could sit back and hope that I was wrong, thus avoiding a lashing from my father, or I could speak up, and maybe I could change the weekend for the better.

      “Dad, do we have a spare tire?” If I could warn him to buy one now, we might still be able to go camping. I’d been looking forward to it all week. Running around in the woods, playing pranks on Patrick. I’d taken the time to plan a good one involving cold water, a garden snake, and the girl’s bathroom.

      Dad snapped his head toward me, “Don’t you say that to me, Faer. You’ll jinx us, and no one will get to go camping. No, we don’t have a spare tire. Now get in the goddamned car.”

      I got in the car because that’s what you do when Dad says jump. I stomped around and put my bag in the back of the station wagon before climbing in.

      Forty minutes into our drive, when we reached the middle of nowhere on Wind River Highway, the tire went flat. Dad pulled the car over and took his belt off. His face was red, and I knew in the pit of my stomach, he saw the same color.

      

      THE DAY I REMEMBERED things the world forgot was the day I knew for sure this gift of mine would come to no good.

      There’s always a reason things happen the way they do. This, I believe wholeheartedly. Unfortunately for me, I was no exception to this rule. I remembered things for a reason. Unfortunately, it would be many years before I knew why.

      Reflecting on the past was like watching a movie only I was privy to. Playing outside with my friends was fine and dandy, but there was something about reliving different days that I couldn’t get enough of in my early years. In all honesty, sometimes, I still do it. Just not to the same extent. The shine eventually wore off the novel. I live in the now as much as I can. Besides, nausea following every lengthy mental jaunt has never been a pleasant side effect.

      As a kid, I was often found in a half-conscious state reviewing my timeline. My memories are more real than watching a movie. When it happens, it’s as though I’m actually there again, saying and doing whatever I did the first time around.

      It starts by thinking of a memory, much like anyone who thinks back to a fond or not so fond moment in their life. Only, instead of thinking about it in a clouded, dreamlike way, I’ve transported to whatever date and time all over again. Sometimes I’m able to pick up on things I hadn’t noticed before, like viewing a painting the second or third time around. I can’t make changes to the script. I just get to live it again.

      The good, the bad, and the ugly.

      Earlier today, I found myself thinking back to a day I hadn’t remembered prior to my sledding accident. I’ve learned to accept when random memories come around. Often the reason for remembering them doesn’t present itself until much later.

      What do you do in this type of situation, one might ask?

      I take notes and pay attention. Sometimes the mind needs you to remember, even if you can’t understand why.

      

      OCTOBER 12TH 1968 was a Saturday. Mom was in the kitchen, making dinner for Clan Michelson while the rest of us were with Dad watching Bonanza on our twenty-one-inch color television. Sometimes I wonder if it fell off the back of a truck. I’ll never really know.

      We were watching a new episode called Passing of a King. In this episode, Ben Cartwright, the main character, decided to sell his prize bull. Before we could find out if the bull sold, there was an interruption on the screen. Our show was suddenly gone, replaced with a greenish-brown lizard-like creature taking up the entire television.

      At first, I wondered why Dad changed the channel. He never missed the new episodes, and it was just getting good.

      “Who’s messing with the TV? Goddammit, Donna, put it back. Now,” Dad snarled at my younger sister.

      “Why is everything always my fault? I didn’t touch it,” Donna said. She trudged over to the bulky wooden box and proceeded to click through the channels. The lizard frogman with his Mick Jagger lips was on everyone.

      Click—frog lizard. Click—Mick Jagger lips. Click. Click. Click.

      Donna stopped turning the knob; she looked to Dad, waiting for instruction. Dad’s mouth was open. He motioned for Donna to sit back down. We had no choice but to watch this green monster talk.

      Dark eyes reflected at me from the screen, burning a hole into my brain. My head started to pulse a second heartbeat, and an itch grew in the back of my mind.

      Frogman was warning the people of Earth, but of what, I couldn’t be sure. There was mention of peace, but every bone in my body knew peace wasn’t a synonym for war. And war was the only thing I was taking away from his twenty-minute speech on right and wrong. In summation: we did something wrong, and he would make it right.

      Mick Jagger Lips moved his attention imperceptibly. That slight flinch was all it took, and he now seemed to be looking at me. I know he was on TV, and logically speaking, this shouldn’t affect me. It’s not as though he could see me. But I would have sworn on my own father’s grave he was looking at me, Faer. A shiver ran down my spine.

      When Jagger finished addressing the world, Ben was back on the screen trying to get proper compensation for bull thievery. My dad laughed.

      “Dad?” I asked, a small quiver in my voice.

      His eyes never wavered from the television, “Yes, Faer?” Dad said.

      “Uhh… Do you think that he was like an alien? Like, a real one?” I was looking for comfort and reassurance. Parents are supposed to give those things freely to their children. It was time to pay up.

      Dad turned and gave me a once over, “Nah, son, that was a hoax. Some people are just playing a prank on us. Okay?”

      I nodded, and he resumed watching his show as if nothing had happened.

      The following week at school, my teacher passed out the Weekly Newsreader. It was a weekly summary of world events dumbed down so a child could absorb the information without too much effort. On the cover of this week’s five-page handout was a picture of Frog Mick Jagger Lips. In addition, there was a synopsis of the speech he’d given to the world. The paper posed the question: Was the disruption a prank or an invasion?

      I knew then, at the tender age of seven, I would want to remember this event when I was older. Later that day, when I got home from school, I folded the Newsreader in half and slipped it into a book my grandmother gave me. It had been on my bookshelf untouched since my birthday; it seemed like a safe choice. No one wanted to read about human anatomy anyway.

      

      TWO YEARS WOULD pass before hyperthymesia was a daily plague on my life and the Bonanza episode a distant memory. It wasn’t until after my accident that I was able to remember things clearly. Jagger haunted my days and terrified me during my nights. I needed to know if Jagger was real or if I was going crazy. But how?

      I’d woken up in a cold sweat; Jagger was the nightmare I couldn’t shake come morning. I spent the day in a haze, drifting from one memory to the next, repeatedly watching Jagger on the television. He could only scare me if I let him. After weeks of restless sleep, it occurred to me that I had proof sitting in a book upstairs. I ran into the house, up the stairs, and into my bedroom. I rummaged through my belongings and found the anatomy book, the one I’d folded the Newsreader inside. Except, the Newsreader was missing. It wasn’t there. I looked in several nearby books, discarding them to the floor as they came up empty. I grabbed Human Anatomy once more and thumbed through the pages again.

      Nothing.

      Patrick could have taken it. I had no recollection of him holding it over my head, though. He never took something without using it as leverage. I thought back for a moment, trying to remember if I moved it somewhere else, anywhere else, but no, it was gone.

      Disappointed, I clambered downstairs, leaving my room a disaster. Of course, I would hear about it later, but I didn’t care at that moment.

      Dad was standing in the kitchen, making a pot of coffee. He was rarely without his cigarettes and coffee. That distinct aroma wafted a one-mile radius around him. Later it would lead to an early grave. No matter how many times I tried to warn him or help him quit smoking, I couldn’t. He was a stubborn ass to the end.

      “Dad?” I asked.

      “Yes, son?”

      “Do you remember a couple of years ago, we were all sittin’ around the TV watching Bonanza, and that frog-lizard man took over every channel?” I held my gaze on him.

      Dad stopped pouring his coffee. He turned his head to me, and with one questioning eyebrow raised, I knew the answer.

      I pressed him, “He was going on about a ship, shot down over the ocean. The frogman said if we attack their people again, there would be consequences.”

      Dad was giving me the you’re-acting-crazy stare. He took a long drag of his cigarette before he started to nod his head.

      My stomach did an excited flip.

      “You’ve been reading one too many of your comics, Faer. I’m going to stop buying you Where Monsters Dwell if you can’t handle it.”

      Disappointment washed over me, and an overwhelming sensation of loneliness settled into my bones. Why didn’t Dad remember? I’ll admit, I loved my comics, but I knew the frogman wasn’t from one, and dad had no memory of that Saturday.

      

      WHILE I COULD recognize, whatever happened was a big deal; I also knew it was bigger than me. After all, what was I supposed to do about it?

      Nothing.

      I was nine years old. As grown-up as I felt, I knew I was still just a child. It wasn’t my business anyway, so I did my best to, as my therapist would say, let it go.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 4

          

          
            HITCHHIKING WITH DAD

          

        

      

    

    
      My father taught me many lessons over the years, most of them unintentional. He taught me I could “take a lickn’ and keep on kicking.” He taught me to keep my head out of trouble when I didn’t need trouble around and to trust my instincts. But, most of all, he taught me about the kind of man I wanted to become by showing me the type of man I didn’t.

      I want to be the kind of man who listens to his family with open, unfettered dialog—someone who would sacrifice his own life for his family if it ever came to it. I would always put them first. Always. I would never raise a hand to my children, unlike my father, who thought regular beatings were the answer to everything.

      Regular beatings built character.

      Thirty years have passed since falling down a snow-covered hillside. These days, I live on an island where the biggest worry is whether or not Y2K is a real thing. We can send a man to Mars, but living through the year 2000 is still the talk of the town. It blows my mind.

      My wife Gina and I bought a small farm about ten years ago off the coast of Washington. She has horses, and I have chickens. They keep me rolling in those “fresh farm” eggs everyone’s talking about. My day has routine, and there is solace in that. I spend the majority of my time restoring vintage cars and selling them to various buyers up and down the coast. I get to use my hands, I’m not bothered by most people, and I enjoy the rhythm.

      Our daughter, Ella, is off doing her own thing. Nineteen and on her own. She makes me feel old. I try to remind myself that thirty-nine isn’t that old. Distance hasn’t always been kind to us either. When I do see her, though, she has a knack for warping my seemingly hollow view of the world. Sometimes even my own history. She was born with a gift of her own—the gift of annoying me.

      This golden-eyed splendor plays devil’s advocate for fun. I swear to the stars that she lies awake thinking of ways to poke fun at me. She claims it’s her way of “pushing me to be a better version of myself,” but I call bullshit. I think she just likes to get one up on her old man whenever possible.

      One evening, in the winter, we had dinner at a pub near her small seaport home. Admittedly, I’m not very good at getting together with her or even returning phone calls. To be fair, this goes for everyone, not just her. When we do get together, we fall into a pace. No time was lost to either of us. We pick up where we left off with long discussions about philosophy, life, ghosts, my childhood, hers, or other weird encounters either of us have had.

      That particular day, only for the one-thousandth time, I told her I would never discourage her gifts of foresight like my father did to me. We sat on padded peach-colored Victorian chairs in a dark empty restaurant eating the chicken avocado special. I wanted her to know I wasn’t my father. Thinking about it now, though, maybe I was just trying to reassure myself.

      I’ve always been open with Ella. I believe being honest about my unique experiences makes her more inclined to be transparent with me in return. I don’t know if this is true, but I like to believe it.

      I started to tell Ella a story from when I was thirteen.

      
      THE STATION WAGON wasn’t going to make the day trip. Cars not driving the distance had become a bit of a touchy subject between Dad and me since Mt. Saint Helens a couple of years before.

      The brown beast of a wagon my parents owned my entire childhood was filled with people and no gas. It was summertime in California, and we were somewhere north of nowhere in particular. Ninety degrees, and we were all growing delirious. I’d like to have said I told you so, but my pro-con list advised against it.

      Dad yanked the car door open, stepping outside, mumbling on about the fucking gas gauge. We’d have to walk or hitch a ride to bring back fuel. He said we, not I.

      I’d already been a smart ass one too many times. If I weren’t careful, the day would end with me and the butt end of a belt.

      I sat in the would-be trunk with my back against the seat. Patrick was sweating all over my arm. Yet, despite the stench, I kept quiet. At seventeen, the raunchy smell of armpit protruding from his poorly groomed body made it hard to be within five feet of him without wishing you were somewhere else.

      My two older sisters, Sarah and Faye, got out of going on this hideous family outing because of work. Work sounded a whole lot better than being sardined with the rest of the  Michelson clan in our boiling, sticky car.

      Dad ambled around to the back of the wagon and opened the tailgate, “Everyone stays here, except Faer. You come with me.”

      “Why me? I’m not even the oldest. Can’t Patrick go with you?” Punishment seemed like a better option than walking with dad.

      “No. I said, get your ass out of the car, Faer,” Dad held the glass hatch open.

      I lumbered out and slammed the tailgate closed, snuffing out Patrick’s grumbling. Dad and I set out on foot alongside the highway.

      The baking sun boiled the roadway. I found myself lost in the optical illusion.

      Twenty minutes passed before a beaten-up red pickup slowed down. Its balding tires came to a stop at a foot’s distance from my father.

      I choked on the kicked-up dust. Now I was glistening with sweat and covered in a fine film of dirt. Swell, just swell.

      “Well, howdy, sir, do you two need a ride?” the stranger asked. He was leaning out the window, an easy smile on his face.

      The forty-something man was blonde, unshaven, and had a receding hairline. I could see my father’s reflection in his Ray-Ban Aviator sunglasses. The same kind cops wear on TV; only this man wasn’t the fuzz. I wished I could see the man’s well-hidden eyes instead.

      Just being in his presence made the hair on the back of my neck goose. His soul dripped blood. I could physically feel the pain this man inflicted. He wasn’t a good person, and vile didn’t scratch the surface. Every inch of my body was screaming to run. I had to force myself not to take off.

      Maybe it was the bloodstained living-impaired passenger, or perhaps it’s the simple fact that this whack was a creeper to the ninth degree, but I wanted nothing to do with him or his ride.

      I averted my eyes. There was no way I was letting ghost girl know I could see her. The last thing I needed was a vengeful spirit who would only talk of her unspeakable demise.

      My father smiled at the Aviator stranger, “Where you headed, stranger?” Dad asked.

      “Wherever’s fine.”

      “Name’s Patrick.”

      Aviator man nodded his head but gave no name.

      “This here’s my son, Faer.”

      “Howdy Faer,” Aviator said.

      “We were just walking to town. Unfortunately, our car broke down a way back. I think there’s a station up the road a mile or two,” Dad said.

      “Hop in; I don’t mind. A couple of miles is no problem,” Aviator encouraged.

      Dad turned to me and scrunched his face, “What do you think, Faer, should we take a ride?”

      My breath hitched in my throat as pure panic settled in. No, we shouldn’t take a ride. What part of this secret serial killer act are you falling for, Dad? I exhaled my internal anxiety, shook my head in a tight, forced no, and tried to convey how much this man scared me with every fiber of my being.

      My father nodded slowly at me but left me hanging. Dad turned back to the stranger, plastered a smile, and shook his head. “I appreciate the offer, sir, but I’m teaching my boy here a lesson about being a smart ass. So, thanks, but we’re going to just keep on walking for now. He’s got a few more miles in him, at least.”

      “Well, it’s no skin off my back, I don’t mind,” Aviator said.

      “Yeah, but you know how it goes. If you let them off too easy, then they think they can walk all over you. I gotta stick to my guns on this one,” Dad said.

      The stranger seemed to think for a moment before nodding in agreement. “Yeah, smart ass children need to be put in their place.” He wasn’t talking about a belt or a long walk. His voice was saturated with a need I had no intention of fulfilling.

      The stranger drove away. Relief washed over me, and we continued on foot.

      
      ELLA INTERRUPTED. Reality came whooshing back to me slowly. “Dad… Dad…” She snapped her fingers in my face, finally grabbing my attention. “Dad – You realize grandpa believed you, right?”

      I let Ella’s face come into focus again. She looked just like her mother, catching me off guard, “I think you’re missing the point, Ella; he was a hard-ass who laid out harsh punishments. Forcing me to walk five miles in the heat, to and from the car, because I was the jinx in the family.”

      “No, I caught that, but you seem to be missing the part about grandpa believing you,” Ella’s auburn eyebrows raised, indignant. “He didn’t want you to flaunt it or tell him he was wrong. But at the end of the day, he asked you to come along because he believed you might keep him safe. There was some part of him that knew you were telling the truth. Why else would he have asked you?”

      “Because …”

      “I’m sure on some lower unintelligible level, Grandpa knew you had a sixth sense about things. Maybe you would be able to warn him if something bad was going
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