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    "In darkness there is light." This book is dedicated to Humanity. 

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The future is not predetermined. It is built by billions of individual decisions made every single day and remember. You are not your body; You are not your thoughts; You are an aperture of consciousness experiencing this moment through a particular form. A unique perspective temporarily focused through a human life. "
-Marcus Feldon (Physicist & Time Traveller)
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Part I

New York, NY

Fall, 2025 AD
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It was a busy, bustling Tuesday morning in the heart of rush hour in New York City. The city pulsed with its usual chaotic energy as streams of commuters poured through crowded sidewalks, blaring taxi horns echoed between towering buildings, and the distant wail of sirens blended into the urban symphony.

Lauryn, a twenty seven year old Black woman with shoulder-length dark curls framing her expressive face, stood among the sea of passengers aboard the downtown 1 train. An ambitious investigative journalist and aspiring documentarian, she spent much of her life chasing stories that others overlooked. This morning's commute, however, felt particularly exhausting. The train had been crawling through Manhattan at a painfully slow pace. Delays seemed to be an unavoidable part of life on the New York subway system. Whether it was train traffic ahead, signal problems, or endless construction projects, there was always some new excuse. By the time the train reached 59th Street–Columbus Circle, the cars had become unbearably crowded. Passengers squeezed through the doors the instant they opened, shoving their way into spaces that no longer existed. Bodies pressed shoulder to shoulder while frustrated sighs and muttered complaints filled the stale air. Lauryn glanced at her phone and shook her head. It wouldn't get any better from here, but at least she was close to work.

A short time later, she emerged from the subway station into Lower Manhattan. The crisp morning air felt refreshing after the suffocating train ride. Above her, enormous skyscrapers pierced the clouds, their glass facades reflecting the sunlight like towering monuments to ambition. Though Lauryn had been born and raised in Westchester County, she had always considered herself a city girl at heart. Even after years of working in Manhattan, the city's scale and energy never failed to impress her. With a large coffee canister in one hand and a worn black leather backpack slung over her shoulder, she crossed the busy sidewalk and entered her office building. "Hey, Rick. How's your morning going?" Rick, the building's longtime security guard, looked up from his desk and offered a tired smile. "Ehh...I'm here," he replied with a shrug. "How about yourself?" Lauryn laughed. "Another day, another dollar." Rick chuckled. "You actually make that much?" Both burst into laughter as the elevator doors slid open. "Have a good day, Rick.” "You too." The doors closed, and Lauryn rode the elevator to the fourth floor.

The office belonged to a small documentary production company and featured an open concept layout that sacrificed privacy in favor of collaboration as desks stretched across the room as conversations drifted through the workspace while keyboards clicked in an endless rhythm. Lauryn had once believed this place would launch her career. Three years earlier, she and her cameraman, Roger, had won an independent film award for a documentary exploring the growing influence of technology on everyday life. At the time, they had celebrated as if they were standing at the beginning of something extraordinary as success seemed inevitable. 

Instead, reality had proven far less glamorous. Every major project that followed either collapsed due to lack of funding or failed to find an audience. The excitement and confidence they once shared had gradually been replaced by uncertainty. Lauryn had already begun exploring other career opportunities, wondering if documentary filmmaking was still worth pursuing. As she set her backpack beside her desk, Roger spotted her from across the office. "Hey, L." "Hey, Roger. How's it going?" Roger leaned back dramatically in his chair. "My girl's got problems. That's what's happening." Lauryn smirked. "Let me guess. She locked you out of the apartment again and you ended up sleeping at your mom's?" Roger looked up in surprise. "So she told you." Lauryn nodded. "Yup. And judging by your face, you're still recovering." Roger rolled his eyes. "Oh, yeah. By the way, somebody called yesterday after you left." "Really? Who?" "Dunno. Some guy named Thomas Feldman. Said he wanted to talk to you, it sounded pretty urgent." Lauryn picked up the pink Post-it note resting on her keyboard and studied the name scribbled across it. "Thomas Feldman..." A look of curiosity crossed her face. "I'll call him back." Roger shrugged. "Maybe he's got a story." Lauryn dropped into her chair. "Speaking of stories, do we have any leads?" Roger grinned. "We could always do something on climate change." Lauryn quickly shook her head. "No. There are already hundreds of documentaries about climate change. We need something different. Something fresh. Something provocative. A story that makes people question the world around them." Roger laughed. "Then maybe you should call that number. For all you know, Thomas Feldman is exactly the thought provoking story you've been looking for." Lauryn glanced at the note again before shrugging. "Maybe." 

"You know what, Rog? Let me call this person back. Who knows? Maybe they actually have a story that doesn't involve our inevitable extinction from society's addiction to fossil fuels." Roger laughed. "Aight. I'll be back at my cubicle. And, by the way, the staff meeting starts in fifteen minutes." Lauryn's eyes widened. "Oh, shit. I forgot. It's the third Tuesday." She let out an exasperated sigh. "I'll see you there." Roger pushed himself out of his chair and wandered back toward his workstation, weaving through the maze of desks and computer monitors. Lauryn watched him disappear before turning her attention back to the pink Post-it note lying beside her keyboard. Thomas Feldman. The name meant nothing to her. Curious, she picked up her office phone and dialed the number. The call barely had time to ring once before someone answered. "Hello." The voice was low and gravelly, carrying the rough edge of age and experience. It sounded like an older man, calm and deliberate. "Hi, is this Thomas Feldman?" "Yes, it is." "Hi. This is Lauryn Castille. I'm returning your phone call, sir." A brief silence followed. "I know," the man replied. "I've been expecting your call." Lauryn straightened in her chair. His response caught her completely off guard. "Okay..." she said cautiously. "How may I help you, sir?" The man chuckled softly. "I think the better question, Ms. Castille, how can I be of service to you?" The conversation had somehow become stranger within seconds. "I'm sorry, sir, but I don't understand.""Ms. Castille, I have a story I'd like you to document." "A story?" "Yes. A story about my life. About my experiences." Lauryn leaned back in her chair. "Okay. I'm not exactly sure what you're talking about. Could you elaborate?" The man's voice lowered further. "Ms. Castille, do you believe in human consciousness?" Lauryn hesitated. "That's a pretty broad question." "Then let me narrow it down. Do you believe consciousness can exist independent of the body? Do you believe time travel is possible?”" Lauryn stared out across the office floor as employees shuffled between desks carrying coffee mugs and laptops. The question felt absurd, yet something about the man's tone prevented her from dismissing it outright. "I suppose I do," she said carefully. "At least theoretically. Why?" The older gentleman released a slow breath. "Because, Ms. Castille, I have terminal cancer. According to my doctors, I won't be alive eight months from now." 

Lauryn's expression softened as the strange conversation had suddenly become serious. "And during my life," he continued, "I've worked on projects and witnessed things within our government that most people would never believe." Lauryn remained silent. "I would like the world to know what I know. And I believe once you've heard my story, you'll understand why." She rubbed her forehead. "Mr. Feldman, no offense, but how do I know this isn't some elaborate wild goose chase?" A faint laugh escaped the other end of the line. "Ms. Castille, Do you really want to make a change or a difference in this world? I mean a real tangible difference." Lauryn froze. "What?" " I believe in your last documentary, you had mentioned how you wanted to challenge people's mindset about the world around them for the positive" Her eyes narrowed. " Yeah, that’s my goal as a documentarian" “ Ms. Castille, what if I told you that death is only the beginning and not the final destination.” Lauryn's heart skipped a beat as the office noise around her suddenly seemed distant. "Okay." She instinctively glanced around the room. No one appeared to be watching her. "How exactly would you know, you’re still alive, do you have firsthand knowledge of this?" The old man answered calmly."Yes, because I’ve seen and experienced both the past and the future." Lauryn's jaw slowly dropped as a nervous laugh escaped her lips. "Wait... are you seriously telling me you're a time traveler?" Thomas ignored the question entirely. "Ms. Castille, everything will make sense once we've met and you've conducted the interview." 

She stared at the phone in disbelief as part of her wanted to hang up. Another part the journalist buried beneath years of disappointing assignments couldn't stop listening. "When should I expect you?" He asked. "Tomorrow afternoon." "Tomorrow?" "Yes." A smile crept across the old man's voice. "Fantastic." Lauryn grabbed a pen and opened her notebook. "Okay. Let's start with the basics. What are your details?" "I currently live in Denver." "Colorado?" "Yes, ma'am." Lauryn scribbled down the information. "I'll need to make travel arrangements and clear it with my producers first." "Of course." "I'll send you the details once everything has been confirmed and finalized." "I look forward to hearing from you, Ms. Castille." Before she could ask another question, the line went silent. Lauryn slowly lowered the phone and stared at the notes she'd written. “Thomas Feldman, Denver, Terminal cancer, Government secrets and Time travel.” For several moments she simply sat there, wondering whether she had just spoken to a brilliant source, a delusional old man, or someone capable of changing her life forever.

Following the fascinating and deeply unsettling phone call with Thomas Feldman, Lauryn found it nearly impossible to focus on anything else for the rest of the morning. The mysterious old man's words replayed endlessly in her mind like a song stuck on repeat. Why did he contact me specifically? The questions piled up faster than she could answer them. Every attempt to rationalize the conversation only led to more confusion. Her thoughts spiraled as she sat staring blankly at her notebook, completely oblivious to the discussion unfolding around her. "Ms. Castille." No response. "Ms. Castille." Still nothing. The weekly story meeting continued around the conference table as editors and reporters pitched ideas for upcoming projects. Roger leaned over and gently poked her shoulder. "L." Lauryn blinked. "Oh sorry. Umm..." She looked around and realized every pair of eyes in the room was staring at her. Her editor folded her arms. "It's your turn to share potential stories." "Oh, right." Lauryn quickly gathered her thoughts. "I may have a lead. It's very new, but it involves alleged government experiments involving artificial intelligence, human consciousness, and possibly classified research programs." Several people around the table exchanged amused looks. One documentarian laughed. "You're kidding, right?" Lauryn shook her head. "No. A gentleman contacted me this morning from Denver. He claims to have firsthand knowledge from his time working with the U.S. government. According to him, the projects involved experiments dealing with consciousness and even time travel." The room erupted into laughter. Roger buried his face in his hands. The editor, however, remained curious. "Time travel?" "That's what he claims." Another reporter chuckled. "Sounds like somebody forgot to take his medication." 

Lauryn leaned forward. "Maybe. But let's not forget that people once laughed at stories involving government mind control experiments too." The room quieted. "Project MK-Ultra sounded ridiculous until government records eventually confirmed that intelligence agencies had conducted experiments involving LSD, psychological manipulation, and unwitting test subjects. Sometimes the craziest stories turn out to have a kernel of truth." The editor slowly nodded. "You make a fair point." She glanced around the table. "Let's not dismiss the story until Lauryn has had an opportunity to investigate it properly." Lauryn smiled. "Thank you." "Keep us updated." "Yes, ma'am." A few minutes later, the meeting adjourned as employees gathered their notebooks and coffee cups before filing out of the conference room. Roger quickly caught up with Lauryn in the hallway. "So...” He grinned. "That guy you called back sounds promising." Lauryn laughed. "Honestly, Roger? I have absolutely no idea what to think." The two walked side by side toward their desks. "He could be completely insane." Roger nodded. "Or?" "Or he may have lived one hell of a life." Roger's curiosity intensified. "What exactly did he say?" Lauryn lowered her voice. "Don't laugh." "I'm already going to laugh." "Roger." "Fine. I won't laugh." She leaned closer. "He says he's a time traveler." Roger burst out laughing. "What?!" "Shhh!" Lauryn glanced around the office. "I'm serious." Roger struggled to contain himself. "A time traveler?" "That's what he claims. He says he worked on highly classified government projects involving consciousness research and other things he wouldn't discuss over the phone." Roger shook his head. "This just keeps getting better." Lauryn ignored the sarcasm. "He also told me he's terminally ill. Apparently, he doesn't have much time left." Roger's smile faded. "Oh." "Yeah." For a moment, both were silent. Lauryn continued. "Like I said, none of it makes much sense. But something about the conversation felt...different." "Different how?" She paused. "I don't know. My instincts are telling me I need to investigate this. Maybe it'll turn out to be nothing. Maybe it's another dead end." Roger nodded. "And if it is?" "Then it'll be another expensive failure added to our growing collection." Roger laughed. "But if he's telling the truth?" Lauryn stopped walking. A spark of excitement appeared in her eyes. "If he's telling the truth..." She let the thought linger. Roger finished it for her. "Then we uncover something mind blowing about our government's deepest secrets?" "Exactly." Roger smiled. "Okay. Now you've got my attention." "There's one problem." "What?" "He lives in Denver." Roger nearly stopped walking. "Say what?""Yep." She shrugged. "I'm about to ask the editor for permission to send us to Colorado." Roger whistled. "Good luck with that." Lauryn pointed at him. "Wish me luck." "Luck." His smirk suggested he wasn't optimistic. 

As she stepped back into the bustling office, excitement surged through her veins. For the first time in years, she felt that familiar rush every journalist lives for the intoxicating possibility that the next lead could become the story that changes everything. She strode past Roger's workstation without slowing down. "Start packing your shit and be ready by four in the morning." Roger looked up from his cellphone screen. "Why?" Lauryn smirked. "Because your broke ass is coming with me to Denver." Roger blinked. "Wait. Seriously?" "First flight out." His face lit up. "Wow. So we're actually going to Colorado?" "Duh." Roger watched her disappear across the office floor before pumping his fist into the air. "Let's go!" 

Later that evening, the hazy glow of sunset reflected off Manhattan's skyscrapers as Roger and Lauryn made their usual commute home. The city remained alive with motion, its endless streams of people flowing through stations, sidewalks, and subway tunnels like rivers of concrete and steel. The pair boarded the downtown A train, weaving through the crowd before finding standing room near one of the subway doors. Like most evenings, they rode together until reaching 96th Street, where Lauryn would transfer to the uptown 1 train. Despite the long hours and exhausting commute, the subway rides had become one of their favorite parts of the day. They often passed the tim watching commuters, creating ridiculous backstories for strangers sitting nearby. The exhausted businessman in the wrinkled suit? “Obviously a secret spy.” The elderly woman carrying three shopping bags? “Clearly an underground crime boss.” The college student asleep against the window? “Almost certainly a billionaire hiding from the public.” Their stories became increasingly absurd as the ride continued, often leaving both of them struggling to suppress laughter in crowded train cars. For a few moments each evening, the stress of deadlines, failed projects, and uncertain careers disappeared. "Aight, Rog," Lauryn said as the train slowed into the station. "Remember. Four o'clock." Roger groaned dramatically. "Four in the damn morning should be illegal." "You'll survive." "Barely." Lauryn laughed. "I'll see you tomorrow." "Bye, hun."

The next morning arrived far too quickly at 3:30 a.m., New York City looked like an entirely different world. The streets were quieter, the traffic lighter, and the city lights shimmered against the darkness like distant stars. Still half-awake and fueled almost entirely by caffeine, Roger and Lauryn met outside the airport terminal carrying backpacks, camera equipment, and enough coffee to sustain a small army. The excitement between them was undeniable. Whether Thomas Feldman was a brilliant source, a delusional old man, or something far stranger, neither of them knew. But within a few short hours they would be landing in Denver, Colorado, beginning a journey that neither journalist could have imagined would alter the course of their lives forever. As their plane climbed above the clouds and New York disappeared beneath them, both Roger and Lauryn found themselves wondering the same thing: Who exactly was Thomas Feldman?

A few hours later, the pair arrived at Denver International Airport. After collecting their luggage and camera equipment, they picked up their rental vehicle and loaded everything into the trunk. Roger entered the address into the GPS while Lauryn settled into the passenger seat. The navigation system chimed to life. "Proceed to the highlighted route." As they pulled away from the airport, the sprawling Colorado landscape unfolded before them. Snow capped mountains stood in the distance with brilliant blue sky while Denver's skyline rose above the horizon. 

Despite the beauty surrounding them, neither Lauryn nor Roger could stop thinking about the man they had traveled nearly two thousand miles to meet. Twenty-five minutes later, they turned into an aging apartment complex tucked away in a quiet Denver neighborhood. The two story walk-up had clearly seen better days. The beige paint was faded and peeling in several places, rust stained portions of the stair railings, and patches of cracked concrete lined the walkways. Years of deferred maintenance and neglect had left their mark on the property. Roger glanced down at the address written on his phone. "He lives in Unit 7A. First floor." The pair made their way through the complex, weaving past parked cars and overgrown shrubs until they finally located the apartment on the far side of the building. 

Lauryn adjusted her jacket and took a deep breath. "Ready or not." She knocked once. Nothing. After several seconds, she knocked again. Still nothing. Just as she raised her hand for a third attempt, a voice called out from inside. "I'm coming!" A moment later, the door swung open. Standing before them was a middle aged Hispanic woman with kind eyes and a warm smile. She wore navy blue medical scrubs and carried herself with the calm confidence of someone accustomed to caring for others. "Hi," she said. "You must be the reporter." Lauryn smiled politely. "Yes, that's me." "Please come in. My apologies Mr. Feldman will be out in just a moment." She stepped aside to let them enter. "Would either of you like some water? Coffee? Something to drink?" Both Lauryn and Roger nodded gratefully. "Water would be great. Thank you." The apartment was modest but comfortable. Family photographs lined the walls, and several bookshelves filled with old novels and history books occupied one corner of the living room. A faint scent of lemon cleaner and brewed tea lingered in the air. As the woman handed them bottles of water, Lauryn leaned closer and lowered her voice. "I hope you don't mind me asking, but is Mr. Feldman...you know..." The woman raised an eyebrow. "Mentally okay?" Lauryn nodded awkwardly. The nurse gave her a puzzled look. "Mr. Feldman is perfectly sane." 

Before Lauryn could respond, another voice emerged from the hallway. "Yes, Ms. Castille. I am of sound mind, body, and health." A brief pause followed. "Well...perhaps not the last one anymore." Lauryn turned and stood in the doorway was Thomas Feldman. The old man appeared to be somewhere in his late sixties or early seventies. He was remarkably tall, though his frame had become painfully thin after months of chemotherapy had stripped away much of his weight, leaving him gaunt and fragile looking. Deep lines marked his weathered face, and faint shadows rested beneath tired blue eyes yet despite his obvious illness, there was something striking about him. His posture remained upright; His gaze was sharp and his expression carried a quiet intelligence that immediately commanded attention. He extended a hand. "I'm Thomas Feldman. It's a pleasure to finally meet you, Ms. Castille." Lauryn quickly stood and shook it. His grip was surprisingly firm. "I'm sorry, Mr. Feldman. I didn't mean to offend you." Thomas chuckled softly. "It's quite alright, dear. I don't blame your skepticism. Most people would react exactly the same way." Lauryn nodded. "Fair enough." She motioned toward Roger. "This is my cameraman, Roger. He'll be handling the filming." Thomas turned and extended his hand. "Nice to meet you, Roger.” Roger shook it. "Likewise, sir." As Roger studied him more closely, he noticed the signs of exhaustion hidden behind Thomas's warm smile. The old man looked frail, but there was an undeniable spark of life still burning behind his eyes. "Please," Thomas said, gesturing toward the living room. "Let's sit."

Everyone settled into their seats. Lauryn opened her notebook while Roger began setting up his camera equipment. Once the camera was ready, Lauryn clicked her pen. "So, over the phone you mentioned wanting to share your experiences working with the United States government, specifically regarding projects involving time travel. Is that correct?" Thomas raised a finger. "One second." He glanced toward the kitchen. "Martha? Could you bring me a glass of water with lemon?" "Of course." "Thank you." He looked back toward Lauryn. "Sorry. I need my lemon water. It helps me feel somewhat reinvigorated these days." "That's perfectly alright." Thomas smiled. "And please, call me Thomas. Mr. Feldman was my father." He chuckled at his own joke. Lauryn laughed. "Of course. Thomas." The old man grinned. "Much better." Lauryn glanced down at her notes. "Okay then, Thomas. Why exactly have we come all this way?" For a moment, Thomas simply studied her. When he finally spoke, his voice was slow and deliberate, carrying the same slightly raspy tone she remembered from the phone call. "Before we begin, I wanted to tell you something." Lauryn waited as Thomas smiled. "I thoroughly enjoyed your documentary about technology and its impact on young people." Lauryn blinked in surprise. "Really?" "Absolutely. It was exceptionally well researched. More importantly, it asked difficult questions that most journalists are afraid to ask." He leaned back slightly. "Good documentaries don't tell people what to think. They challenge people to think for themselves." A genuine smile crossed Lauryn's face. "Thank you. We appreciate that." Thomas nodded. "You should." Lauryn exchanged a quick glance with Roger before returning her attention to the old man. "Is that how you found my contact information?" Thomas smiled knowingly."Oh, that's certainly part of it." His answer only deepened the mystery. That was the first time since arriving in Denver, Lauryn had the distinct feeling that Thomas Feldman knew far more about her than he was letting on.

Thomas nodded slowly. "Please forgive me, Ms. Castille. I don't wish to waste any more time than necessary. Unfortunately, I don't have much time left in this physical body of mine." His voice remained calm and matter-of-fact, as though he were discussing the weather rather than his impending death. Lauryn offered a sympathetic smile. "And it's Lauryn, sir. Ms. Castille is my mother." A warm grin spread across Thomas's weathered face. "My apologies, Lauryn." He settled deeper into his recliner, the afternoon sunlight spilling through the nearby window and illuminating the deep lines etched into his face. "Now then," Lauryn said, opening her notebook. "What would you like to discuss? We'll start with a few preliminary questions, and if there's a credible story here, we'll begin filming today, if that's alright with you." "The sooner, the better." Lauryn clicked her pen. "My first question is simple. Are you a time traveler? And if so, how can you prove that you are, in fact, a time traveler?" A faint smirk tugged at the corner of Thomas's mouth. Instead of answering, he folded his hands together. "I'd like to ask both of you a question first." Roger and Lauryn exchanged curious glances. Thomas continued. "Do either of you believe in human consciousness? Not simply the electrical activity of the brain, but consciousness as something independent of the physical body. Do you believe a human being is more than flesh, bone, and biology?" Roger shifted uncomfortably. "Honestly? I've never really thought about it." Thomas nodded thoughtfully before turning toward Lauryn. "And you?" Lauryn answered without hesitation. "Yes." Thomas raised an eyebrow. "Yes?" "I believe consciousness is real. I believe human beings are more than their physical bodies. And I believe it's possible that some part of us continues after death." A look of approval crossed Thomas's face. "Interesting." He leaned forward slightly. "What if I could prove it?" Lauryn's attention sharpened. "Prove what?" "That human consciousness is capable of transcending physical reality." Thomas's green eyes locked onto hers. "What if I could prove that consciousness can move beyond the body? That it can traverse dimensions, realities, and even time itself?" Roger let out a skeptical chuckle. "That's a pretty big claim." Thomas smiled. "No, Roger. It's a revolutionary claim." He tapped the armrest of his chair. "And more importantly, it's one supported by mathematics and physics." 

Lauryn leaned forward. "Okay. Let's say I'm listening. How exactly do you intend to prove something like that?" Thomas slowly shook his head. "That's the problem, Lauryn." "What?" "You're treating it as a theory." He pointed toward the floor. "It's not a theory. It's a measurable phenomenon." Roger raised an eyebrow as Thomas continued. "At the smallest quantum scales, reality behaves in ways most people find impossible to comprehend. Consciousness is not merely an emergent property of the brain. It is something far more profound." He paused for a moment, visibly gathering his strength. "Please understand, I don't have much time left in this realm." His voice softened. "As such, I'd like to provide evidence before I ask you to believe anything." He looked toward Martha. "Martha." The nurse stepped forward carrying several items she had retrieved from a nearby cabinet. She handed Lauryn a faded identification badge, several worn photographs, and a small stack of aged documents. Lauryn carefully examined the first item. The badge bore the insignia of Lawrence Livermore National Laboratory. The photograph attached to it showed a young man with dark hair
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