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The Premise
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The Time Travel Adventures Of The 1800 Club is a 21st Century haven for people seeking to escape New York City’s frantic pace. Dressed in clothes their ancestors might have worn during the 1800s, members enjoy foods of the period and read periodicals featuring news of a particular date in the 1800s. However, the 1800 Club also has an astounding secret . . . Time Travel! Members travel back in time, nudging famous persons and key events just enough to ensure history unfolds as it should. Guardians-of-the-past, living in the future, send robotic probes back through the ages, discovered that, at critical time-junctures, pivotal figures stray from vital tasks and actions. These History Watchers of the past can’t go back and fix the glitch in the timeline because the atmosphere they breathe has been cleaned up over the years and the air of the past is almost unbreathable for them. Then an 1800 Club member from 2018 is sent back to guarantee that events get back on track. The 1800 Club’s members aid Lincoln, Roosevelt, Bat Masterson, Mark Twain and many others. Without subtle interventions by these unknown agents, the famous might have been only footnotes, rather than giants of history.

Dear reader, I once read a time travel book where the main character went back over one hundred years in the past to retrieve an object from a house. He entered the house, picked up the object and brought it back to his time. To me it was upsetting that he took us back in time and never once said anything about the house! Never described anything! He might as well have just gone back to a park where things never change. That is why I try to bring the reader along with me as I travel through time. RPM

DATELINE: MAY 6, 1937 PLACE: NAVAL AIR STATION, LAKEHURST, NEW JERSEY

It was eight-thirty in the evening and rain threatened again. The crowd scanned the sky as a butterfly hovered over them, its dark wings blending into the rain clouds. The throng waited for a glimpse of the giant German airship, Hindenburg now more than two and one-half hours late.

A photographer walked out of the immense hangar that would protect the great airship from the weather and announced that his office in New York had informed him that the craft had not flown over their city at five-thirty as scheduled. One enterprising reporter started to interview people waiting for friends and family to arrive from Europe, while others in the crowd began to leave, but still ca barracks. Some may have had a premonition that the world had seen the last of the greatest, lighter-than-airship, Hindenburg.

DATE: JANUARY 2, 2069 TIME: 10:37 A.M. PLACE: HISTORY WATCHERS GROUP, NEW YORK CITY

––––––––
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Jerry Sullivan cleaned his already clean glasses vigorously as he looked away from the hologram that played in the center of the long, mahogany table. He leaned back to think a moment and his chair creaked as his portly body stressed it. He looked at the other History Watcher members who sat with him at the table. Everyone appeared shocked.

“The airship, Hindenburg was supposed to explode and burn at Lakehurst Naval Station on May 6, 1937,” said Alexis Shuntly removing her glasses to rub her eyes. She turned to John Hyder on her right, “My God, John! Do you know what this means?”

Hyder was shaking his head while nervously tugging on his longish blonde, gray sideburns. “Jerry,” he asked, “will you play it again?”

Sullivan activated the butterfly drone’s hologram only to show the same clip, an empty, wet airfield where the airship Hindenburg should have been—on fire. He looked around the table at the others. Besides John Hyder and Alexis Shuntly there was Joseph Sergi, Maryellen Muldey, and Ted Mehem, head of the Drone department. The History Tracking Group sat glumly.

Behind them, hanging on the wall was a picture of William Mudge, inventor of the Time Machine the group used to track these events. Jerry Sullivan or Sully, as he was called, cleaned a spot on the glass as he asked, “Wasn’t it a pilot from the 1800 Club who did the Wright brother’s mission?”

Maryellen Muldey took out a small notebook and thumbed through it. Before she could answer, Alexis Shuntly spoke, ”Yes. The person was John Brand. He did an outstanding job on the Wright brothers mission.”

“But,” said Sully as he stood up and began to pace, “that was in the 1903 time frame. Would he be able to drop into the late thirties and perform just as well?”

Shuntly nodded and said, “Absolutely! That was my case and I read his debrief. He was innovative and handled any twist that came his way. As stated he’s also a pilot. I think we should go with a person with a proven record. This is just too important to leave to chance.”

Sullivan began cleaning his glasses again and turned to Ted Mehem. “Fine. Ted, who oversees that time period?”

Ted checked his notebook and answered, “Edmund Scott from our time period is the contact person for The 1800 Club of that time period. It’s run by Bill Scott.”

Sullivan nodded his head, “Yes, I remember Bill Scott. Alexis brought him here for the Wright brother’s mission. Nice guy and a fast learner, too. Protocol says we contact him and suggest John Brand take this mission too.”

Ted opened the door and said as he left, “I’ll alert Edmund Scott.”

“Good,” answered Sully as he began to package the hologram. “I’ll have this ready for his trip back in ten minutes.”

DATELINE: DECEMBER 4, 1927 TIME: 12:16 AM  PLACE: NEW YORK CITY

Bill Scott, president of the 1800 Club, paid the cab driver then stepped out of the tall boxy yellow cab in front of 142nd Street and Lenox Avenue. He smiled as a light snow was being swept away from in front of his destination: The Cotton Club. New Yorkers walking by went from being hunched over against the cold wind to momentarily look up at the marquee telling them that tonight’s performance was Duke Ellington and his band. He purchased his ticket, entered and stood at the bar where a barman took his order. The house band played everything except the Ellington hits, saving them for the originator. At 12:55 AM the curtain parted and the club erupted in applause as The Duke stepped in front of his orchestra, bowed then led them in My Little Brown Book, It Don’t Mean A Thing, In A Mellow Tone and Mood Indigo. He played another ten lesser known hits as patrons danced the latest dance craze. He ended his show with his biggest hit, Take The A Train before the curtain closed on the group.

An elated Bill Scott stepped outside and was greeted by an inch thick snowfall. A row of taxi cabs were eagerly awaiting the club’s attendees and he hopped into the third one which dropped him off at the 1800 Club’s garden gate. He paid and tipped the cabby nicely as he thought, Wow this time travel gig is fantastic! I not only get to see some of the best bands ever but get driven there and back all under 40 bucks!  

The time traveler opened the garden gate, locked it behind him and walked briskly to the garden’s steel security door, which he opened and stepped inside. Stomping the snow off his shoes he entered his password, ‘President’ into his Time Frequency Modulator, entered the date and time he wished to go to, January 2, 2019, 10:30 AM then depressed the activate button before going up the stone steps.

DATELINE: JANUARY 2, 2019, 10:30 A.M. PLACE: THE 1800 CLUB, NEW YORK CITY

Bill sat in front of the roaring fireplace sipping hot chocolate and eating a black and white cookie with Matt Worthington, his right hand man (and the person that really keeps the club humming.) Bill was telling him of his night out at the Cotton Club when a knock on the large mahogany door at the rear of his den got their attention. Bill put his mug down and quickly opened the door to see his future grandson, Edmund Scott standing there with a bottle of wine wrapped in a red bow and a smile on his handsome face.

“Happy New Year grandpa and Matt.”

“Happy New Year to you handsome,” Bill said as he gave him a bear hug, “Come on in.” Bill escorted the younger man into the club as Edmund said with a smile. “And greetings from the History Watchers to you both.”

“Our best season wishes to the group from me and Matt. Now sit here by the fire.”

“Season’s greetings to you too, master Edmund,” said a smiling Matt who took the bottle of wine. He then looked at Bill, “Sir, I’ll be downstairs should you need me. Good day Master Edmund.” The future Scott smiled as he was led to an easy chair and sank down. “Whew, this air is tough on us clean-living guys. I don’t know how you do it.”

“Hearty lungs, Edmund, hearty lungs. But it’s good to know that the future people have cleaned up our polluted air . . . even if it means you can only make short visits. Guess you don’t want something to drink?”

Edmund shook his head. “Bill, we have a major problem and need your help.”

Bill sat down opposite him. “What have you got, Ed?”

Edmund caught his breath and in a low, slow voice began to explain.

“I’m sure you are familiar with the German Zeppelin, the Hindenburg?”

Bill nodded affirmatively. 

“Good.” Edmund continued. “Its last flight was from Germany to the U.S. in 1937. It was supposed to dock at  Lakehurst Naval Air Station in New Jersey on May 6, 1937.”

“Yes, but it was hit by lightening and exploded over the base.”

Edmund nodded and closed his eyes momentarily before continuing. “Yes. As you know the airship, which was filled with highly explosive hydrogen gas, exploded and burned as you said. It was written off as a lightening strike which ignited combustible gas leaking from one of her tanks.”

Bill nodded the sat foreword, “How come they didn’t use helium which is a non-explosive gas?”

“Because, Bill, our government passed the ‘Helium Act’ stating that it would not sell helium to any other governments. Of course, they passed it strictly to stop the Germans from buying it. The U.S. wanted to corner the lighter-than-air travel
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