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“Time is. That is all you can say about it. It is finite, infinite, linear, and abstract. We have defined time to suit our needs and ideas therefore time is a planetary agreed upon construct by which we measure its passage and future.”

Scott Lemuel, Time Traveler

I swiveled in my chair “Hey Scott, what time is it?” The moment I said it I knew I shouldn’t have. He prised his long thin body from the computer chair at his console and walked slowly towards me, his forehead puckered in deepening thought. “When and where” he asked. I controlled the exasperation in my voice, “Here and now please”. I really wish Scott would let me wear a watch. “Do you want to know from when you asked or from the future construct of the time our question and answer period ends, and I check my watch?” I knew he was enjoying himself by the slight smirk on his face. “Roll up your sleeve, look at your watch and tell me what time it says, please.” I pleaded. I was having a hard time controlling my temper but to lose it would only bring about a greater discourse from Scott. 

He ponderously rolled back his sleeve, looked at his watch, mentally added about 7 seconds for his answer and thereby gave me the time when his answer had finished, “Precisely 1445:36” he answered with that smug look I knew far too well. I hated that look. 

“Scott, why do we have to go through this every time I ask you the time?”  He looked at me with mild surprise that I would even ask. “Precision, especially in time, is of paramount importance, the more closely you keep track of time the more you are able to accomplish within the time allowed.”

Scott won’t let me have a watch of my own as he claims it would upset the sensitive computational and geographical diodes of his machine, its B.S. and he knows I know it is B.S. it is just so he can play this game, I don’t mind but sometimes it gets a little old. (Side note: I used to have the greatest fossil watch; it was a sundial. I had a tiny watch on the band so I could tell people the time and make it look like I was using it. One guy asked how I used it at night. I told him I just used a flashlight. I thought it was hysterical. Sorry I digress)

In case you wanted to know I’m a computer repair technician and used to work for Best Buy. I also studied computer programming in the old languages COBOL, RPG, FORTRAN and ASSEMBLER. I was sent out on a repair job to this prefab building Scott put up in the middle of a field. After seeing that I knew about creating circuit boards and programming, he offered me a job helping him put together the machine he was working on. That was over two years ago, and we were now at the finishing stages of building what he calls his “Temporal Correlation Vector Transport Device.” Or T.C.V.T.D. for short. I have more than a hint as to what it is and what it would do but none on how it would work or what he intended to do with it. I pretend not to understand things sometimes just to please Scott, he used to be a teacher and loves explaining things. 

My task is the relatively unskilled portion of soldering board components and fitting pieces in place where he tells me, though there are times when I am able to perform more intricate tasks like make coffee or run out for sandwiches. Actually, there is more to it than that as I also program and encode the chips when he tells me what he needs. It feels good to use the knowledge I worked so hard to gain. 

As it stands now, the T.C.V.T.D. is a thick partial wall with a doorway, think 25ft wide by 4 feet thick and 9 feet high with the doorway about 5 feet wide in the center. The doorway has a back panel that becomes the portal once activated. It also stands in the middle and to the back of the lab. I think we should have placed it anywhere else as it’s a nuisance to get around it to get to the bathroom in a hurry.  

Once it is completed the walls will be covered in jet black panels and the only control feature will be a small 2-foot square touch screen. I am pretty sure we can have it buttoned up today, I hope so since we have been going nonstop since noon and it is now almost 2200. (Note: Scott and I are both prior military and we use military time. In case this confuses you, just remember that 0001 to 1200 is A.M. and 1201 to 0000 is P.M. got it? If you do, you caught on faster than I did. It took me months. Sorry, just thought you might want to know.) I am tired, hungry and need a beer.

Scott looked at me with his spaniel eyes in a face which reminded me a lot of Captain Picard. “Don, I would like you to stay on tonight and help me finish please.” Whenever he really wants me to stay late or do anything he thinks I might object to he gives me a look that reminded me a lot of my old dog Trots when he wanted a treat, I usually gave in. I enjoy working on this project and even though he was paying me a lot of money to assist I also just enjoy his company. Scott is usually serious about time and this project, but he can be a lot of laughs. He knows plenty of stories that would have you rolling on the floor. He was in the Air Force and has traveled around the globe with stories about everywhere he has been. I was in the Army myself and while we are working, we spend a lot of time arguing over the relative merits of each. 

I finished soldering the boards, then pieced them into the various ports. I watched him walk around the almost finished machine and make some more adjustments and inputs. I knew once he sealed it, it should only require the regular mapping updates and a simple system check. “Put the access panel in place and then seal it. After you're done, we’ll talk”. He closed his laptop with an air of finality. As I placed the panel in place and put the coverings over the rest of the machine, I was glad to hear him calling a Chinese place and ordering dinner. I was pleased the idea of food had finally crossed his mind. By the time dinner arrived I had finished placing the rest of the covers.

“Don, do you understand what we have built here?” His face was flushed with excitement to the top of his bald head, his hands trembled, and his eyes were bright. “Let me guess, a time machine!” I exclaimed with mock enthusiasm. His eyes lost their sparkle and his face went pale. “Did you extrapolate that from the components you have been installing?” His voice registered a surprise that was almost an insult. “With your obsession about time and the programs I have been writing and the tests we did, I kind of guessed what it was!” 

“Of course, that is what it is.” Frustration at my guessing welled from every pore of his body. I suddenly thought about the reality of what it was for a second and voiced my misgivings, “I suppose you realize that if this works, we have just created the end of civilization as we know it, don't you.”

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

​​​​​​A LOOK BACK

[image: image]


Time waits for nobody. 

​Dave Clark

Aaaand once more I knew I had opened the lecture door. He sat down across from me, placed his hands on his knees and looked deep into my eyes with an intensity I found unnerving. “I know I have discussed this with you in the past but, you never seem to grasp that if time travel is possible, it has already been accomplished whether now or in the future and that all that is past, present and future is as it should be whether someone has travel back, forward, or sideways, through time. The past, present and future all combine to create now, and nothing can change that now because all combined to create it.” 

I wondered aloud, “Shouldn’t there be multiple timelines if every action created causes something to be altered?”  “No!” He slapped his knee, “there is only one timeline equal to the sum of all its parts and interconnected seamlessly. No action we do now changes the future because the future is intertwined with the past and present.” 

He waited for another remark from me. I was hungry so kept my mouth shut and headed for the food. He followed me and continued his lecture. As I started unpacking the bags, he continued to slap his finger in his palm while he went on, “Time is continual and linear. It is interconnected and therefore both infinite and finite. This machine we have constructed correlates time periods to the microsecond using a merging of present time and an exact representation of any other time thereby creating a conduit through which a portal is created so that time and this time are bound as a single entity and can be traversed. Using this present fraction or section of time as a base point we correlate any other time period adjusting for location using longitude and latitude as well as adjusting for the rotation of the earth to give us a junction point.” 

My head began to swim as his voice dinned in my ears. “While you have been constructing the doorway, I have been regulating my clock and it is adjusted down to microseconds. Once calibrated and set, I can put in a latitude and longitude location, date and time to be placed against our present time using a variance allowance of .0047 seconds, this gives us our traverse junction.” As we ate, he continued.

​“Pick a date, time and place that is significant to you, be as detailed as possible.” He waited with his arms crossed his chest and an impatient look on his face. Patience has never been his strong suit. I thought of just giving him some random place and time, but the more I thought of it the more I thought if this is possible why not see something worthwhile.

“May 1, 1893, The World’s Fair in Chicago, Starting point the Museum of Science and Industry. Location 5700 South Lake Shore Drive, Chicago Illinois with a time of 0200.” This was the date and location for the start of the world’s fair in Chicago. I thought we might need to do this when the fewest people were there. I used maps of Chicago to get the latitude and longitude. I was even able to pinpoint an area secluded enough that arrival wouldn’t be noticed.

“May I enquire why this particular place and event is significant?” he asked as he turned back to enter in the information. I relaxed back in my chair as memories flooded my thoughts, “When I was a kid my grandparents talked about it a lot. It was where they had their first date. My grandpa saved for a year to take her there.” I smiled as I thought of the warm look that came into their eyes when they talked about it. “They used to talk about all the innovations that they looked forward to seeing in the future. Too bad a lot of them never materialized, but I just loved listening to their stories. I felt as if I was there myself sometimes.”

Scott half turned in his chair. “I never realized how strong your emotions could be. Your grandparents must have meant a great deal to you.” He entered the coordinates and information into the computer and then saved them onto a key, sort of a very thin thumb drive.  
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“A journey of a thousand miles begins with a single step.”

Lozai

It didn’t take long for him to transfer in the coordinates and time. Suddenly the machine started humming. I double checked the backup battery cells and they were holding at 70 percent depletion with the fill rate equalized at that point. Since the fill rate remained constant, I wasn’t worried about surges or power drains and gave him the ok. Scott looked at me sadly. “I am sorry Don but since this is our first test and we don’t know what is going to happen I feel only one of us should go and the other monitor.” I figured he would be the one going so I resigned myself to my fate and lay back in my chair to wait. He looked at me sharply, “Well, what are you waiting for, go through, spend about five minutes there and come back. Bring back something identifiable for corroboration.” 

He pressed a corner on the screen and the opening showed a night view of the back of what I hope and assume is the museum. I stuck my head through and looked side to side to make sure no one was around. I banged against the wall when Scott pushed me through with his boot. “Remember, be back here in five minutes exactly. I don’t want to have the portal open any longer than necessary.” 

I stood there rubbing my nose where it had hit the wall and glared at the fading portal. Don’t get me wrong, I really do like Scott but sometimes he does things I just don’t get. 

I looked around for something to take back. I found a flyer from a stack of them and rolled it up. I also found a package of Juicy Fruit gum and a box of Cracker Jacks in a trash receptacle. They both looked a lot different from the ones I see in the store, so I figured they’d do. 

I didn’t want to venture too far off as my clothes wouldn’t have matched this time period and I didn’t want to try and explain my appearance. I stood at the corner of the building in the shadows and took in as much as I could. Had I had time to think I would have grabbed my cell phone for a few pictures. 

I started making mental notes of what I saw from where I was. In front of me was a long pool with gondolas in it. A huge statue of who I assumed to be Columbia was lit up at one end. I saw a Ferris wheel also lit up to the side. I realized that electricity was still a relatively new invention in the U.S. In the far distance I could smell Lake Michigan and even thought I could hear the roar of the surf. It was a dazzling site and my mind suddenly grasped what had happened. I had gone from 2020 to 1893 in a blink of an eye. 

I did then what any rational, reasonable, and sane person would do at a time like this. I threw up. I was still leaning over a trash can heaving my guts out when the portal reopened. I grabbed the items I had collected and rushed through. At the last moment I turned for one last look back. I vowed to come back and visit here again. I might even see my grandparents there.

Scott gave me a look of revulsion as I handed him the flyer and other objects. “Really Don, five minutes in another age and you regurgitate.” “Yeah, anyways thanks for the boost though.” I countered as I wiped the remnants off my lips. He ignored me as he examined the flyer closely under the light. He checked the gum and Cracker Jacks, comparing them with pictures from the manufacturer’s history websites. 

I sat down and started shaking. I still felt sick to my stomach. Maybe these were the effects of time travel. Maybe they were just the effects of my emotions, although they could have been the effects of undercooked chicken from the Chinese place, who knew? I grabbed a stick of gum from the pack thinking it might settle my stomach. “I thought you got that from the trash!” Scott's face was one of revulsion when he saw me chewing on the gum. “Yeah, it’s also over a hundred years old too.” I continued chewing. 

“You know, I still think you’re running a big risk messing with time.” I mumbled. He slapped his forehead, “how many times do I have to tell you, there is no risk. No action that we do could affect anything because if we have affected anything it has already happened and therefore this now is because of it and we would have to have accomplished it for us to have reached this point in time.” I really hated it when he went on like this. “O.k. you say that this present is unaffected because anything we will do has already been done and so we are not altering the past but are a part of it, is that it?” He brightened up considerably. 

“My boy, I do believe you are finally grasping concepts of time travel.” He locked up the machine, closed all the covers and sealed the panel with a lock of his own creation. A thought suddenly struck me, “If everything is so set in time and space then why all the precautions?” He looked at me startled for a second and a smile crossed his lips. “You are correct; however, this is for my own security of mind. Come, it is time to go home for the night.” 

He didn’t have far to go since he lived in this building. I wouldn’t care for it myself, but he seemed to do alright. It was “off the grid” as they say. Electricity was provided from a sort of turbine fan up on the roof. Well, not really a fan but a bladed disk extending laterally from a central pole held in place between alternating magnets so the whole thing hovered, and the slightest breeze sent it spinning. The rest worked similar to a normal generator. I have to say it provided plenty of power to keep his lab going and power the time machine. Extra energy was held in Lithium plate batteries embedded in the walls. Any extra was sent back to the electric company and Scott was paid for it.

The power unit was one of the few items in the facility that I had designed and directed the construction on, a fact that pleased me immensely. I had designed it about 5 years ago but never had the money to build it a large version. Scott gained a lot more respect for me when I showed him my drawings as well as a small lantern I had made as a test. 

Water was provided by a hand pump and that was all he required. His living area was a 25 X 25-foot area with a camp cot, sink, mini fridge, and an electric range, one bookshelf and a tv tray. The rest of the facility was filled with shelves of parts and two desks, his and mine. His was kept clean and tidy and usually didn’t have much on it other than his computer, a clock of his own design I had never yet been able to read, a slide rule and a stack of papers. Mine was more of a workbench and had collections of boards, chips, solder and a programming module for direct imprint to the chips. I exited out the side door and sunk into the dirt that surrounds the facility. 

He had purchased a farm field five years ago and set up the prefab on the edge of it. It’s ok in good weather but snow and rain make it a pain to get to. It’s alright for him as he rarely leaves. I bring in most of his supplies. Before I became associated with him a kid from a neighboring farm would stop by occasionally and do his shopping for him. 

I live about three miles away in town above a small diner in a studio apartment.  The location is perfect since I am not much of a cook and keep body and soul together by eating in the diner most days. Otherwise I am left with TV dinners and frankly, I’d rather eat the TV than the dinner. (Note: O.k. I know it’s an old joke, but it really is how I feel about them.)

When I got home, I thanked my lucky stars It was Friday. The diner was still open. I stopped inside for some beer, chili, and a couple of hot dogs for dinner. The Chinese food hadn’t stuck with me very long and most of it was now in a garbage can in 1893 Chicago. Frank, the owner, and I gabbed for a bit while I waited on the food. I have known Frank and the rest of the staff for almost six years now, ever since he first opened this place and I have been a faithful customer ever since. When the food was bagged, I went up to my apartment two steps at a time.

I tried to watch some television but kept thinking about my “trip”. I would have loved to talk about it with someone but who would believe it. I checked out an encyclopedia on the World’s Fair and I thought about going back for another visit. This time I’d arrive without hitting a wall with my nose. 

The long hours in Scott’s laboratory tire me out even if I haven’t done anything strenuous but tonight, I had a hard time sleeping. I put my robe on and made my way to the cubby hole they called a kitchen and made a cup of instant coffee. I couldn’t help thinking about what we had created. Ok, what he had created and I assisted on. It still worried me despite Scott’s assurances that nothing we did could change anything. 

I grew up reading Asimov and Heinlein and watching the Twilight Zone so my knowledge of what could happen might have been a little skewed. How in the name of all that’s wonderful would we know? Can you tell if you have created an alternate universe or timeline or whatever? Would you know if one was created and you were a part of it, or would you retain knowledge of how things should have been? 

I was wearing myself out thinking about it. I caught a few hours’ sleep sitting in my chair and woke up around 1000. I figured I might as well get my day started. I wasn’t due to come in till noon and Scott was a stickler for punctuality. I took my time with a wash and brush up, then checked up on the latest news which was depressing. I grabbed an assortment of breakfast burritos from downstairs with a couple of coffees to go and headed out. 
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"All the world's a stage and all the men and women merely players. They have their exits and their entrances; and one man in his time plays many parts." As you like it Act 2, Scene 7 William Shakespeare 

When I got to the Lab, Scott was sitting in his captain's chair with his legs up on the desk. I guess he fell asleep there last night and hadn’t bothered to go to bed. I shook him awake, handed him some burritos, and reheated the coffee for him. “Morning Scott” Damn it, I knew better. “Good afternoon, Don” he ate in silence while I checked on battery levels and did maintenance checks on all the equipment. On the way back to my desk I noticed a rack with some costumes on it. Strange, I hadn’t thought of Scott as someone who would play act.

“Don, please bring over the first two units of clothing” I picked up two that I thought of as probably Elizabethan judging from the style, lace, and ruffs on them, plus I had seen something similar while watching Black Adder. Scott raised an eyebrow as he quizzed me. “Do you recognize the time period these garments represent?”

“I was just thinking of Elizabethan when you asked.” His eyebrow shot higher in surprise. “Well done! Yes, these are from the Elizabethan period and we are going to be wearing these garments today. We are to spend the day in the year of 1613 and are to see a play at the original Globe theater tonight.” 

I suddenly became extremely interested. Firstly, because he had said we, secondly, I was going to see a Shakespeare play as it was originally performed! I had been doing amateur theater since I was in grade school and loved performing Shakespeare. My first performance was Puck in a Midsummer’s Night’s Dream. 

“What play?” I asked, “though it doesn’t really matter as the play’s the thing.” (Note: Hamlet, Act 2, Scene 2 by William Shakespeare) I inquired joking; unfortunately, he didn’t catch the quote. Without turning around, he said. “Focus on location first please. Look up the coordinates for the first Globe Theater as that will be our disembarkation point. I will compute the times for us.” He went back to his computer and began making the calculations. 

I pulled out one of his antique maps comparing it with some current ones then worked out the location as close as I could. “Okay, I think I have it fine-tuned so latitude 51.508260 by longitude -0.097075, according to my reading these coordinates should place us to the rear of the building.” He entered the coordinates and selected a date and time. “I believe 29 June 1613 at around eight in the morning will suit our purposes.” A problem suddenly hit me, “Hey, wait a minute, how do we get back if we're both going?”

Of course he waited a minute before answering. He knows I really hate when he does that so of course he does it whenever he can. “Thank you for reminding me, I almost forgot. Place this on your upper arm next to your skin. Attach the wired patch to your shoulder.” He handed me an arm band. I worked it in place and noticed a few buttons on it but no markings at all. I attached it as he said. “How does it work?” I inquired. “It’s a biosensor and stand-alone GPS system that requires no satellites. It will be calibrated by the starting coordinates when we go through and will adjust using an internal compass and step rate. It is charged by your body heat and will act as a jump start to the portal here.”  

I went out to get some lunch since he had to go to a curio store to acquire a few more items he said we needed. When I returned Scott was already in one of the costumes and standing in front of a mirror preening himself. I let out a laugh but quickly squelched it when he turned around. He had even gotten himself a fake beard and mustache and had trimmed them well. He didn’t look half bad, but the wig was all wrong and I told him so. He reluctantly took it off and replaced it with a hat. “What else did you buy?” I asked excitedly. This was becoming fun! 

He raised two bags and tossed one to me. It was full of old coins and the dates were all pre-1613. He described them to me and called one type a groat which I had never heard of. It was worth 4 pennies, or pence. The largest coin was a gold crown worth five shillings or 60 pence. “How much does it cost to get in?” I wondered aloud. “Haven’t a clue old thing but we should have enough for whatever we end up doing.” He gathered up his bag of coins and tied it to his belt. 

“Everything is ready so we might as well go if you would kindly get appropriately dressed” I changed and put my purse on my belt as well. I was checking myself out in the mirror and comparing our outfits when I noticed something different in our costumes. “Scott, how come your codpiece is so much bigger than mine?” He blushed and removed some rags from his trousers. He pulled the load key from his computer and put it into the main unit, this time the lights dimmed slightly, the portal opened onto a scene of grass, a lathe wall with white paint and the day just dawning.

As we stepped through, there was a three second delay and the portal closed behind us. Only then did I realize we hadn’t tested the returns, but it was too late to think of that now. When we turned around, we found we were in a large field near a river. The morning was cool and on the air was the smell of grass, wood smoke, and cow shit. Someone had recently fertilized their field nearby and the smell was strong. We decided to walk into town and look around for a while.

I admit that most of my knowledge about where/when we are now really does come from Black Adder. I half expected filth everywhere, people taking a dump with their butts out the window, you know what I mean. Nothing could have been farther from the reality except the smell we noticed was not only from the farm field but also from the river Thames.

After we crossed London Bridge, we turned left onto Thames Street and followed the Thames River. There were a lot of shops down this street with apartments above. When I was younger, I visited a place called Lavenham in England that still looked just like this. Half slatted wood and plaster or paint or whatever the white was between the wood. As we passed by, people were outside already, some sweeping the sidewalk, some dumping their chamber pots into the river. It was far cleaner than I imagined. 

Some delivery carts were at the taverns along the street delivering casks. A butcher’s cart was in front of one of them and was cutting the meat from the back of his cart off a side of beef hanging within. A young boy in tunic and tights was walking down the street and extinguishing the lanterns hanging from the sides of the buildings. It was all so exhilarating that we both couldn’t stop grinning. 

We made our way to a tavern called the Mermaid Inn. The proprietor was straightening things up and wiping the tables when we arrived. He looked at us curiously when we asked for some breakfast. “Well sirs, we're not quite ready yet but if ye can be happy with a bit of bread and cheese and a beer we can oblige.” The proprietor offered. Scott was lost in the moment, so I thanked him. We sat down at a table that looked to be at least a hundred years old already. The smell of beer was strong but was better than the smell of the Thames nearby which was very bad. 

I was admiring a painting on the wall and turned to Scott with some comment regarding it when I saw a greenish tinge on his face. He excused himself and went outside and barfed into the Thames. “The smell is bad, but I guess they get used to it” I said when he came back in. “Thank you.” He said with a sheepish grin that told me it wasn’t just the smell but the excitement of the trip that got the better of him. 

The proprietor came back with a couple of tankards in one hand and a plate of bread, cheese, some tomatoes, and carrots in the other. Scott paid him a few shillings telling him to keep the change. The bread was warm and delicious, a sort of dark brown loaf. I don’t know what the cheese was, but it was very different from what I was used to with sort of a soft nutty flavor. I found out later it was Red Leicester. 

We had another beer and watched London come alive. Carts started becoming more numerous carrying cargo and passengers, people came out of their apartments and talked to each other, shopkeepers opened their doors and were waiting at the opening to welcome trade.

After we finished, we walked outside into the morning sun. “Welp, what do you think we should do now?” I asked, I was so excited I felt like I had just played hooky from school. 

I tried to remember the map I had seen, “I think if we keep going west, we should end up near Covent Garden. Maybe we can spend a while there.” I suggested, though I wasn’t sure if it was called Covent Garden yet or if it was even there yet, but I knew it had been around for a long time. Scott was amenable so we headed in that direction. 

As we walked, we quietly talked to each other. “Don, one of the first rules of time travel should be to speak as little as possible until you understand the manner of speech. Even though English is spoken here it is of a different vintage and the colloquialisms will also be different.” I agreed. No sense stirring up the locals through unguarded talk. 

It’s not a long walk to Covent Gardens from London Bridge but we took our time getting there, looking in at shop windows, guild halls, and workshops.  We stopped at a tailor to purchase new clothes. The ones we were wearing were not quite the right style. I stopped into a jeweler and bought an emerald ring for three shillings and three pence. Scott spent quite a while at the wig makers. He purchased a wig that came down to his shoulders and was very curly. It stayed in place with the help of soft wax. They also starched our beards. My hair is shoulder length, I was told that men wear their hair curled if natural, so I had my hair curled.  We walked back onto the street in our sartorial splendor. 

It didn’t take long for breakfast to get the better of me and I had to find a place to pee quickly. Luckily, I noticed an Elizabethan port-a-potty near the edge of the river. It was a small building with hay and grass in a box by the side. Not much of a seat and the toilet opened right over the river, quite the cold draft coming up too. When I came out Scott took my place but came running out. “I can’t do it in there! No toilet paper and a cold stone seat.” I shot back with, “How long do you think you can hold it.” He went back in and was gone for quite a while. He came out looking relieved. 

We passed another tavern and decided to stop for lunch. This time we had potage or stew, bread, and lots more of the excellent beer. The stew was mostly vegetables with a little bacon. 

Looking outside I was surprised at how much busier and noisier it had become. People were all out and running around. There was shouting, laughing and a lot of cursing going on. Some kids were pushing a hoop with a stick down the street while a very intoxicated man sat down outside our window and fell asleep. 

While we were sitting there a man and child came in. The boy couldn’t have been more than five or six and was small for his age. The man gave the boy a brush and rag and made him climb up into the chimney. Soon from inside the chimney, came the sound of brushing and coughing. The man stuck the child with pins to keep him up inside. I started to get up to go over and tell the man to get the kid out when Scott's hand pulled me back into my seat. 

“Don, we can’t interfere with the conditions that prevail here. I agree this is not wholesome for the lad, but this will continue until the invention of the chimney brush, though even then children will continue to be used for a while longer as they were considered cheaper. Depressing really isn’t it.” 

Horse carts were going up and down now and people were milling around, some shopping, some just wandering, others walking somewhere in a great hurry while others sauntered.  London had become a very interesting place. 

We still had a little over an hour before the show would start so we finished our walk to Covent Garden. Once there, we saw a large residence surrounded by an arched courtyard. I looked it up later and it would be some time before this residence would be converted into a convent. Sitting on a bench on one of the walls we rested a bit while admiring the flowers kept in pots all around. 

Two gentlemen strolled by. We listened to their conversation. “They fly the red flag at the globe,” said the taller of the two. “Aye, tis the history of Henry the eighth I believe, shall we go?” he asked his companion. “Aye tis a fine play I hear and doth fully warrant our attendance. But let us get hence lest the gallery be full and we must stand in the pit” replied his friend. 

When they had passed out of earshot I turned to Scott, “Shall we hence to the globe and partake of this most excellent amusement?” I bowed and waved a hand in the direction we had walked. “Oh, shut up. Let’s go.” He got up and we strode briskly back towards London Bridge. (Note: They flew different colored flags depending on what style of play was taking place in the theater. Sorry, I know these should be footnotes but I don’t know how to do them and even if I did you couldn’t read them as I have my socks on.)

We quick marched it back and made it to the Globe just as the crowds were starting to form at the entrance. It didn’t take long for the doors to open. We went in and dropped six pence each into a box and went up to the gallery. A penny would have placed us on the ground floor in front of the stage. We were in the gallery with the gentry and our improved wardrobe suited it well! 

I looked at Scott. His face was flushed, and he had tears in his eyes. My own stomach was churning up a storm. I tried to calm my feelings by counting the house as it filled up. It didn’t take long to become a whole lot fuller. I counted at least four hundred people. Even then it wasn’t crowded. The reason it wasn’t crowded was because everyone was standing, no seats were down there. The galleries filled up more slowly and by the time the house was full we had both calmed down. 

I was surprised to see that the only lighting was from the open roof. I guess that's why the play was done in the afternoon. The play started with a prologue and then the meat of the play began. 

We watched enthralled hanging on every word, though others were not so moved. The pit would talk amongst themselves or call out to the actors they liked and booed those they didn’t. Even some in the gallery did this too so I assume it was an approved thing to do. The actors stood close to the front of the stage and though there was a deal of noise we were able to catch every word. The first act ended after the Dance of Henry and Anne Bullen. (Note: Yes, I know her name is now spelt Boleyn but the spelling I used was from the program.)

During the intermission we had a couple of pork pies and some wine. The pork pies had pork jelly under the crust which took me by surprise, but it was still fairly good. 

About halfway through the second act I had to relieve my bladder again. (Note: Why do people say, “I have to take a piss,” where are you taking it?) so I whispered to Scott I would be right back. He came with me as the beer and wine had worked its magic on him as well. The Globe had no restrooms, so we had to duck around to the back of the theater to take care of things behind a bush. We weren’t alone in doing this as others were also relieving themselves in similar fashion. We kept a lookout for each other.

After we finished, we smoked as our nerves were still a bit on edge. “It is truly amazing,” Scott mused, “I look at the people around us and am staggered.” We walked a little forward, laid down on the dried grass and looked up at the sky. The smoke from our cigarettes floated up and drifted off. I think we were both overcome with the wonder of it all. Scott raised himself onto an elbow.  “Do you want to finish the play?” I gave it a moment’s thought. “We might as well, since we paid to get in.” I said as I stretched and straightened my back.

I tossed my cigarette and watched as it bounced off the theater and landed in the dry grass. Scott carefully ground his out and put the stub in his pocket. “What’s the idea of sticking that in your pocket?” I asked with some exasperation. “We can leave nothing behind; give me your stub too.” He held out his hand. “I tossed it over there” waiving my hand in the direction of the Globe. “So much for going back in, help me find it.” 

As we started looking, I noticed a faint red orange glow near one wall. We were approaching it when a slight gust of breeze caused the glow to became a flame. Grass and wood caught with frightening speed and the fire climbed the wall up to the thatch on the roof. From inside we heard the roar of cannon fire from the stage. A small cannon ball struck the roof and trailed off into the Thames in a fiery arc. Flaming grass fell into the building. From inside we heard people yelling and the sound of running feet. 

We ran to the entrance and tried to get back in but were blocked by the crowd streaming out. One of the last to get out was an older man whose pants were partially on fire. We tackled him and rolled him till his pants were out. Scott checked and saw that apart from his pants there wasn’t any damage to him. We asked if anyone was still in, but it seems everyone had gotten out alright. We watched, shame faced, as the globe became engulfed in flames. 

Several people grabbed wooden buckets and a line was formed as people attempted to put the building out. Scott and I joined in and tried to help but it was no use. The place was going up too fast. Since there was nothing more we could do, we found a safe location. Activating our bands, we returned to our own time. 

“Well, that’s just great our second time trip and you go and burn down the Globe Theater!!” He went to his computer and looked up the fire. It was blamed on the poor guy who shot the cannon. “You can’t really blame me, after all the Globe was going to burn down that night anyway, and it might have been burnt from the cannon anyways so who’s to say who caused what and when.” I looked at his hurt face. I apologized and sat down at my desk. “Don, let's call it a night. Return around 1400 tomorrow please.” He said this without turning around. I didn’t know if he was mad at me or what, so I said G’night and left it at that.

I was hoping for some chili from the diner to cheer me up, but they were shut for the night. I was reduced to a TV dinner and it wasn’t exactly something to induce joy. I put fish and chips in the microwave. It turned out exactly as bad as I figured it would. The fish were rock hard and the fries soggy.  

Sleep was impossible as the thought of the fire kept me awake, the stench of smoke was still in my nose. Was it a coincidence or was I really responsible for something that happened years ago before I was born? I took a couple of sleeping pills and got some shut eye. 

I woke up around 0800 still feeling a little bad about yesterday, plus I was more than a little confused. A quick shower and shave and I popped down to get some breakfast. 

Frank makes the best breakfast. A chili omelet with sour cream and chives, strong coffee, and sourdough toast, magnifique! I have that at least twice a week and could have it every day and not get tired of it. I brought one to Scott a long time ago and it didn’t set well with him, his farts went on for the rest of the day. It was hysterical at first, but we ended up lighting matches and opening all the doors and windows. I haven’t brought one out to him since then. 

Today I stopped at Tim Horton’s for some donuts, coffee, and a couple of breakfast sandwiches. I try and vary it up a lot, so I just stop at different places and get him something. 

He does have one breakfast he likes above all else though. Burger King Croisandwich with bacon and French toast sticks. He only wants it a few times a month so he doesn’t get tired of it. He puts it on the calendar when he is going to have it and lives in expectation of the day. As of today, he still has 17 days 18 hours and 36 minutes till he gets it. The day before he gets it, he’s unbearable. Seriously, he’s like a little child dreaming of his favorite food. I thought of getting him one to cheer him up but realized it would only make him feel worse. I got to his place at about ten in the morning. Way too early I knew but I couldn’t wait till later. 
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​​​​​SOJOURN THE SECOND
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“Creativity takes courage.”  

Henri Matisse

I knocked on the door before going in as I wasn’t sure how Scott was feeling. “Don, please come on in. No reason to knock. I am very glad your early today.” He was grinning from ear to ear. It worried me. I handed him his brunch and sat down at my desk and waited. “Don, you were worried about what happened yesterday and I myself was perturbed.” he said between bites. “As you said, it was not exactly your fault. We may have been partially responsible but the fact that it had happened proves that we both had gone back already and were simply fulfilling a pre completed destiny or at most added to it. In either case, if you will pardon the expression, no harm was done.” He looked a lot calmer today, so I kept my mouth shut and let him go on. 

“Today we embark on another great adventure.” He waved his hand with the cup in the air spilling some coffee on his sleeve. “Another chance at another place and time, one which if memory recalls correctly, will be of particular interest to you. Does the name Le Petomane mean anything to you?” I found his smile worrying me. “Not really.” I seemed to remember a Mel Brooks character named that from Blazing Saddles but that was all I could recall. “Excellent, then this will be quite the surprise for you.” His smile broadened into one that reminded me of the jokers. 

Scott has pulled a few practical jokes on me in the past when the humor was on him but that hadn’t happened in a while. What the hell was he getting me into now! I started to look up Le Petomane on his computer when Scott yanked the cord from the wall. “Now don’t go spoiling the surprise.” He admonished me as he handed out a suit of French clothes. These looked almost normal, outdated but just a dark suit. I put them on and grabbed a cape. I heard a long sigh from behind me. “Please, take the cape off, that’s from a different period.” he said with his head in his hand. I placed the cape on the hook and wandered around as he put the final calculations into the machine.

I decided to broach something that I had been thinking about since last night. “Scott, now that construction of this thing is finished shouldn’t I be going?” I asked the question that had to be asked but kind of hoped he had other things for us to work on. He turned around and looked at me with a solemn expression. “Don, I am hurt that you should ask. I assumed you not only enjoyed the work you were employed to do but were happy here.” “I am happy here and enjoy working with you, but I wasn’t sure if you needed me anymore.” If he didn’t need me anymore, I could just come by and hang out. In the years I had worked with him he had paid me enough I could rest comfortably for quite a while. He stood there with his chin resting on his chest looking down at his feet. When he looked up, I was shocked to see the sadness in his eyes! “Don, I have paid you well because you do what I need efficiently and quickly, you are intelligent and have made me change my ideas several times, not an easy feat. I rely on you and trust you. Never in all the time of our association have I doubted your honesty and integrity. I never thought of you as an employee but have considered you a friend. I had hoped you had come to think of me as one as well.” I felt my face burn red with embarrassment. I didn’t have to think before replying. “I guess I never really thought about it, but I have never thought of you as anything but a friend. Yeah, the pay is great, but I never considered that as a reason to stay. I enjoy being here and enjoy the differences between ourselves. We make a good team and if you hadn’t wanted me to work here, I still would have come around just to hang out with you for the fun of it.” A smile radiated on his face. “Thank you, that is the warmest thing I have ever had said to me.” 

With that he turned back and finished his coordinates for tonight’s excursion. “It occurred to me this morning that since we can set this to any time, we can arrive at the exact time we wish to instead of dallying in town waiting for the doors to open for the show. Which would you prefer?” He half looked over his shoulder as he asked. I gave it some consideration, “Welp, I haven’t been to France ever so I wouldn’t mind looking around and seeing some sights even if we are seeing it from the past. “Where are we starting from?” He pointed on a small laminated map in front of him, “The arc de triomphe” he spoke it with a French accent.  He can speak French so we should be able to find our way about. About the only French I know would get my face slapped. He had us both check each other’s portable units. “We will need to make some replacement units which we can carry with us in case of emergency.” He straightened my tie and patted my shoulder. “Let’s be off.” He entered the key into the control pad and once more we stepped through to an early morning arrival. 

The arch triumph sorry, Arc de Triomphe is right in the middle of the street or roundabout and from a newspaper I found on the ground it was the year 1893. “So where do we go from here?” I asked as I looked around. It was far more open than I expected. “We will be going to the Moulin Rouge, a little over 2 miles from here, 82 Boulevard de Clichy to be exact. We shall get to the Moulin Rouge in time for Pujol’s afternoon performance.” 

The weird smile came back on his face and once again I was a little nervous about what he had in store for us.” I thought you said we were going to see Le Petomane.” I said as we crossed the street. “Pujol is his name, Le Petomane is what he does. Just enjoy the stroll and don’t worry, you will see all in good time.” His body quivered with silent laughter. I gave up wondering and admired the sights. 

There were cars driving around which I hadn’t expected. I guess I assumed there would be nothing but horse drawn carriages.  The streets were tree lined and at this time in the morning very few people were out walking. We walked for about a mile. We passed a few homes but mostly open spaces and stopped at a restaurant across from an incredible park. From what I could see of it, it had wonderful tree lined paths, a pond, sculptures, even a miniature pyramid. I mulled over trying to talk Scott into spending a little while there. 

We sat at a center table looking over the park. When the waiter came by Scott ordered for both of us. I think a primary difficulty in being a time traveler is that you would have to learn quite a few languages as language changes over time.

From where I sat, I saw someone across the street bring out a large easel, canvas, and paints. I watched as he sketched the path and benches peremptory, I assumed, to painting them.  I pointed him out to Scott. He took out his glasses and assumed a judicial pose. “I believe that is Claude Monet. He painted the park for the first time in 1874 or thereabouts. I also believe this was one of his more regular haunts as it was for a number of artists.” 

I looked at Scott in surprise, “I didn’t know you knew so much about art Scott” I wasn’t really surprised as Scott seemed to have a smattering of knowledge on a wide range of subjects so why not on art as well. “In my youth we didn’t have much money, I spent a good deal of time visiting libraries, museums and galleries. All in all, I feel I have acquired a very good self-education.” I agreed with him. 

Our lunch arrived, a sumptuous affair of Onion soup, Ham and cheese sandwiches, A cheese and fruit platter and something chocolate at the end which I didn’t recognize, can’t pronounce, and absolutely loved. 

While we ate, he told me more about his time in the Air Force as a historian as well as teaching history when he got out. He also had a few items he had designed and patented that earned him enough that he could devote his time to his time machine. He often said that, “It is not the major events of history that fascinate me but the small pleasures and daily life of people that I find of interest. To spend the remainder of my days walking amongst them, eating the same meals as they did and seeing with my own eyes how they live, that is my future.” 

I must have looked wistful at the thought of traveling through time and just enjoying it because he focused on me and gave me one of his warmest smiles. “Any major or even minor undertaking is much more pleasurable with a companion and so long as I travel you may accompany me.” I tried to control my emotions but let out a fairly loud “Hooray” I am ashamed to say. “Calm yourself my boy, we don’t want to draw attention to ourselves more than necessary.”

Lunch over, Scott led us across to the Park. “I hope you don’t mind a small promenade through this delightful park. It will aid in digestion and provide a feast for the eyes.” We walked amongst the gathering crowd of people enjoying the warm day. The park did not seem to be laid out in any particular fashion and rather gave over to the wanderer mode of travel. Two roads allowed for traffic, but the cars were going slowly and did not disrupt the serenity. We sat for a while near a curve of the path, inhaling the scents of flowers and fountains and admiring the people.

I thought about my visits to the parks around the apartment where I live, loud music, people shouting into their phones, cars honking and speeding through. There was none of the peace that was here. I could have spent all day watching the stream of humanity walk by. “Time we were on our way Don” Scott rose, stretched, and gave his cane a tap. 

As we passed the artist Scott raised his cap and bowed. “Good day to you monsieur Monet.” “Bon-Soir Monsieur” replied Mr. Monet. We set off for the Moulin Rouge. “He looked a lot older than I would have expected.” I remarked. “I believe he will be alive quite a bit longer. I can’t remember when he died but I think it was sometime in the early 1900’s.” I looked it up later and Claude Monet died in 1926 in case you’re interested. 

We walked on in silence until we came to the Moulin Rouge. Scott pulled out a purse and handed out a Napoleon, a beautiful gold coin. They handed back his change and escorted us to a table. Did you know the Moulin Rouge was also a brothel at this time? Apparently, it was a place the rich would come and loosen their morals for a while. The dancers were also prostitutes. I guess you could say used the dancing as a sales gimmick, showing off their wares. 

We drank some wine and watched the show, and all the time Scott had the same smile that worried me. It was as if he knew something surprising and exciting was coming. 

A short man sat down at our table raised his hat and said “vouspermettez?” Scott extended his hand and said “S'ilvousplaît.” With a slight bow the gentleman sat down. From a sitting position you would never have guessed how short he was. It seems his legs were almost childlike, but his torso was normal. He sat there with a small sketchbook drawing the dancers. It was wonderful how quickly he could render a drawing. I noticed something familiar in the style as being the same as a poster outside the building. That’s when it hit me. This was Toulouse Lautrec! I elbowed Scott a bit harder than I intended and he spilt his drink down his chin. “Yes, I know who he is and there was no need to elbow me with such ferocity.” Toulouse Lautrec didn’t seem to like the sketch he was doing and ripped it out of his pad. Yes, I did take it and I now have an authentic sketch straight from the artist. It isn’t signed and I don’t think anyone would believe me if I told them how I got it. (Note: did you hear about the new French Star Trek movie, it’s about how they misplace the enterprise called “to lose la trek” sorry I couldn’t resist.)

An announcer came on stage and simply said “Monsieur Joseph Pujol!” The crowd went NUTS! An elegantly attired gentleman came on stage and began his act. Scott was trying awfully hard to maintain his composure, but he looked like he was ready to bust.  Suddenly the man on stage let loose a huge blast from his ass! “Le Fanfare”, he then proceeded to perform an entire farmyard using his anus to create the animal noises. Scott was in a delirium and I was laughing so hard I was in pain. Next, he inserted a tube in his backside and played music on an ocarina. Les Marseillais, I think. He did one set of a bride on her wedding night which was short and high pitched and the morning after which was a long loud bass. Scott and I both were in tears by now and started farting ourselves. Once we both let loose so long and loud that Mr. Pujol stopped his act pointed at us and said “Messieurs, je n'ai pas besoind'unetellecompétition,” which translates to “Out gentlemen, I need no such competition!” We got kicked out for out farting a professional farter!! 

Once out we both slid down the wall holding our sides and laughing hysterically. It took a long while to catch our breath and we sat there for about twenty minutes trying to get back our composure. “I remembered this morning the time you bought me some chili and the aftereffects. I thought this might amuse you as it had then.” He broke into a long laugh again. “That was the funniest damn act I have ever seen and heard.” I said, wiping off my tears. 

Eventually we settled down and found a secluded area, switched on the return and walked back into the lab. I made some coffee and we sat and chatted for a while. “Don, tomorrow I want to make a more unobtrusive return unit rather than one that could be seen so easily.” I agreed quickly, “Yeah, these could be pretty visible under the wrong circumstances and the exposed parts could easily be damaged.” He held out his hand as I peeled the return from my torso. He looked them over, “I can dismantle our two units and adjust for adding them to some sort of bracelet or something by tomorrow. Then we can plan our next trip. Try and think of somewhere and somewhen you would like to go and see.” 

I handed him my patch and went home. All the way home I was cracking up thinking about Pujol’s act. Hey, that’s entertainment! I didn’t sleep much that night. I got onto my laptop and looked up some items on Pujol, Monet, and Toulouse. I made plans to visit the museums on my next day off. In the meantime, I tried to think of something I wanted to see.
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​​​​​SOMETHING SPHINX
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“The symbology of the sphinx... is to remind mankind for eternity that he is nothing more than an animal with a brain.”

Milton William Cooper

By morning I was thinking back to the time I did a little traveling in the army. I was in Egypt for a bit, I went on a trip to Gaza to see the Pyramids and the Sphinx.  The area was crowded, filthy and smelly. The Sphinx was only mildly interesting as a lion’s body and a small head. It seemed ridiculous to be there looking at Pyramids and stuff with a pizza hut nearby. I wanted to see it in its glory days or at least when it was painted. I figured Scott would know when that would be so I just looked up the coordinates and would leave the rest to him.  

I bought a couple of western omelets from the diner with all the fixings and high tailed it to the Lab. Scott was just waking up and performing his ablutions in the sink when I walked in. I set things out while he finished, and we sat down together. “So, did you think of any place and time that would be of interest?” I told him what I had decided on and waited. He did some internal considerations, “unfortunately, I don’t speak Arabic or Greek. Do you?” I thought about that. “I learned a bit when I was there, enough to find the head and get some grub, I don’t think I could carry on a lengthy conversation. I’m not even sure if the Arabic I learned is the same as what they spoke back then.” I sat there while he did some research and finally turned back around. “I see no difficulty in doing what you ask. I also feel what you have learned could be of use to us. 

This will only be a short trip and we won’t be speaking to people much. As to the date let’s try around 250 CE. I recall it was excavated about then and still had much of its pigment; they were even trying to restore it. This way you will be able to see it with a minimum of people to encounter.” He entered the coordinates and set the arrival for just about sunrise. Fortunately, he had a couple of rolls of linen for coverings or whatever you call those things they wore, and we wrapped them around us. We had to find a book with pictures in it to show how to wrap them properly. We placed sandals on our feet and were ready to go. 

It never occurred to us just how different we would look when we arrived. I look nothing like an Egyptian in appearance and the hair on my back and front accentuated how different I was. Scott has the kind of face that could be any nationality. He also is tall and thin where I am shorter and bulkier. As he started to enter in all the coordinates, he seemed to remember something.

He brought out a couple of leather bracelets with minimal decoration. They were a bit thicker than normal and were about 2 inches wide. They had slight bumps that were the control panel with the markings etched into the leather. “Each time we visit a new time we will create the returns to match the environment and accessories of the period.” 

I was a little concerned if the returns would function if we kept changing them. He agreed and decided to check. I will project you five minutes into the future then you will return. He entered the information, pressed and I walked through. I walked into the lab from the side door and saw us looking back at me. I tapped my band underneath six times and was back at the lab. Four and a half minutes later I saw myself walk in, hit the return, and vanish. O.k. that was the strangest thing I think that will happen today. All of a sudden memory caught up and I now had the memories of being in both places at the same time. 

He reset the coordinates and we walked through. We appeared around a quarter of a mile off, far enough to be able to see the Sphinx and people around it but not close enough to be seen in the dusk ourselves. Another thing which hadn’t occurred to us is that being a desert
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