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  Synopsis


  Time is for Dragonflies and Angels is an anthology of science fiction short stories and novellas with textured characters, absorbing plots and layered meanings.


  Recount Our Dreams tells the story of Jack Martin, a middle-aged widower reassessing his life without his spouse and his adult son. Alone for two years with his dog, Clover, he reluctantly agrees to help his friend in studying brainwaves at MITs Restricted Environmental Stimulation Therapy lab with some experimental equipment.


  Neurogenesis is a short story about change, compassion and adaptation. Robert Wright is an intellectually delayed, kind soul who finds enjoyment in sitting beside a quiet young woman on his way to work every day at Massachusetts Institute of Technology. All is well until he is witness to a human-made multidimensional experiment that exposes him to an alternative version of himself that will forever change him.


  First published in 2015, Rogue Event takes place in the year 2137 when Earth is united into one global organization with urban dwellers in great cities focused on business operations and powered by underground power plants. While collision with a passing rogue planet just outside of the Sol System is impossible, global disaster is probable. US Review of Books describes Rogue Event as …a dystopian concept that fits nicely alongside the stories of Huxley and Orwell, while Indie Book Reviewers characterizes it as Emotionally engaging and with lots of action, considering the shorter length.


  The Gray is a story of judgment  Amber the Elder must decide the fate of Terra Nova Seven, a planet engulfed in war. While she witnesses the planets hominid species atrocities, her students find the inhabitants differ only in physique and skin tone. Is there no common ground?


  To See Behind Walls is the story about Benjamin Wood. He is a suburban father of two, a loving husband and a dog owner in Middle America who has a lot of things to do around the house on a cold, winter Saturday morning. You may not know anyone like him but at the very least, he will be familiar to you. To See Behind Walls was described by Readers Favorites Review as …a metaphor of postmodern manhood and fatherhood. It speaks to the adventurous souls of men who are trapped inside very ordinary, boring lives.
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  Recount Our Dreams


  O God, I could be bounded in a nutshell and count myself a king of infinite space  were it not that I have bad dreams  Shakespeare, Hamlet


  Halloween Day: Point of Origin


  3:30 p.m., October 31


  Jack Martin stood quietly before the bay windows of his office library. His modest home looked out over the suburban signs of life of a vibrant upper-middle-class neighborhood. Two years ago, he and his wife would have been sipping coffee while their adult son would have been washing his car or mowing their lawn. He was good that way. Coffee was good any time of day.


  A billion years ago, he muttered.


  A crunch of teeth on bone stole his attention. His teeth hurt at just the sound of the powerful crunch. He turned and gazed behind him at his small beagle who was intent on cutting through the thick bone. Jack smiled and looked back out the window. The sound of bone gnawing was at odds with the picture-perfect scene of lawn mowing, children playing catch, and various neighbors talking to one another with and without their dogs. This could all be seen but not heard. The glazed windows were well insulated and did a good job reflecting the radiant sunlight and noise back out. This way he could look out the window unobserved, which he did often ever since the accident, without drawing attention. He pushed the thought of his deceased wife and adult son out of his mind and tried to focus on the one activity he promised his friend he would do. He already regretted that he would have to leave his home and head into the city. He hated leaving the house. He hated driving. Jack inspected his attire and saw his dark shoes, matching slacks, and black sweater. He had worn black for the expected year of mourning but then carried it into the second year, with little chance of changing.


  He heard another violent crack of teeth on bone and the rattling of his dogs collar. The worn, bright red color was a dead giveaway of its wear and tear over time. The nameplate inscribed with his dogs name, Clover, was an odd triangle rather than the usual circle or bone shape. He would have gone with a bone-shaped tag, but then it was his sons dog. Still, he admired Clovers determination. The ferocity of her intent was that of a starving hyena making a meal of a carcass.


  Charm, Lucky, Dublin…you had so many possible names. I think Penny would have been a great name.


  More time passed, and he had forgotten how long he had been staring, watching the outside. Jack felt little emotion from the suburban scene and far less enthusiasm about venturing out to his car. He looked away and went back to sit down at his neat, clutter-free desk, where a bank of computer screens sat. Three monitors displayed the various pages he had been looking at earlier. One article flashed the heading Near MissDoomsday Averted! about a twelve-mile-wide asteroid that was scheduled to pass Earth harmlessly, well outside the lunar orbit, by early tomorrow morning. The text on another monitor recounted the containment of an unknown breakout at two medical research facilities months ago that the Centers for Disease Control was now reporting. Another open window reviewed detente with Russia after two years of hostility over seized land, and a smaller window displayed an extensive document containing research on recently found evidence of actual dragons. Jack did a double take and squinted to make sure he was not going blind, mad, or both.


  Dragonsno way! God…Why do I look at this stuff? And who the hell thinks there are real dragons?


  After looking at more pages of near disasters, just-missed doom and gloom, and alleged evidence that mythical fire-breathing beasts were real, he rechecked the directions to the Massachusetts Institute of Technology REST Project managed by his old childhood friend Barry Parker. He thought the double meaning of REST, which in this case stood for restricted environmental stimulation therapy and involved a floating sensory deprivation tank, was very clever. He took a look at the computers clock and then glanced at his old-style analog wristwatch, which he still used instead of his smartphone. He loved his gold watch with its waterproof crystal and band. He had decided to go with the watch with a white face and Roman numerals rather than the one with a black face and Arabic numerals. At the time, it was a hard choice, but he was glad he did it. Although big, it was proportionate to his large hands.


  Funny how things change, priorities.


  Lots of time to spare, too, he said aloud to himself.


  He scrolled through other pages and found the overview of his homes utilities usage. Electricity and heating were low, as were water, fuel, and food usage. It had been that way for two years.


  Ever since theyve been gone. Why bother.


  He looked back at the project he was involved in and reread the material, which was essentially an analysis of the brain activity of subjects placed in a sensory deprivation tank. Jack was one of many volunteer subjects Barry had found who could stand being in a dark, noiseless tank, nearly naked and warm while floating in water. The naked part had recently been changed to wearing a one-piece red suit, similar to a bodysurfing suit, with matching feet pads and cap. It took a while to find a stretchable size for his head and feet. It was quite the story around the lab. The material was neoprene, which was far from flattering but better than being naked. Having worn it only twice before, he was impressed with how comfortable it was, even with all the embedded sensors that removed the need for wires and electrodes, and how it was able to wick water away from the body after only a few minutes out of the tank.


  I wonder when the suit is going to hit the market. Talk about wearable technology.


  Although many subjects could stand being in the tank for thirty to sixty minutes, he was able to do it for hours. Initially he had thought he would hate it, but after losing his family, he found the tank to be a respite from the real world and a rare time when he could be in a twilight state.


  Nothing but time now, he said.


  Jack swiveled to his right and gazed out the window. He smiled at the thought of an old quote he had heard his wife say often. She was always running late, whereas he was always on time or early. Although literature was never her thing, he was impressed with her choice at times when the circumstance and quote presented itself.


  Time is for dragonflies and angels. The former live too little, and the latter live too long.


  He always wondered how she remembered such an obscure passage from James Thurber.


  Its easy when you feel it. Live it, he always said. He felt his face sag and his jaw line tighten; his eyes felt moist and he needed to clear his throat. Still, he could hear her say the words, and that alone tugged his jaw to soften to a faint image of a smile. He had experienced warmer memories than just total darkness of late.


  Too true then as it is now.


  Jack felt his dog by his shin. He turned to see his brown-eyed friend holding onto her large bone in the hopes that he would take it and throw it.


  You saved me again, dog.


  And if I died, who would take of you? he said as he pulled the bone from Clovers mouth. He pretended to throw the bone in one direction but then tossed it to the middle of the home office floor. He watched with amusement as his dog rapidly changed course to the right direction, picked it up, and pranced around the furnished room before settling back down to resume her chewing.


  He was grateful for the dog. She gave him more times to feel positive, and thats when the darkness would recede. Clover was the source of most of his peace when he was at home. Work, what little he did, was another. Jack looked around the room, which was filled with antiques, knickknacks, and furniture that he had not touched in years. Two months ago he was close to clearing out nearly every room of the two-thousand-square-foot house but chose to teach a history class instead. It was the first time he had worked in two years. The insurance money was plenty, but the cost was too high. Anything to get them back, he often thought. As he took in the dusty hardwood floors and well-worn area rugs that matched much of the furnishings, he regretted not clearing out everything and putting the house up for sale like he had planned.


  Jack forced himself to shift his focus back to the computer screen to check when he had to be at the lab.


  From nine p.m. to twelve a.m. That gives me more than enough time to feed you and make sure you go out and dont leave little surprise poops, he said. He didnt expect his dog to respond, but the gnawing and crunching confirmed she was still in the room. Although the timeframe of the experiment was unusual, it was perfect for missing all traffic in and out of Cambridge. He also realized that he would miss most of the Halloween festivities and parties. Still, it did his friend a massive favor in getting all his brain-wave readings completed so theyd be available for his big November 1 meeting.


  I guess I am the nice one.


  The timing also helped him to avoid keeping his house from being egged. He would be able to give out candy, and then hed be done with the practice and go back to trying to live a normal life again. Jack felt a wave of sadness come over him.


  It will never be normal without them. Tomorrow, and tomorrow, and tomorrow signifying nothing.


  He shook his head as if that might help push the painful thought out. He then reread more information on what his friend was hoping to accomplish with his deprivation tank and brain readings.


  Its all about theta brain waves, Clover, he said to the dog.


  A short moment passed before Jack answered his dogs unasked question.


  Excellent question…Theta brain waves are usually experienced in meditative states, the bridge between awake and asleep. They come before delta waves of sleep and after the alert phase of being aware and awake. Pretty cool. I think I fall asleep right away, though, and dont remember a damn thing. I guess thats why I can stay in the tank for hours at a time. Its a gift.


  Jack noticed that the room was quiet and turned to see his dog staring at him thoughtfully.


  It was a look Clover had given him before. Jack looked at his watch and saw that it was still hours before his dogs scheduled meal but well past his snack time.


  All right, he said. Ill get you something.


  Jack was only fifty years old, but getting up out of the chair took some effortless effort than two years ago when he was fifty pounds heavier, but still some effort.


  The weights and squats are helping for sure. Just not stopping age.


  More thoughts of his past family crept in again. He immediately picked up his tablet to continue his reading and looked for other distractions as he marched to the kitchen, with Clover hot on his trail.


  Keep reading, Jack told himself.


  Halloween Night: Point of Origin


  11:45 p.m., October 31


  Subject J. C. Martin is a fifty-year-old healthy biracial male of African American and Irish descent. His present weight is one hundred and eighty-five pounds, and he stands at five feet eleven inches, with an endomorphic, athletic build surprising for a man of his advanced age, Dr. Barry Parker said.


  Endomorphic?


  Youre wider at the joints, have a blocky build, and are thicker all around, his friend replied.


  Trying to keep a straight face while dressed as Batman, Parker stopped the recording and allowed himself to be addressed. Looking up from the tank at his friend standing above him in a too-tight crime fighter costume, Martin found the situation surreal as he floated in a solid coffin filled with water in the name of science.


  You really want to go with advanced age too, Batman? Youre three months older than me, Jack said. Fully encased in his red neoprene wetsuit, Jack knew that the high-tech clothing was not only advanced, but it did a nice job of slimming him down. It was newer than the one he had worn twice before. With no need to be hooked up to messy electrodes thanks to all the microscopic suit sensors, he found that he could really enjoy the warm, iridescent blue water. Already nearly immersed, he found the suit comfortable and warm.


  Wait a minutewhy can I see the water, and why is it blue? Low lights in this thing now? Kind of defeats the purpose of a sensory deprivation tank.


  Whereas many would find the concept of being deprived of all of their senses while floating weightlessly disconcerting, Jack found it completely relaxing. He settled back and looked at the water but felt the need to finish the conversation first before he missed the opportunity for a jab.


  And youre a bit heavy for a crime fighter. I would have expected chiseled features and strong hands, he added.


  Ever since Jennifer and I have been dating, the love bug has made me fat and happy.


  Jack saw Parker look closely at his tablet and nod at something that must have been important to him. His friend, dressed as a large black bat with mask and cape, looked back to talk to his girlfriend and collaborator, Dr. Jennifer Greene, and Marco Sykes, the laboratorys technician.


  Subjects King and Mason look like theyre finally settled in. Check their theta waves in ten minutes. And, Sykes, Im getting some unexpected spikes in the water again. Are you sure the reactors cooling water is below radiation level? Theyre not lab rats.


  Is it as bad as it was last time? Jennifer said.


  Not like the one three hours ago but just like the last one ten minutes ago, when we were getting Jacks tank powered up and filled, Barry explained.


  I got the spike too. Im on it, a disembodied male voice said.


  Jack replayed the quick interchange and settled on one word that led to a thought.


  Radiation? Is that why the waters blue?


  Radiation? Have you done this before? Jack asked. He looked at the water he was bathing in. Even in the low lighting of the four-by-six-foot lab tank, the water still had a slight blue glow.


  Parker turned back to his table and spoke as he punched keys on his devices.


  Weve used the water from Dr. Alekeyevich and Dr. Pavels electron accelerator test reactor experiments on the east campus. Its their debut trial, and theyre planning a long night, so they must be using more water to cool the reactors. We need a little so that your suits sensors are activated.


  And thats why this outfit turns red? He noticed that the water made the material turn red when wet and when it dried quickly, it returned to black.


  You got it, Parker said.


  Jack felt his brow knit. He cleared his throat and shifted in the warm water.


  Okay…that makes a whole lot of sense, he said sarcastically.


  Yeah…It was the surge in electrical output three hours ago that got us a bit worried, but our two test subjects vitals were totally unchanged, Barry added. He was engrossed in his readings and was obviously distracted. It was an odd sight to see his friend looking so serious while dressed as a masked, caped crime fighter.


  Yes. Electricity wouldnt harm anyone in a tub of radioactive water, Jack said dryly.


  Parker nodded at first, but then he realized that Jacks tone was sarcastic.


  Im sorry, Jack. Weve got a bunch of physicists and mathematicians across campus trying to create some kind of miniature black hole or wormhole or something like that. I dont get the science, but it has something to do with multivariate or parallel worlds or something. By now, Parker was looking directly at Jack and gave a comforting smile. It was a little difficult to take his friend seriously because his costume negated all seriousness. Jack suppressed his smile and focused on his next words carefully. He felt the need to move away from mad science and science fiction.


  Dont worry about it, Barry. Its all mad science to me anyway. The other subjectsdo I know them?


  No. Theyve been here at different days and times for the last year. Owen Mason is a computer specialist right here on campus. Hes just a kid. Rory King is a therapist, Parker explained.


  Are they special like me? Surprisingly fit for an ancient man of fifty?


  Parker chuckled at the joke before he elaborated.


  Owen places pretty high on the autism scale. Great with computers and electronics but needs a lot of work with his people skills. Hes twenty-one, and Rory is thirty-five.


  So hes not so good with social skills, theory of mind, and sensory integration? Jack asked. His thoughts trailed off to his deceased son. His expression must have caught his friends attention. Parkers voice was lower and comforting.


  Well, Jack, hes a little less gifted in social skills than your boy.


  An uneasy silence fell around the open tank and small dark lab. Although it was state of the art, it had a constant smell of mildew, salt, and chlorine. Parkers voice rose just a bit, as if he too was trying to put a bad memory aside.


  Well, as it turns out, I thought of your son and wondered what a mind like his would have created in one of these things, Parker said with a light tap on the heavy lid.


  Yes, was all Jack said. Even though he had been to the lab a couple of times, he would always smell those odors after he left. Tonight there was a distinct smell of burnt wires and water on metal. In addition, the water still gave off a faint blue color, a dim iridescent glow.


  And Rory is also blind. She has given us fascinating brain waves, Parker added. He was back to looking intently at his tablet.


  Really? Jack asked, his attention having fully returned to the present.


  Yup. She lost her sight ten years ago after a car crash. A bright flash nuked her occipital lobe receptors. Pretty sad. Her brain waves indicated posttrauma more than anything else back about a year ago. Now most of her brain waves are calm, except once in a while the spikes are crazy big. Youre all pretty special.


  Jack was about to ask another question about the male subject, but he heard Jennifers melodious voice from the laboratory control booth.


  Hey, guys, were ready to get some work done. The other two are already deep in their meditation. Theyll probably be done in about thirty minutes.


  Jack gave Parker a questioning look.


  They got a head start of three plus hours on you, Parker clarified. He then turned back to gives the thumbs-up to the other team members and returned his gaze to Jack to give his last instruction.


  Okay, Jack. You know the drill. Well be adding more salt to the water, and your buoyancy will increase. Theres buttons on both sides right by your hands for an emergency release to pop the lid up. Well be getting you up and out in about three hours. No problem if you fall asleep.


  Youre damn right Im going to sleep. This is the best sleep I get now, Jack said.


  Well, yes. Anyway, Jack, see you in a couple of hours. Marco will be getting you out.


  Sounds good to me, Jack said. Enjoy the party. I hope you and Jennifer have a lot of fun.


  His caped-crusader friends face shifted from seriousness to joy. It was almost as if he had forgotten that he was dressed and was supposed to leave for a party.


  I hope so. It was kind of a last-minute thing, but Jennifer really wanted to surprise her friend.


  A brief flash of past parties with his son and wife came and went.


  Sounds like it will be fun. Talk to you tomorrow about my brain, Jack said. He shifted his focus to the task at hand and took a reposed position. He was fully prepared for more warm water and salt to fill up the tank just enough so that he could float.


  Jack watched Parker slowly shut the heavy, coffin-like door on his chamber. It closed with a resounding thud but was devoid of an echo. His wetsuit merged with his skin as the warm water began to rise even more.


  As far as deprivation tanks go, this one was a little larger than he was used to. Keeping his eyes open, the darkness and lack of sound was startling. It always was, even though he was a pro at it. For the briefest moment, he panicked, but then the warm water embraced him fully, and he floated weightlessly, as if gravity were turned off. He focused on his breathing and immediately saw his dog and her sad eyes. Fearing that he might recall other sad memories, he shifted his thinking to his upcoming class, which focused on a comparative analysis of the influence of the United States and Russia on Chinas economy and how some of the factors present in 1938 had reemerged in the last few years in geopolitics and the world economy. The deeper he thought about the similarities and differences, the more fatigued he became. After several mental passes, hypotheses, and speculations, Jack focused on his breathing, which only added to his sleepiness. Unaware of any points of reference or stimuli to indicate the passing of time, Jack felt as if he might be falling asleep in the still, warm water, and he felt peaceful. All was dark and calm, like so many times before. Often there would be bright colors, and then images would materialize, forming some kind of dream that he experienced only in the tank. In many ways, it was the vividness and beauty that kept him coming back.


  Jack was not sure if he was falling asleep but he felt his eyes close. He looked to his sides and swore he saw the water turn a deeper, luminous blue. He was making out the outline of his body when he felt a shock jolt him.


  What the hell, he said.


  It was not a long shock nor was it a deep one, but still he felt disoriented and suddenly exhausted, as if he had run miles. Drained, tired, and feeling a bit nauseous, Jack immediately found one of the emergency release buttons and pushed. A sudden rush of cold air, noise, and bright, blinding lights flooded his chamber.


  What the hell is this? My God!


  Unable to sit up as quickly as he normally could from being prone for a while, he tried to give his eyes time to adjust and to see if his hearing would clear. There were lots of noises. Some sounded like shouting, whereas others sounded strangely mechanical. What came next he found very confusing.


  All Saints Day: Second Life


  1:15 a.m., November 1


  As the saltwater continued to drip out of his ears, Jack heard people talking as if they were on an intercom. The intercom voices were just some of many other human voices in the background. There was a great deal of additional noise, and it was taking time for Jack to make out the actual words that people were saying. Although he could see the outline of his tanks opening, he was having trouble making his muscles move.


  What…what is going on? What happened?


  The fatigue was overwhelming, so Jack took more time to regroup and make sure he caught his breath. The sudden opening of his tank, the rushing cold air, the noise and bright lights had all caused him to hold his breath and become disoriented. It took just a minute longer to stabilize his breathing. He was glad he was sitting down. He was positive he would have fallen over even if he were standing.


  Why…am I…so tired? he said to himself.


  He focused on blinking his eyes and did his best to listen. The noise began to become clear as his ear canals were drained of the water. He slowly moved to a sitting position and did his best to make out the movements around him. Immediately he could tell everything was different. He could tell that somehow the lab was far bigger and filled with lots of people. Jack made sure to hold onto the sides of his tank. It was keeping him grounded. He gripped the sides and then moved his hands over his face and arms to make sure he was not hallucinating or dreaming.


  Im awake but…How is this possible?


  Above all the sounds of people running and shouting orders, he clearly heard the public announcement reverberate through what looked like a massive cavern.


  Sensors five and six have gone dark. All essential personnel and subjects have cleared the immediate blast radius. Defense teams Beta and Delta are cleared as soon as Captain Parker has relieved you. See you all on the other side. Green out.


  What…the…hell…?


  Jacks attention shifted to the shadows near his now-open chamber hatch. He opened and closed his eyes repeatedly and felt the side of his chamber yet again just to reassure himself that he wasnt dreaming. Hed had vivid dreams before, but they were never like this.


  So real…How?


  The movement in his immediate area came to a sudden stop. The clothes and demeanor of the people close by suggested military or something similar. The surprise of the soldiers staring at him was obvious.


  Holy shit! This ones different! he heard a man say.


  The people exchanged looks, clearly confused.


  This tank was empty, right? another said.


  Empty from the start. The other two were transferred over, and we got the other two three days ago. This is not supposed to happen, a female soldier said.


  I thought you had to have someone inside to transfer over. How the hell is this possible? a deeper voice said.


  My God! a female voice said. Her tone and surprise were jarring.


  My God! I cant be asleep!


  While Jack focused on listening, his eyes were finally beginning to fully adjust to the light. Beyond the people, he could see that the chasm was filled with other machinery, computer consoles, and a lot of mechanized armored vehicles that stood quietly but were nonetheless menacing.


  Corporallast message out to Dr. Alekeyevich and Dr. Pavel for command. Captain Martin, John C., has emerged from the empty tank. RepeatCaptain Martin, John C., has emerged from the empty tank alive and well! After ending the transmission, the same voice added, Holy crapwait until Captain Parker sees this!


  Who the hell is…Captain? Captain John Martin? Me? Jack whispered.


  Head clearing but still confused and dazed, Jack did not struggle at all when several sets of firm grips assisted him out of the tank. They left him in his neoprene suit, which dripped salty puddles underneath him. As expected, it started to change to black as it dried. He removed his cap and took the offered towel to dry himself off. Under other circumstances he would have been amazed at how his wetsuit had wicked all the water and moisture from his skin, leaving him feeling nearly completely dry. Still holding the dry towel, he decided to keep the wetsuit on, but he did take a long military jacket, which he put on over the suit. He still felt weak, but he could feel his strength returning. The energy in the room and the growing commotion around him were electrifying. A young woman wearing a white lab coat offered him a chair. He took it. He was in the process of thanking her when it became clear she was conducting a quick evaluation. Jack wasnt upset with the unwanted procedure. It gave him more time to think and look around.


  How is all this possible? If it wasnt for the clear fact that it was all real, he would have thought he was in shock.


  It also became evident that the reason it took time for his eyes to adjust was because the dimmed lights of the small lab he remembered when he entered the tank were replaced with this massive area, fully lit up and as big as a football stadium. He saw consoles filled with multiple monitors, electronics with blinking lights, and a whole lot of empty chairs. Instead of the three friends who were there when he entered his chamber, there were now armored vehicles and armed soldiers around him, smoking and looking at him.


  Jack looked back over his shoulder and saw his own opened tank and two more just beyond his. The other two looked dry and were set on wheels, as if they were going to be transported. His tanks hatch was open, and blue water leaked out onto the concrete floor. Over to his far left was a large area of enormous cylinders, bigger than freight-train cars, all neatly linked together. It seemed that the heat and humming coming from those containers were getting stronger. Jack looked back to see two people attaching wires to a set of containers, together about the size of a small refrigerator, that had the markings of explosives. Jack quickly looked away from the frightening scene and found he was finally able to talk more clearly.


  What is this place? Where am I? Jack asked.


  The woman examining him looked at him but did not answer. Instead, she pointed to a man walking toward him. The mans height, gait, and smile were all very familiar, but the uniform he wore and the fierce-looking assault rifle he sported were totally out of place. The man came within three feet of Jack, and the smile continued to grow. Jack continued to blink his eyes and he cleared his throat. He slowly stood up, to the chagrin of the woman trying to take his vitals.


  My God…


  He had expected to see Marco Sykes, the lab technician Dr. Parker said was going to be there, and possibly Dr. Parker in a Batman costume; he had wondered if Parker would actually go to the party with Jennifer in light of the electrical spikes that had occurred earlier. He sure did not expect what he was now seeing.


  What happened to all of that? Where are they?


  Jack Martin. You son of
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