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Introduction


The idea behind this anthology came to me while
watching the M*A*S*H episode “As Time Goes By.” In that episode,
the members of the 4077th put together a Time Capsule
and buried it. In it they placed some items that held unique
meanings: A fishing lure that had belonged to Colonel Blake. B.J.
said it stood for all those who didn’t make it home. Radar’s teddy
bear. Hawkeye said it stood for all those who came to Korea as boys
and left as men. A little black dress. Klinger said it stood for
all the girls they left behind. Of course, there was more; both
military and civilian related. An eclectic collection that
centuries later could lead to some interesting
interpretations.

So I first challenged authors to
create lists of items that were placed into a time capsule as well
as writing a letter to the future explaining why those particular
items and what they meant to those who buried them at that point in
their lives. The lists were posted on the WolfSinger Publications
website—no other information—just the list. Authors were free to
put the items into any genre of story, any time frame and any world
the items inspired them to write about. Because the story authors
didn’t have the ‘letter to the future’ —they didn’t have the access
to the world the list creator was imagining. So, some stories may
seem to not fit with the original intent of the list creator—but
that’s okay—the idea wasn’t to know the original intent or
meanings—it was to guess and to tell a story. These authors
delivered. Perhaps millennia have passed and the world has changed
so much as to be unrecognizable.

At the end of each story (after the
author bio) you will find the inventory, original meanings and the
letter to the future.

I hope you enjoy the stories these
authors created regarding the objects that were left to be found by
a future generation.


Abandoned in
Time

 Deby Fredericks

Rick crouched in the brush; cell phone
focused on the abandoned farmhouse. He let the image blur as he
duck-walked toward the ramshackle house, keeping the cell phone at
a slight tilt. That was sure to disturb his viewers—if he ever got
any.

‟No one travels this
desolate highway,” he said dramatically. ‟But if they did—” A car came whooshing around the
bend, right into Rick’s shot. ‟Damn it!”

He glared at the receding taillights
until the car dipped below the next hill, then stomped around to
approach from a different angle. His breath misted around him,
momentarily obscuring the image on his phone’s screen. Rick made a
note of that. The spooky mist of late October would save him adding
an effect to the finished video.

He had been eyeing the old Blackroe
place for a couple of weeks as he drove from his dead-end high
school to his time-wasting job at a truck-stop in the middle of the
Palouse. The locals told lots of stories about the old farm.
Finally, he had a day off to check it out.

You could tell someone was coming
around to work the wheat field surrounding the place. The fields of
harvested stubble showed that. But there was never a light on in
the house itself. Just the long, low building with a few snaggly
gray trees lurking behind it.

The visuals were perfect
for making an abandoned-place video. Gretchen was sure to love it.
She was in his 3rd
period math, and he’d heard her talking to her
friends about how cool these urban exploration videos were. With
any luck, he’d have something amazing to show her by next
week.

Rick circled around carefully,
avoiding any angles that might show the two-lane highway. Wind
crackled in the dried leaves on the trees. Another nice creepy
effect for no money.

In a solemn voice, he
narrated, ‟Little
house on the prairie? Maybe once it was…”

Another car roared
by. ‟Shit!”

He had to pause again and wait for the
engine noise to fade away. There was more traffic out here than he
had expected. Rick was glad he’d pulled his motorbike behind the
house. He made sure to stay out of sight, too. Having the county
sheriff pull in was bound to spoil his pet project.

Still practicing his intro,
he approached the porch. ‟This was someone’s dream house
once. Little did they know the tragic history that would come to
it.”

Rick pressed a cautious
foot to the lower step. The boards felt slightly spongy. Nails
creaked as he stepped up slowly, testing whether the steps would
hold his weight. ‟So far, so good.”

The porch was like an empty cave.
There was plenty of space for chairs, but the floorboards were
bare.

‟According to county
records, this place was built in nineteen twenty-one by a farmer
named Eddings Blackroe. The family was super private. They never
wanted anyone around here. This was during Prohibition, and the
locals thought maybe they were making whiskey on the
side.”

All this was part of the town’s
history. Rick had only had to search the newspaper archive for a
few details. Still, Gretchen’s family had only moved in a couple of
years ago. It would be news to her.

Rick walked down the porch, filming.
Only a few patches of peeling paint still clung to the walls. You
couldn’t even tell what color the house had been. Mostly the wooden
siding was weather-beaten to a lifeless, silvery gray.

‟That lasted until the
Depression started. The Blackroes held on as long as they could,
like everyone, but their luck finally ran out. The bank foreclosed
on the farm in nineteen thirty-one.”

Decades of grit crunched beneath
Rick’s boots. The boards were crusted with dust blown in from the
field and packed down by rain and snow. The lower half of the door
was caked with it, too.

‟But—” he paused dramatically,
‟when the bankers came
to run them off, a sudden flood washed out the road. A couple of
days later, the sheriff came in from the other direction, from
LeGuin, but he got into a bad wreck on the way. People started to
talk about how spooky that was.”

Rick doubted the door would be
unlocked, but it was dumb not to try. A sharp chill penetrated his
wooly glove as he gripped the doorknob. There was a creak and a
clack. That sounded hopeful.

He knelt to prop his cell phone
against the rail before rushing the door. His shoulder rattled the
door, but it didn’t budge. He cursed and tried harder. Fortunately,
his coat muffled the bashing. After a couple of tries, his arm
started to hurt and the door hadn’t budged.

‟Either it’s stuck, or it’s
bolted from inside,” Rick narrated. ‟Wonder what the Blackroes were
hiding!”

He grabbed his phone and trotted down
the steps. There were no windows onto the porch, but a couple of
small ones glinted farther down the house. Low whooshing warned him
just before another car came around the bend.

‟Shit!” Rick ducked around
the corner and filmed it surreptitiously. So far, ducking away from
passing cars was the only excitement about this exploration stuff.
He needed some action, and soon!

‟Like I was saying, people
thought something weird was going on out here. The next time the
man came from the bank, the whole family was down with measles. Or
so they said…. The banker left in a hurry, and according to the
paper, the Blackroes were forced to quarantine. Which probably
suited them just fine.”

As he talked, Rick went back to the
closest window. Glass squeaked under his gloves as he tried to push
it up. Then he spotted something. The next window showed a black
gap at the bottom of the sill.

‟All right, we’re in
luck.”

Rick had to stop filming to squeeze
between two skinny elm trees. He’d been right—the window had been
left open a crack. It was too narrow for his gloved fingers to fit,
but luckily he’d come prepared.

After some struggle against the
crowding tree trunks, he unzipped his backpack and got out a pry
bar. Carefully, because he didn’t want to deal with broken glass,
Rick forced the blade end under the ancient wooden frame. With much
cursing and squealing of stuck wood, he forced it open enough to
get through.

Rick listened, but no one yelled at
him from inside. There was just a spice of mildew and dry wood. His
stomach fluttered with anticipation. Gretchen was right. Sneaking
into places where no one else had been for 90 years was pretty
cool.

He shoved the pry bar back
into his backpack. ‟This is it,” he said. ‟Time to see what the Blackroe
family left behind ninety years ago.”

Climbing in the window sounded so
easy. But the opening was narrow, and the bottom sill was spiky
with flakes of old paint. He felt the prick of splinters through
his jeans. For a horrible moment his knee got stuck, and there was
nothing on the other side to grab onto. Rick ended up flopping
through in a cloud of curses and dust. His shoulder hurt again when
he landed on it.

Dust had its own smell, thick and a
little sour. Rick had never realized that before. It also had a
gritty quality, as if he was sandpapering his sinuses just by
breathing. Tiny particles swirled in the air, taunting him as they
lit up and spoiled his shot.

Rick’s gut sank as he panned the cell
phone slowly around the room. He’d checked out a couple of urban
exploration sites. The pictures were full of creepy, graying
furniture and loaded with knick-knacks. All of it was swathed in
massive sheets of cobweb, like there were some kind of
antique-eating spiders that lived in these old places.

But the Blackroes had cheated him.
There was nothing in here except pathetic dangling cobwebs. The
bare floorboards were buried in drifts of powdery dust. The cell
phone light picked up long stripes on the wall—wallpaper peeling
away in angular sections.

Weirdly, it was colder inside the
house than it had been outside. Rick stood, holding his breath
against renewed billows of dust. There was a slight echo every time
he moved. He coughed, clearing his throat, and went to the
door.

It was ajar, but stiff hinges creaked
as he pushed it open—slowly, to avoid raising any more dust. Every
step reverberated down a short hallway, into what might have been a
sitting room. Still there was no furniture. The only thing left
behind was a large fireplace build of field stones, with a broad
wooden mantel above it.

Rick stood, panning around the room.
More cobwebs swooped between slats of peeling wallpaper. Nothing in
this video was going to impress Gretchen.

‟Well, this is fairly
boring.” Rick found himself whispering, despite no one there to
overhear. He crouched to look into the fireplace. Blackened metal
covered the sides and back. There weren’t even any ashes.
‟They sure were tidy for
a bunch of moon-shiners.”

Maybe the local stories had left out a
few things. Like, how the notorious Blackroe family just packed up
and left. Rick went to prop his cell phone on the mantel, but it
slipped from his gloved hand and dropped with a hollow
thunk.

‟Huh?” He frowned at the
unexpected echo. Rick’s glove muffled the sound as he rapped on the
top. It sounded solid enough, but then he knocked around the flat
square his cell phone had left in the dust. This time, it sounded
hollow.

‟What the…”

Tapping again, he bent forward to run
his hands along the mantel. There were three sections across the
face, with metal rosettes set in. Cobwebs broke into cascades of
dust, and paint chips floated down. Then his glove snagged on
something.

Rick knelt so he could look up at the
overhanging mantel. Faint daylight cast a shadow of his head there,
but he shook his cell phone, and the light revealed a narrow crack
in the underside of the mantel. It wasn’t some random crack,
either. The line was straight—an edge of something. Eagerly he ran
his hands the other way and found another, matching
line.

‟What do you know? There’s
a secret compartment!”

When he straightened, it was obvious
one of the metal rosettes was right in the middle. Rick grabbed it.
It didn’t come free when he pulled, but there was a kind of wiggle,
like when his desk drawer got stuck. He tugged with both hands.
With a reluctant squeal, the edge of a drawer appeared.

Eagerly he grabbed his cell
phone and narrated, ‟The old house lives up to its reputation.”

The drawer was wide and shallow, but
it went back farther than he expected. Rick wasn’t sure what he
thought would be inside, but what he saw was…weird.

‟Okay, there’s some kind of
package.” Adrenaline kicked in his voice. It didn’t matter what
this was. He’d actually found something!

‟Looks like it’s wrapped in
paper.” Gingerly, Rick peeled back a scrap. ‟No, it’s leather. Really old, and
something’s on it.”

The leather was darkened and torn.
Small objects shifted inside the bundle of stained leather as he
lifted it out. Black flecks trickled down to join the dust on the
floor.

‟Smells…I don’t know.” The
odor was very faint, almost metallic. He pushed the secret drawer
shut with another stubborn wooden squeal.

‟Damn, I wish there was a
table in here.” Rick looked around. Autumn daylight was fading from
the dust-draped window. ‟I wasn’t planning to steal
anything,” he said, ‟but this is too old and too cool to be left
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