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About the Author

Introduction

"Las Vegas Revisited," the final chapter of the Retrorsum series, not only stands as the longest chapter but also delves deepest into its narrative and richness, showcasing the remarkable progress of Retrorsum. Over the past two years, since Will’s original mission, the geniuses behind the scenes have integrated numerous groundbreaking hardware and software upgrades, greatly enhancing its functions and capabilities, elevating it to unprecedented levels of power and complexity.

Central to these breakthroughs are the tireless efforts of Nick Patel and James Byrnes. Their relentless dedication to the project at a discreet lab within the Samsara-Ware Industries facility has been instrumental in pushing the boundaries of what Retrorsum can achieve. Through their ingenuity and innovation, they have fully unlocked the machine's potential, harnessing its capabilities to their zenith.

Within the pages of "Las Vegas Revisited," readers will find themselves embarking on incredible journeys filled with new locations, unexpected twists, and shocking encounters. From the streets of Las Vegas, both in 1908 and in the 1930s, to new destinations in the annals of time, the story unfolds with a sense of grandeur and wonder, drawing readers deeper into its captivating world with each turn of the page.

As with the first two books, every detail in "Las Vegas Revisited" is meticulously researched to immerse readers in an authentic and realistic setting. From quaint shops of the past to opulent hotels, bustling streets, and insights into past eateries, every business establishment featured in the book is based on real ads in newspapers or other sources of their respective times, lending an air of authenticity and realism to the narrative.

In line with previous chapters of the Retrorsum series, the story focuses on the everyday past rather than the glorified, romanticized history typically found in history books. It aims to resurrect the forgotten aspects of the distant past, which, ironically, constitute the largest portion of all history. Yet, even within the realm of human memory, much has been forgotten, lost, or simply misinterpreted.

"Las Vegas Revisited" is far more than a mere time-travel expedition; it's a profound journey marked by an array of emotions, challenges, and personal growth. It encounters not only exhilarating moments of adventure but also grapples with profound hardships and emotional turmoil. Amidst the thrill of exploration, there are poignant moments of happiness and joy, intertwined with the weight of sadness, despair, guilt, and even tragedy. Each twist and turn in the narrative is accompanied by a spectrum of human emotions, inviting readers to experience the full breadth of the characters' journeys on a deeply personal level.

One of the primary goals of the "Retrorsum" series is to authentically present the experiences, observations, and challenges that a person from the 21st century would encounter if they were able to traverse temporal boundaries to far-flung regions in the annals of history. Similar to the first two books, this third chapter explores the concept of embarking on an expedition back in time while also addressing a subject often avoided in most time travel narratives: the challenging task of bringing along modern gadgets and some small comforts from the 21st century to help alleviate the hardships of living in environments well over a century ago. Many comparisons are drawn from the 21st century, where travel to some of the "rougher" and less developed regions of the globe can be fraught with dangers of disease, poor sanitation, security threats, and other unforeseen risks.

So sit back, relax, grab some coffee or tea, and lose yourself in expeditions to places like no other... in the 4th dimension.

––––––––
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​"In the labyrinth of time, every twist and turn holds a new adventure, every choice a  different destiny." - Anonymous
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​Post-1908 Expedition and a New Year
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Since Charles's return to the present, he, Nick, and James have been regularly meeting at the lab. While there are no current plans for new expeditions, Nick and James are focused on expanding Retrorsum’s capabilities. Given the system’s cutting-edge complexity, any further developments remain highly experimental, with a clear "wait and see" approach as they navigate the uncertain next steps.

One strong possibility is opening access to a new year, but Nick is equally interested in enhancing Retrorsum’s versatility—especially in reducing the risks of time travel. He’s concerned that relying on a single opportunity to return to the present poses serious danger. His priority is to build in safeguards that ensure every traveler has a secure way back.

Another growing concern is Charles’s well-being. Nick and James suspect he’s been battling depression since his return. Charles often reflects on his time in 1908 Las Vegas and the woman he left behind—Elizabeth. While he downplays it, his friends worry deeply about the emotional and physical toll of time travel. The long-term effects remain unknown, and spending four months in the past may have left deeper psychological marks than Charles admits.

With late March approaching, Charles is looking forward to spring break and a break from teaching. Recently, Nick and James invited him over for a night at the lab. Charles accepted and promised to bring fine cigars—and a killer bottle of whiskey.
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​Lab Meeting-Spring Break
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Charles found it amusing how concerned Nick and James were about his health, often reassuring them that he was doing just fine. While he admitted to thinking about Elizabeth now and then, he insisted things were going great. His online business was taking off, and between that and teaching, he'd been keeping busy.

He arrived at the lab carrying two bottles: Four Roses Bourbon and one of his favorites, Macallan 12-year Sherry Oak Scotch. Nick still had some of the whiskey from Charles’s 1908 expedition stashed in the back office, and Charles was eager for a shot. Nick suspected the taste brought back vivid memories of 1908 Las Vegas and everything that came with it.

As they drank, James shared their latest ideas for expanding Retrorsum — including the possibility of opening a new target year. Charles was intrigued and said he'd gladly take part in another expedition. Once again, he reassured them about his well-being, which finally seemed to ease their concern and provide a sense of closure.

James went on to explain their next steps: testing new directives to see how Retrorsum would respond. He was especially interested in how far back they could push the system. Were there limits? Probably. But what those limits were remained unknown. For now, their focus remained on the U.S. past — but the timeline was wide open.

Another idea James floated was something he called “Temporal Skipping” — opening a portal to the past, but returning from a different location in the same time period. He gave an example: during Charles’s 1908 trip, what if he'd returned from Chicago or New York instead of retracing his steps to Las Vegas? It was just one of many new possibilities they wanted to explore.

Nick added that a hardware upgrade was coming soon, one that would boost Retrorsum’s processing power significantly. Referring to Will’s journal, he joked, “Retrorsum’s a hungry fucker,” and said they'd need more "mojo" if they expected it to handle future expansions. He noted how the AI often made subtle requests — small tweaks that hinted at its evolving complexity.

With Retrorsum constantly advancing and its potential still largely unknown, Nick and James were determined to push it as far as possible, though where that limit lay was anyone’s guess.
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​Summer Breakthroughs 2033


[image: ]


June and July brought significant challenges to the lab. Retrorsum had undergone several upgrades in recent months, and integrating the new enhancements proved exceptionally difficult. While Nick and James remained confident the improvements would lead to new avenues of exploration, the lab’s routine had become grueling, dominated by trial and error.

In early August, Retrorsum began generating a series of new prompts focused specifically on return logistics. Nick and James instructed the system to support alternate return points, removing the need for travelers to backtrack to their original arrival location. This change could dramatically increase the flexibility of future expeditions.

Another recent shift in thinking involved moving expeditions to different regions of the country. All three—Nick, James, and Charles—were originally from the East Coast, and Nick had expressed interest in targeting areas like New York. With its deep colonial roots, the East Coast offered richer historical opportunities and the chance to push further back in time.

By mid-August, Nick began trial runs based on Charles’s 1908 expedition. The goal: establish a new return point near Pasadena, California, instead of Las Vegas. Over several days, they launched four fly-throughs. All failed—the return point defaulted each time to Las Vegas, as if the system were snapping back to a fixed origin.

Frustration grew. With no precedent to guide them, James spent the final weekend of August developing new theoretical strategies, hoping to break the stalemate. These ideas were designed to redirect Retrorsum’s logic and test its response to deeper, more flexible commands.

On the first Saturday of September, they ran simulations using James’s latest inputs. After three hours, they launched another fly-through. The time differential closely resembled Charles’s original jump to 1908.

But what returned shocked them.

Instead of a single data stream, Retrorsum produced two distinct sequences. The first confirmed Charles’s original arrival point in 1908 Las Vegas. The second showed a new return site outside Pasadena. Retrorsum had now created an alternate return point derived from Charles’s expedition — without changing the original arrival site.

For the first time, an experiment had produced two separate locations: one for arrival and one for departure. The transition between them was nearly instantaneous, with minimal delay and a seamless break between the arrival and departure video feeds. This was a breakthrough.

James could hardly believe it. The test confirmed his theory—that a mission could have separate arrival and departure points within the same timeline. This would allow future travelers more time in the field without retracing their steps.

As with all major developments, the new portal dynamics required testing. After three intensive days, Nick and James confirmed that alternate return points were not only possible but also viable for human expeditions.
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​Target: East Coast
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Drawing from the lessons of their initial shift from 1931 to 1908, Nick and James were eager to push Retrorsum further. This time, Nick proposed a more ambitious plan: shift the target year deeper into the past and relocate the destination to the East Coast. The exact place and date were still uncertain, but their goal was to reach a period at least 50 years earlier than 1908.

Exactly one week after the alternate return point breakthrough, they were ready. With all simulations complete, Nick powered up a drone and sent it through. As with previous tests, the time differential remained three minutes and 52 seconds. Upon its return, James quickly handed the drone to Nick for playback, now with the hope that the new video feed—along with new coordinates from a yet-unknown targeted past era—could be analyzed to confirm the success of the temporal shift and the stability of the new target year.

What they saw exceeded expectations.

The footage came from a higher altitude than usual. This landscape was unlike the desert southwest—dense forests, scattered farmhouses, and two bodies of water flanking the land. As the drone pivoted north to south, buildings and a city came into view. The settlement stretched to a point where it met what looked like rivers or a harbor.

It appeared densely populated. Smoke billowed from chimneys, and dozens of ships dotted both waterways. The foliage suggested early to mid-fall; some trees were changing color, and the air looked cool—explaining the heavy use of indoor heating.

To minimize the risk of detection, they’d kept the time window on the other side short—just over 2 minutes. The drone's altitude, nearly 600 feet, helped keep it out of sight.

Nick and James reviewed the footage repeatedly. It was clear: this wasn’t 1908.
“I think that’s Manhattan,” Nick said, eyes wide. Then louder: “That’s fucking New York City!”
James agreed, especially when the camera faced south. The East River was visible on the left, the Hudson on the right. The southern part of the island looked more urbanized—at least, for the time.

Exactly where the drone entered was unclear, but likely somewhere south of what’s now Central Park.

Then came the question: What year had they landed in?

It seemed to be a time before photography became widespread—possibly before daguerreotypes. That meant Retrorsum would have no visual database to compare against, making precise identification more difficult.

Nick immediately called Charles. If anyone could help pinpoint the year, it was him.

Ten minutes later, Nick told James that Charles was on his way. Nick had offered to send the clip, but Charles insisted on seeing it in person.

About thirty minutes later, Charles arrived, eager to watch the footage. Retrorsum, lacking photographs, had pulled data from maps and historical documents to estimate their location and time period. Nick was impressed—Retrorsum was improvising.

According to its projections, they had landed in the mid-nineteenth century.

Charles agreed. Based on the city layout, architecture, and lack of modern features, it looked like a decade or so before the Civil War. Having visited New York in the early 20th century, Charles could clearly tell this was decades earlier. He was stunned by the color clarity of a world rarely seen, let alone in motion.

The three of them sat together, watching it on loop—hypnotized by scenes from nearly 180 years ago. It was another monumental breakthrough.

Later that night, since Charles was already at the lab, they indulged in a few beers and talked possibilities—what else was Retrorsum capable of.

James updated Charles on his alternate return point breakthrough, explaining how they’d created successful return coordinates in Pasadena using the same portal Charles had used in the 1908 expedition.

An hour into their conversation, James asked for Charles’s thoughts on choosing a different return point—not New York.

Charles hesitated. “What do you mean?”

“If you were to use this portal into mid-19th-century New York, where do you think would be an interesting place to return from?” James asked.

Charles grinned. “Let’s say... New Orleans!”

He suggested it half-jokingly, but the idea quickly gained traction. A one-way journey from New York to New Orleans—by steamboat or rail—could be incredible, offering not just exploration, but immersion. No need to return to the entry point.

James lit up at the suggestion. Nick leaned in, intrigued.
“You mean you're seriously considering adding New Orleans as the return point?” Charles asked.
Nick smiled. “Let’s see what she can do.”
James followed up: “How hard would it be to travel from NYC to New Orleans in that era?”

Charles replied, “Depends on the year. If we’re talking mid-century, the safest bet’s probably by steamship—especially if you make it to Pittsburgh. From there, you could ride the rivers all the way down, stopping at cities along the route.”

Within the hour, Nick and James set Retrorsum to try creating a return portal from New Orleans. James launched another drone to test the system. As always, caution was key—this was a new portal, and many tests were needed before considering any live expedition.

Four minutes later, the drone returned, skidding across the floor until it hit the far wall. James grabbed it and handed it to Nick.

They watched.

The drone had recorded two distinct locations: one in a rural area just north of Manhattan, the other directly above a downtown street in mid-19th-century New Orleans. The second site was surreal—hovering above a bustling, cobblestone street in what looked like early evening. The clothing was unmistakably antebellum. Charles leaned forward.

“This is clearly the Antebellum South.”

He was floored. Retrorsum had not only created alternate return points, but opened access to a completely new era of American history—one barely captured in surviving photographs.
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​The Grand Discovery
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By mid-September, the lab had seen a flurry of work and analysis focused on two major breakthroughs: establishing a new target year and creating alternate return locations. Charles had made several visits to oversee Retrorsum’s progress. He was particularly eager to determine the precise year they’d accessed and the exact coordinates for arrival and departure points in both New York City and New Orleans.

Standard stability and durability checks were underway on the new portal—essential, should a human expedition be attempted. But the exact year of arrival remained undetermined. Charles estimated it was likely between 1850 and 1858, though he couldn’t say for sure.

Among all the recent developments, nothing would compare to what came next.

With Retrorsum’s new capabilities, James proposed revisiting the program’s origin: Will’s arrival point outside Las Vegas in 1931. Their goal was simple—test whether Retrorsum could create an alternate return location on that portal, just as it had done with Charles’s 1908 jump.

It was the last Saturday in September. Nick, James, and Charles were at the lab. James ran a few system checks, and they planned to order pizza, drink some APAs, and discuss the latest developments and possible future missions.

While sipping his beer and waiting for the food, Nick had an idea—send a drone to Will’s arrival site and see how quickly Retrorsum could generate an alternate return point. The chosen location: Needles, California. Will had traveled there in the spring of 1932, and with its small-town status, Nick believed it would be ideal for a return point.

The drone launch went flawlessly. It was Charles’s first time seeing the place where Will began his journey to 1931. Just before the drone was scheduled to return—hopefully with footage from both Las Vegas and Needles—something strange happened.

Retrorsum displayed two unexpected prompts on Nick’s screen:
“reset” and “resume.”
“WTF!” Nick blurted.

James and Charles looked up. “What’s wrong?” James asked.

Nick explained the strange on-screen prompts, both unfamiliar and unrecognized from any previous test.

James joined him at the monitor, just as puzzled. “What the hell does either mean?” he muttered.

Both stood there, frozen. Finally, James suggested, “Let’s try them—see what happens. Worst case, we lose a drone.”

Nick agreed and opted for “reset”, purely because it appeared first. Charles, caught between amusement and curiosity, left briefly to grab the now-forgotten pizza.

Nick executed the reset. Instantly, the drone shot back through the cylinder and slammed into the lab wall. James retrieved it and handed it to Nick. The video played—same as always: Will’s 1931 arrival in the Mojave heat.

“At least it’s not something bad,” Charles joked. “Or... is it?”

Nick stared at the monitor. “What the fuck is going on?”

James replied, “Run the other option.”

Almost on cue, Retrorsum initiated a fresh set of prompts under “resume execute.” The situation had gotten bizarre. It felt like the AI was on the verge of another breakthrough—but what kind, no one could tell.

Nick sighed. “Let’s see what this fucking program is up to now.”

He turned to Charles. “Can you grab another round?”

Charles fetched beers and returned. All three huddled around the screen.

James guided the drone back through. Nick monitored the readings, trying to decode Retrorsum’s behavior. The term “resume” still made no sense. “Reset” clearly meant repeat the last sequence. But “resume”? From where? From when?

The drone didn’t return.

Instead, the same two options reappeared: reset and resume.

This time, they chose “resume execute.” Another prompt followed:
“Time lapsed?”
Options: 15 minutes, 30 minutes, longer.
Nick froze. “What is this? A game?”

He turned to the others. “One of you decide. I’m fucking lost here. You know as much as I do!”

Charles shrugged. “Go with 30 minutes.”

“Sounds good to me,” said Nick. “James?”

James nodded. “Let’s go with it—whatever the hell it means.”

Nick selected “30 minutes” and hit execute.

Moments later, the drone reappeared, sliding out of the portal and across the floor.

Charles rushed over, retrieved it, and brought it to Nick for playback.
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​Will
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For the three of them sitting at the monitor, what happened next was easily the most shocking revelation since Retrorsum’s creation itself.

As Nick played back the latest drone footage—captured under the “resume execute” command—it took less than a minute to understand what the system had done. The drone turned toward the highway, and there, clearly in view, was a figure walking toward the road.

This had never happened before.

Nick quickly realized what “time lapse – 30 minutes” meant. It wasn’t arbitrary—it was literal. The drone had resumed playback 30 minutes after the original arrival time in 1931. It had skipped past Will completing his post-arrival tasks: smashing the motorcycle helmet, covering the cushioning rags with rocks, and photographing the site. Now, just as he had planned, Will was making his way to the highway—likely to hitch a ride into downtown Las Vegas.

The shock was overwhelming. For the first time ever, Retrorsum didn’t reset the arrival moment. Instead, it had resumed from a point in the timeline, a function none of them had even imagined was possible.

James was stunned. The idea that Retrorsum could resume a moment in time—not just replay or reset it—had never crossed his mind. It defied everything they thought they understood about how the system worked.

Charles, watching in silence, felt a swell of pride and joy. Seeing his former student—Will—on the frontier of history was surreal. But for Nick, the moment hit deeper. Watching Will—his dear friend—making his way to the desert highway on the first day of summer in 1931, alive and well, brought a wave of emotion he couldn’t contain. It was personal, beautiful, and all too real. This discovery was beyond belief. Once again, Retrorsum had shattered expectations—pushing past the limits of what they thought was possible. Just as it had done in its earliest breakthroughs, it had now unlocked something new, something profound. Saturday, September 24, 2033, would become one of the most unforgettable days in the project’s history.
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​The Next Step
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That Saturday night, after their extraordinary discovery, the trio felt the need to celebrate—and to talk. While James ran out to a local wine shop for a bottle of champagne, Nick and Charles sat at one of the monitors, reflecting on the evening's events.

Charles, pending Nick’s approval, floated the notion of undertaking a brief excursion to retrieve Will from 1931 Las Vegas. The suggestion carried emotional weight and ethical complexity. Will’s life in 1931–32 had been marred by trauma, close calls, and loss. To pull him out of that timeline and explain everything to him before he had actually experienced it—essentially confronting him with a future version of his own life—posed serious moral questions. Could anyone be asked to make that kind of decision?

Still, Will’s journal frequently mentioned his longing to see Nick and James again. Rescuing him could spare him further hardship—and possibly even save Claudia’s life. The stakes were high, and both Charles—and especially Nick—needed time to weigh the consequences. If they moved forward, they agreed it would be best to approach Will before his illness in December 1931, and before Claudia’s fatal accident the following month.

Later that evening, James returned with a bottle of Dom Pérignon. The three toasted to what had become a truly unforgettable night. Aside from the unexpected discoveries and strange dilemmas, Charles had to remind them they still had two cold pizzas waiting to be eaten.

A week later, Charles visited the lab again. Beyond witnessing Will’s 1931 journey in real time, new questions had begun to surface. Nick and James shared that they had run the same "resume" experiment on Charles’s 1908 expedition. Interestingly, Retrorsum offered no prompts—no “reset” or “resume.” It was as if the system recognized Charles had already returned.

In a way, that was comforting. Charles even joked about not needing two versions of himself walking around. It seemed that once a traveler returns to the present, Retrorsum locks that timeline—disabling the option to resume. Will’s continued absence in the present added weight to that theory, though further testing was needed to draw firm conclusions.

Nick and James had also shifted focus toward mitigating the inherent risks of time travel. The new “resume” feature introduced a game-changing possibility: the rescue of stranded travelers. Previously, failure to reach the return point meant permanent exile in the past. Now, there was hope. Retrorsum could provide a second chance—a lifeline where none had existed before.

This breakthrough added not only safety but versatility to the program. Missions no longer had to be one-way gambles. For the first time, a true contingency plan was in place.

They also began exploring the idea of short visits—brief excursions lasting only a few hours before returning to the present. With this new flexibility, both Nick and James were starting to seriously consider the idea of traveling to the past themselves, even if just for a short while.
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​Will’s Return
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By mid-November, extensive testing had been completed to ensure the reliability of the newly discovered portal to the mid-19th century. Additional tests had also been run regarding Will’s 1931 journey. Both Nick and James were edging toward a decision: launch an expedition to 1931 Las Vegas, with the aim of intercepting Will in mid-August—before his trip to Los Angeles and his meeting with Claudia.

The potential pros and cons of such an expedition were evident. Ethically and emotionally, it was complicated. Still, all three recognized the opportunity it presented—not only to reunite with their lost friend, but to fully demonstrate the potential of time travel itself.

Transparency would be key. Will would have to be shown his own journal, completed in 1932, including records of his meetings with Claudia and eventually Antoinette. Nick, especially, struggled with the question: do they even have the right to interfere with Will’s life? But they also believed Will was open-minded—and, given that he had yet to meet Claudia, he might be able to make a fresh choice. Above all, Will would be given complete freedom: whether to read the journal or not, whether to return to 2033 or remain in 1931.

There was another complication: no functional return point had yet been established in 1931. Only Will’s original return in August 1932 had been mapped, and even that might be compromised. James voiced concern about this—Retrorsum was still running in “resume” mode from Will’s original jump, and they weren’t sure what complications that might cause. More comprehensive testing was needed before any  expedition could proceed.

Then came the question of who would go.

Nick had expressed interest—but given his South Indian descent, the racial climate of 1931 Las Vegas posed a serious concern. Violence might not be a certainty, but discrimination, especially with lodging or public perception, could become an issue. Will would certainly want Nick to stay with him at the Gateway Hotel and accompany him to his various haunts around town, but that scenario could lead to possible unpleasant encounters.

James had also expressed interest, particularly because of his fascination with the Prohibition era and organized crime. But as he often admitted, he wasn’t the “roughing it” type—and he lacked Charles’s field experience.

And if anything were to go wrong, both Nick and James would need to be at the helm so to speak, to troubleshoot any problem.

That left Charles as the natural choice.

By mid-December—nearly a year since Charles’s groundbreaking trip to 1908—the mission had taken shape. Nick and James had coordinated a week-long jump for Charles to intercept Will around August 20th, 1931, approximately two months after Will’s original arrival. The time-lapse function allowed them to calibrate the exact window to match Will’s presence.

They agreed that one week would be enough. Charles would explain everything to Will, give him time to read the journal, and let him decide whether to return to 2033. Nick and James had debated the ethics long enough. They believed Will would be grateful for the chance to reunite and make his own choice. If he chose to stay in 2033, so be it. If not, they could return him to the exact moment he left.

Since Will’s apartment in Providence no longer existed, Nick was already arranging for new accommodations. He insisted on securing an apartment for Will so he’d have a place to stay, no matter how long he chose to remain.

The date was set: Friday, December 23rd, 2033. Charles would jump to August 20th, 1931, and the return window—shared with Will—would be set for 7:01 AM on August 27th, just under a year before Will’s originally scheduled 1932 return.

Thanks to recent advancements, portal stability had dramatically improved since Will’s 1931 and Charles’s 1908 expeditions. Temporal sickness had been largely eliminated, and Retrorsum’s systems had evolved to provide a smoother, more secure transit in both directions.

Once in Las Vegas, Charles would check in at the Gateway Hotel and begin explaining everything that had happened since Will’s departure in 2030. The hope was that Will would agree to come back with him. He wouldn't need to bring much—just his 21st-century items, which, for safety reasons, had to go back as well. If Will chose to head back to 1931, he could be placed back into his timeline at the exact moment he left.

Charles even joked that Will would need modern clothes—some of his old items from his Providence apartment had been saved.

The plan was that, arriving back just two days before Christmas, Will would spend the holidays with Nick and his family. James would likely head to Boston to see his own, and Charles—without many close relatives—planned to spend Christmas with Will, Nick, Darla, and the rest.

By December 21st, just two days before Charles’s second jump, everything was ready. Charles was especially excited—he couldn’t wait to surprise Will, whether by knocking on the door Will’s room at the Gateway Hotel or bumping into him on the streets of Las Vegas.

This trip would be much simpler than 1908. Charles had already secured cash—a far easier task this time—and with only one week to prepare for, it was significantly more manageable in every respect.
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​December 23rd, 2033
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Launch time is now just hours away.

The night before, the three gathered over a few beers to discuss the mission and other plans for future expeditions. Charles brought up two important matters.

First, he expressed a strong interest in leading an expedition to mid-19th century New York City. Nick and James admitted that while the portal had been opened, it had received little attention since the rediscovery of Will’s 1931 point, and no serious planning had yet taken place. The question of when to launch that mission remained unresolved.

The second topic was more personal—and one both Nick and James had quietly expected. Now that certain points in time can be resumed, Charles revealed he was considering returning to 1908—not to relive his original journey, but to continue from the point after his return to the present. Though Retrorsum can’t insert him back into his 1908 timeline directly, it can send him back to the moment just after he left.

Nick and James asked the obvious question: Would Charles return indefinitely... or was he contemplating bringing someone back?

Charles, single and divorced, had no family of his own. With a thriving online business and a stable teaching role at Brown, he admitted he’d considered the possibility of bringing Elizabeth to the present. But he was also clear—it wasn’t a decision to be taken lightly. She had her own life, and most importantly, a father in 1908. Asking her to leave that behind could raise ethical and emotional complications. For now, Charles said he might make a few short trips, just to evaluate his next steps.

James then joked that time travel was starting to create what he called “temporal relationship issues,” and quipped that maybe they should start a time-traveler dating agency. They all laughed, but Nick ended the conversation on a serious note, telling Charles he supported him—whatever choice he made.

Now, the final hour before launch is approaching.

Charles is ready. He’s packed the appropriate attire for his arrival in 1931, prepared for the 97-degree August heat with a bottle of water and lightweight gear. Like Will, he’ll arrive at the designated location outside Las Vegas, then make his way into town.

This trip is logistically simpler than his last. He won’t need many provisions. Still, he’s brought both of his high-end tablets loaded with future data—crucial backups in case something goes wrong. If Retrorsum were to malfunction, that information could prove vital for survival in the past.

Nick and James are especially excited, knowing this mission may finally bring Will Patterson back to the lab. Even if it’s not permanent, the chance to see him again is priceless.
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​Return Jump to 1931
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Charles is ready.
The time is 16:40—just minutes before his passage through the portal.
As with the previous expeditions, a traditional shot of Patrón Tequila is shared among the team, followed by the customary handshake and a shouted “Retrorsum!” Nick takes his position at the monitor while James stays by Charles’s side as he approaches the cylindrical opening.

With the countdown underway and all systems nominal, Charles gives a thumbs-up to signal he’s ready. Nick calls out the final seconds: “20... 15... 10...” Then, at “5 seconds,” he signals Charles to proceed.

In a blink, Charles vanishes through the portal.

Nick and James exchange a silent glance—this is the third time they’ve witnessed someone jump to the past, and the moment never loses its significance.

Retrorsum immediately confirms a successful jump and begins its return countdown sequence—for both Charles and Will. From Will’s perspective, it will feel like only two months have passed. But in reality, it’s been over three years since he last stood in the lab.

The thought alone stirs deep emotion, especially for Nick.

The situation is surreal. For Will, everything will feel recent—but for Nick and James, time has moved on. How much has changed? How much hasn’t? That unknown creates a strange mix of anticipation, emotion, and unease.

For now, there’s nothing more to do but wait. From their vantage point, the wait will be brief.

But what awaits on the other side... may be anything but.
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​Future Concerns and Journal Entry Times
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Thursday, August 20, 1931, 6:03 PM 

Gateway Hotel, Las Vegas, Nevada

Just returned from downstairs, where I had a late lunch. I don't feel much like walking anywhere because it's still too hot outside. I've noticed the days getting shorter as we head into late August, and the clothing stores all have clearance sales for summer wear.

I've been thinking about my “recollections” segments, which I've been neglecting a lot lately, so maybe I'll devote at least an hour this evening. Speaking of which, I'm going to reduce it to one “recollection” per each of the remaining months in 2030. This should be more than adequate in explaining what occurred in those final months of the 21st century. With that in mind, I have five more recollection segments to write. My travel to the 20th century occurred on the 1st of September, so I'll include that with the month of August.

Overall, I wanted to reduce the number of journal entries some time ago, but somehow I got back on an almost daily basis. Disclaimer: It's not unheard of for me to do the exact opposite of what I say.

I’d like to complete this journal by August of 1932 with all “recollections” added, up to where I jump to 1931 and my arrival here at the Gateway Hotel. After today, I’ll make my next entry in Los Angeles at the Biltmore Hotel on Friday or Saturday. Also, my entries might be more frequent due to my new experiences there.

I'm thinking about what I'll do and what choices I'll make once that proverbial fork in the road is reached. My return to 2030 is by no means guaranteed. I may decide to remain here in 1931, or that my returning to the 21st century may ultimately fail due to unforeseen reasons. After all, this is not exactly a routine mode of travel. Like space travel, nothing is written in stone, and I have no way of knowing if this return date is even valid. There's absolutely no way of knowing until that day arrives. One thing's for certain: if I 

fail to make it on that fateful day, it's over. There are no second chances. This is not some sci-fi movie where I can just set a date and return at my leisure. It doesn't work that way!

Sports betting is something I should do more often, in the unfortunate event that I were to lose my 21st-century gadgets. There is a ton of valuable data that I can use to make money with ease. If I were to lose that ability due to the loss of my 21st-century devices, life would begin to suck. That's why I bring up this issue often, but it can't be overstated: these gadgets are my lifeline in 1931, and I have to take extreme precautions not to lose them.

What the heck? Someone’s knocking on my door, I gotta hide all this shit!
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​The Future Comes Calling
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Thursday, August 20, 1931, 8:33 PM 

Gateway Hotel, Las Vegas, Nevada

Holy shit! Talk about a big-ass surprise. Easily the most unexpected thing that’s happened yet.

The knock on my door? It was my history professor—from the present. I mean, my present. The 21st century.

What in the actual fuck is going on?
It’s taking me a minute to wrap my head around this. I mean, this kind of shit doesn’t happen every day. Turns out, a lot has changed with Retrorsum since I left in 2030. Charles tells me it’s now 2033 in his present.
I asked him, “How the hell does that even happen?”
Anyway, he went back to his room to shower and get cleaned up. Said no one picked him up, so he walked most of the way into town from the same arrival point where I landed two months ago. Only in the last 20 minutes or so did someone finally give him a ride and drop him off here.

This is insane.
He says we’ve got a lot to talk about—stuff I need to hear.
I told him that after he gets cleaned up, we’ll head over to the Northern Club for some whiskey. Charles seemed into it. I almost forgot—he’s a whiskey guy. All I can say is, he’s about to find out that most of this bootleg hooch around here ain’t exactly top-shelf or even bottom shelf for that matter!

Friday, August 21, 1931, 2:43 AM 

Gateway Hotel, Las Vegas, Nevada

Oh man, no way. Just a few hours ago, Charles sent me a data file via Bluetooth—about a life I haven’t even lived yet! (Strange as hell receiving receiving a wireless transfer in 1931!)

I mean, really, this kind of shit happens every day, right?
Right.
This is way too much.
Charles was super apologetic about all of it. He said he knows it’s weird and unorthodox—which, yeah, is kind of putting it mildly. Anyway, he told me that he, Nick, and James had thought long and hard about it, and they decided this was the right thing to do.

Apparently, Retrorsum has figured out how to resume from a previous mission—like picking up a movie where you left off.

I haven’t read the rest of my journal yet, and it’s honestly freaky to see something finished that I haven’t lived through.
Does that even make any fucking sense?
Charles and I definitely had one too many whiskeys over at the Northern Club—it was his first speakeasy! He started telling me about his expedition to 1908... yeah, 1908. Now that’s way back. And now he says Retrorsum has opened a window to the mid-19th century?

Jeez... that sounds a little too primitive for me. But obviously, he met someone during his time in 1908, and he and Nick have been talking about him going back.

I don’t know what everyone else thinks, but this whole time travel thing is creating all kinds of weird-ass scenarios.
At least I don’t feel like I’m in the Lonely Hearts Club anymore.
Charles said he knows some things about my life that I don’t even know yet—but he insists I need to read the journal and find out for myself.

Oh, and one more thing—he wants me to go back with him to 2033 on August 27th.
So I guess I’m about to be celebrating Christmas in a few days...
And I’ll even have the option to return right back here, at the exact moment I left!
Okay—I’m hitting the hay. This day has been too damn much, and I need sleep.
Tomorrow—well, more like later today—I’m taking Charles over to the Oasis Café for breakfast.
Though, let’s be real—it’s gonna be more like lunch. It’s already past 3 a.m.

Friday, August 21, 1931, 8:11 PM 

Gateway Hotel, Las Vegas, Nevada

Just got back to the room not long ago. Charles and I had a late breakfast over at the Oasis, then took a stroll around town. He was pointing out various buildings still standing from when he was here in Vegas back in 1908.

He even mentioned we might run into Elizabeth—the woman he met during that trip. From our perspective, that was only 23 years ago, so there’s a good chance she’s still alive.
Wouldn’t that be one weird-ass meeting?
He told me they met at the Arrowhead Café, somewhere off Fremont. But that place definitely isn’t around anymore.

Anyway, Charles and I agreed I’d chill here in the room for a bit and start reading some of this journal... you know, the one I haven’t technically written yet. Maybe around midnight, we’ll head downstairs and grab something to eat.

One good thing? At least I don’t have to start the damn thing from the beginning.
I can just pick up right after I got that knock on my door.

Saturday, August 22, 1931, 3:02 AM 

Gateway Hotel, Las Vegas, Nevada

Wow. That’s all I can say. This is way too intense, to say the least.

I just found out about my upcoming meeting with Claudia at the Biltmore Hotel, where I’m apparently going to be staying in a few days.
How the hell does anyone deal with this kind of thing?
Charles made it clear—I need to read the entire journal before I go back with him to 2033. According to Nick, James, and Charles, it’s imperative I know everything so I can “make informed decisions” or some shit like that.
I guess, no matter what, if I decide to come back here to 1931, I’ll have the option to either resume where I left off... or change things as I see fit.
It probably sounds cold, but I’m ditching this trip to Los Angeles for now—at least until I decide whether I’m going to pick things back up when I return here again. My brain’s hurting just trying to make sense of all this shit.

Charles is in a room across the hall here at the Gateway, and he just sent me a photo—via Bluetooth—of me and Claudia.
It’s been like forever since I’ve gotten notifications on my phone!
Holy shit.
She’s beautiful. She looks like a damn movie star.
Apparently, I meet her at a speakeasy in the Biltmore Hotel.

It’s past 3 a.m., and I’m not even remotely tired. I think Charles is still up too, so I’m going to ask if he wants to finally head downstairs for a bite. We were supposed to go down earlier, but I got wrapped up in reading this journal.

––––––––
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Sunday, August 23, 1931, 2:39 PM 

Gateway Hotel, Las Vegas, Nevada

Didn’t get to sleep until about 6 this morning. Charles and I had a great chat that lasted late—or should I say early—into the morning. He tells me he really likes the cafés here in the ’30s. He talked a lot about his trip to 1908, and about visits to both New York and Chicago—especially the two times he revealed his identity to family in Chicago, and to Elizabeth.

I’ve been up since about noon and spent more time reading deeper into my journal.

So Claudia dies?
She was on her way back to be with me—in January?
I feel like I just got knocked back down to earth after reading those last few pages. That hit like a ton of bricks. Now I understand why Nick, James, and Charles insisted I read everything first—before making any decisions. No matter what happens, I still have the freedom to change things, keep them the same, or choose a new path entirely.

I guess I’m thankful I brought those antibiotics with me, too. Apparently, December and January weren’t exactly all sunshine and rainbows for me here in the 1930s.

Damn... this last half hour has been a lot to process.
And the craziest part?
None of this has even happened for me yet.
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​Feeling Blue
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Sunday, August 23, 1931, 9:01 PM 

Gateway Hotel, Las Vegas, Nevada

Okay, I just finished reading my journal, and I’m feeling seriously off—like I don’t even know what to do with myself.

At first, this all felt like some weird game of who’s who in my life. But now? It’s hit me. Hard.

Charles stopped by a little while ago to check on me. I told him I needed some time alone. He understood right away—told me to swing by later if I felt up to it.

Near-death experiences, tragedy, love—
Fuck. This whole thing’s been one hell of a shitshow.
And Antoinette?
I mean, I liked her when we met at the Meadows a few months back—even though she comes off kind of stuck up. But now?
Now it’s just too much.
The reveals to both Claudia and Antoinette about who I really am... the meeting with Claudia’s mother in L.A....
And then the final twist—me married to Antoinette in the end?
Jeez, I need a fucking drink.
I’m heading over to knock on Charles’s door. Maybe he’ll want to get out for a bit.

––––––––
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Monday, August 24, 1931, 11:01 AM 

Gateway Hotel, Las Vegas, Nevada

So many decisions ahead in the coming days.

I’m pretty sure I’ll return to the 21st century—but honestly, I seriously doubt I’ll want to stay there. Reading my journal has left me feeling like I’ve already lived this life once.

Last night, Charles sent me more files—photos of me and Antoinette, of the life we did or will live in L.A. Sometimes I wonder... should I have known all of this in advance?

Truth is, I can’t blame Nick and James. If I were in their shoes, I probably would’ve done the same. I get now how much responsibility they’ve been carrying. When you’ve got the power to alter the course of events at your fingertips—it changes everything.

Despite everything that’s happened over the last few days, I actually slept pretty well last night.

Soon I’ll check in on Charles, see if he’s awake. I can just shoot him a message via Bluetooth—our phones are paired.
Still wild to think about—sending smartphone messages in the 1930s.
So this Thursday, early morning, Charles and I will take a cab out to the arrival site for our return to the 21st century.
Thankfully, I don’t have to worry about the rest of my stuff here at the Gateway—just the 21st-century gear, which I’ll take with me. Everything else will stay here for when I return.
This whole thing’s going to be surreal—especially landing two days before Christmas.

Charles invited me to join him on a trip to mid-19th century New York City sometime after we get back. I think I’m going to sit that one out—for now, anyway. From where I stand, it feels like a bit much.

He told me they still haven’t pinned down the exact year they’ve landed in. Charles wants to pitch the idea to Nick: a quick trip to scout it out—maybe a day or two max—just to get a date locked down.
Basically, a recon mission.

––––––––
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Monday, August 24, 1931, 10:34 PM 

Gateway Hotel, Las Vegas, Nevada

Charles and I had a great day. It’s still strange to think there’s someone here in the 1930s I know from back in the 21st century. Charles says he feels the same way—it’s this weird, surreal thing we’re both trying to wrap our heads around.

There’s still so much we don’t understand about temporal displacement, and honestly, we’re figuring it out as we go. Encountering someone from a different time period, in the past, just adds another layer of complexity to this already crazy situation.

I keep having to remind Charles that the Arizona Club down on Block 16 is basically shut down now. I think it reopens later, but from what I remember, they lose their license for repeated booze and gambling violations. I told him we can try the Pastime or the Green Lantern instead—but he’s all about good whiskey, and I had to explain that most of what you get around here is basically bathtub gin at best.

I would've loved to see the Arizona Club back in, say, 1908. Charles said it had gas lighting, good whiskey, fine cigars, and even live entertainment on some nights. Sounds like a hell of an experience.

It’s going to be weird returning to the lab in a few days. For me, it’s only been a couple of months. But for Nick and James, over three years will have passed since that first day in September when I stepped through into 1931.

I’m still trying to process all the new capabilities of Retrorsum, and what they really mean going forward.

Charles told me that Nick really wanted to come back and visit me here in 1931. But as they discussed at the lab, Charles was especially concerned about him. Since Nick is from India, there could be issues—like not being allowed to stay at places like the Gateway Hotel. There’s at least one hotel—I can’t remember the name—that outright advertises "Caucasians only." That sucks.

Yeah, I love it here in the 1930s. But like everything else, it comes with its share of drawbacks.

Tuesday, August 25, 1931, 10:00 AM 

Gateway Hotel, Las Vegas, Nevada

Well, two whole days left in this journey, and then it looks like I’ll be taking a bit of a break. A part of me feels weird about returning to the 21st century—and yeah, I’m a little apprehensive.

From my perspective, I’ve only been gone two months. And while this place isn’t perfect, there’s something peaceful about it—something that pulls me away from the chaos of the 21st-century rat race.

Still, it’s going to be strange. Not just because I traveled to the past—but now I’ll be jumping into the future, too. At least from where I’m standing.

I am looking forward to seeing Retrorsum in action again. Charles is seriously excited about the system’s potential and what it might be capable of next. He wants me to go with him to 19th-century New York City, but honestly? I don’t know if I’m up for it.

I mean, the 1930s  has traces of the modern world—primitive, sure, but familiar. But 1850?
No electricity. No hotels with hot water.
No, thanks. Maybe—maybe—a quick day trip, tops.
And don’t even get me started on 19th-century medicine.
There isn’t any. And yeah—leeches?
Leeches.
Fuck that.
In a lot of ways, I’m like Charles. I’ve been to far-flung places—South America, Africa, Asia. I’m no stranger to discomfort. But the 1800s? That’s a whole different level. I need to think this through.

Another thing on my mind is how long I’ll actually want to stay in the 21st century.
Right now? I have no idea.
But like I said before, I’d love to be there to witness more breakthroughs with Retrorsum—to see what new capabilities it unlocks.

As mentioned earlier, Charles’s planning a short mission soon—to confirm exactly what year they’ve stumbled into. He’s thinking maybe sometime between Christmas and the new year.

Tuesday, August 25, 1931, 8:11 PM 

Gateway Hotel, Las Vegas, Nevada

Well, the clock’s ticking—my time to return to a future I’ve never even been to is almost here.
This whole situation is so fucking bizarre. I’m all over the place when it comes to time.
And to top it off, I’m leaving all my stuff here in the room at the Gateway. It’s like I’m just stepping out for a walk, because when I come back, everything will still be right here waiting for me.

Charles told me they even grabbed a few of my old clothes from my apartment in Providence—the one I used to have—so I’ll have something to wear when I land in 2033.
Because yeah, I’d look pretty ridiculous walking around the future in this shit.
Unless it’s a black-and-white party. Then I’d totally blend in.
Charles and I are heading out soon—it’s our last night out here.
The day after tomorrow, we’ve got to be up early to catch a cab out into the Mojave Desert.
I might take him over to the Desert Inn Nightclub—depends on what’s happening there tonight.
The music’s always good, at least.
I have to admit, I’m seriously looking forward to a cold APA—or IPA—when I get back to the 21st. It’s been way too long since I’ve had one.

I’ve also been thinking about upgrading some of my 21st-century gear. Charles said he only brought two tablets with him on his 1908 trip—maybe I’ll pick up something similar.
Also thinking about getting one of those solar chargers—they’d come in handy.
And now that I’m thinking about it, I should probably hit a Walgreens or something when I’m back—stock up on toiletries.
Some of the stuff here in the 1930s is... funky, to say the least. Might as well take advantage of the chance while I’ve got it.
Okay—Charles just texted me.
We’re heading out.
Still weird as hell to say that in 1931.

Wednesday, August 26, 1931, 1:41 PM 

Gateway Hotel, Las Vegas, Nevada

Wow. We didn’t get back to our rooms until almost 4 a.m.

The Desert Inn Nightclub was packed, and they had some of those funky beers with scratched off labels—plus that god-awful bathtub gin. It was hilarious watching Charles try to choke it down. He looked at me like, “How the hell did you survive two months here?”

The band was doing their usual blues set—these guys are seriously good—but James, the guy from Mississippi, wasn’t there for some reason. Kinda missed seeing him play.

It’s a strange feeling, showing someone from the 21st century around my favorite haunts here in Prohibition-era Las Vegas.
I felt like a damn tour guide, giving Charles the inside scoop on the best places to grab a drink.
If we’d had more time, I would've shown him some of the other joints—like the Red Rooster or that Pair O’ Dice Club. Hell, maybe I’d even introduce him to that bitchy old woman I had a run-in with a few weeks back. (Still not over that.)

We’ll probably lay low tonight since we’ve got to be up crazy early tomorrow to catch a taxi out to the departure site.

It’s funny—according to my journal, I bring Antoinette out to that same spot twice in the future. I told Charles it shouldn’t be a problem finding a taxi that early.

The whole thing feels like we’re catching a red-eye flight—except instead of heading to the airport, we’re disappearing into the desert. The taxi driver is sure in for a weird-ass request.

––––––––
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Wednesday, August 26, 1931, 8:36 PM 

Gateway Hotel, Las Vegas, Nevada

We just got back from the café downstairs. We had dinner, and now Charles is back in his room. We’ve both set our alarms for around 4:30 a.m. Tomorrow morning, we’ll grab some life-giving coffee, then catch a taxi out to the site.

At this point, I think Charles qualifies as a veteran jumper—this will be his fourth jump to an alternate year. Tomorrow’s will only be my second. He told me that some of the issues with temporal sickness have eased up, which is great news for me—because when I arrived here in 1931, I felt like absolute shit.

Charles said James explained that a few aspects of the portal have since been stabilized or optimized—something along those lines—which helps lessen the side effects on arrival. Whatever it is, I’ll take it.

I’m guessing tomorrow’s jump is going to feel like major jet lag. We’re scheduled to jump at 7:01:42 a.m. here and arrive in 2033 at 4:51:22 p.m.—just under four minutes later from Nick and James’s perspective since Charles first left.

But for Charles and me, that’s gonna be rough. It’s like leaving at sunrise and arriving instantly in late afternoon. I’m hoping Nick has something alcoholic waiting when we get back.

One nice thing is that Retrorsum has kept the same departure and arrival times as when I first jumped to 1931. There’s something comforting about that consistency.

I’m definitely going to miss the warm Vegas weather in August.
Providence in December? Cold as hell. And I’m definitely not used to that anymore.
Alright, I think that’s it for now. Time to hit the hay. We’ve got an early morning ahead, and after coffee, our next stop is:

December 23rd, 2033, 4:51:22 p.m., Samsara-Ware Industries Lab, Providence, Rhode Island.
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​December 23rd, 2033 16:51:22
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The atmosphere in the lab is electric with tension as Nick and James anxiously await the return of Charles Damron and Will Patterson. Every second drags, the anticipation mounting—until, with a sudden rush, the three minutes and fifty-two seconds finally tick down.

Almost simultaneously, Charles crashes onto the air mattress, immediately followed by Will, who narrowly avoids a collision as he shifts to one side. The tension breaks like a wave, giving way to overwhelming relief—then excitement—as both men safely return to the lab.

They quickly shrug off their backpacks. Will tries to stand but stumbles on the mattress in his haste, while Charles, more composed, rises smoothly and offers quick embraces to both Nick and James, thanking them for a successful mission.

Then Nick turns and locks eyes with Will, a look of disbelief washing over him. The weight of the moment hits: Will is back—standing in the same lab at Samsara-Ware Industries where he disappeared over three years ago in their time.

Will steps off the mattress and into Nick’s arms, and they share a long, emotional embrace. James joins them, completing the reunion, and the three stand together, overwhelmed by the reality that Will has finally returned. The emotion is deep. Time collapses in on itself as the lab becomes the setting for a rare and profound moment of connection.

After nearly five emotional minutes, Nick finally breaks the silence.
“What took you so long?” he asks, half-laughing.
Still stunned, Will eventually responds,
“Sorry, guys. I just got caught up in things back in ’31... but it feels good to be back.”
He pauses to take in the lab, noticing the sleek upgrades to Retrorsum and the larger screens at both Nick’s and James’s workstations.

Nick begins explaining the changes—detailing the hardware upgrades done over the past year that gave Retrorsum new capabilities, including the ability to resume a past jump to the past. He goes on to highlight  other breakthroughs and refinements that made Will’s return possible.

Will, still adjusting, turns to them both.
“So... how are your families? James—did you ever tie the knot?”
James grins and fires back without missing a beat:
“Fuck no!”
With the initial wave of emotion finally ebbing, Nick turns to Will and offers:
“How about a beer?”
Will grins.

“Hell yeah! But you know, Charles and I just woke up a few hours ago, but this’ll be the first APA I’ve had in two months!”

From Nick and James’s point of view, it’s been over three years since Will last had a proper drink. Will takes his first sip and exclaims,
“Man, this shit tastes good!”
Nick raises his glass and says,
“Will, we all missed you. We’re glad you’re back.”
All four raise their drinks in a heartfelt toast—the first time all of them have shared a celebration together in the lab. The focus then shifts to Charles, the man who made this reunion possible. Nick reminds Will that it was his recommendation that led to Charles joining the team—and ultimately to Charles tracking him down in 1931 and bringing him home.

Nick adds that they’ve arranged an apartment for Will—he can stay as long as he likes.

Later, James and Nick begin joking about the clothes Will and Charles are still wearing— remnants of 1930s fashion. The sight draws big laughs, lightening the mood even further. The lab is buzzing with joy and disbelief on this Friday before Christmas, 2033.

James adds,
“And you’re about to see another year soon... 2034!”
As the evening winds down, Nick mentions he’s made dinner reservations at one of his favorite spots downtown. Will jokes about showing up in full 1930s attire.

“Oh, fuck no,” Nick laughs.
“That shit’s ugly. Besides, I’ve got some of your old clothes in the back—pulled them from your old apartment. The rest’s already waiting for you at your new place.”
Will turns to Nick, sincere:
“Nick, hey man—thank you. I mean it. For the apartment, for all of this... thanks again.”
Nick grins and replies,
“Will, I’m just glad you’re back. I don’t know how long you’re planning to stay, but every moment I get to see your ugly face—that’s good enough for me.”
The two share a final, heartfelt embrace.

Then Will calls out with a smile,
“C’mon, everyone—let’s go!”

Saturday, December
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