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Writing is both exciting and challenging, leading your mind into a new, almost unconscious dimension that those never venturing into the realm of fictional writing will ever experience. Even though exciting and stimulating, at times, the task of completing a manuscript would be doubtful without the love and support of family and friends.
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​​Chapter One - Glimpse
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“Dad, I’m going to be late.”

“Okay, Jim,” John said, “I’ll be right there.” He continued scratching figures on a pad of paper.

“No you won’t! I’m going to miss the game.”

John dropped the pencil and stood, “I think I’ve got it.”

“You always, ‘think you’ve got it,’ but it never works.”

John locked the door as he left the workshop and started for the garage with Jimmy beside him. They got into the truck and backed out of the garage, John turned the truck around, heading toward the road.

“Why do I always have to come and get you? You know what time coach wants me there.”

“In four more weeks, you won’t have to wait for me,” he glanced at Jimmy, “you can drive yourself.”

“Yeah; Then I won’t have to bother you anymore.”

“You are no bother; you know I like to go to your games. I like to watch you play.”

“But you’d rather be playing with that stupid machine. That’s why Mom left.”

“No, I wouldn’t, and you know I love your mother. It’s just that—I get involved. You know how I am. I didn’t want her to leave.”

“Why didn’t you try to stop her?”

“She’d made up her mind, and now she’s with Arnold.”

“You should’ve spent more time with her, then maybe she would have stayed.”

John continued down the road and turned onto the main road to town: “I was going to as soon as I finish—”

“There’s always another experiment or something new you’re trying to invent; it’s always the same. Why did you get married and have a family?”

“Why didn’t you go with her?”

“I thought about it at first then she met him, you know he isn’t fond of kids.”

John stopped at the red light near the edge of town. “I bet if you asked her, she’d leave him; you know how much she loves you.” The light changed, and he drove on, heading to the ball field.

“Then who’d take care of you? You don’t eat right and stay up late. I’m surprised NASA doesn’t fire you, you’re late so often.”

“I do my job.”

“Yeah, but it’s too easy for you here; you should’ve stayed at JPL.”

“I like Florida and so do you ... and your mother. I have more time to work on other things.”

“I know ... that’s the problem.”

“I think I’ve found the problem, Jim; the convergence of the three magnetic fields is critical, the vectors–”

“You know I don’t like it when you start talking technical ... I’m not like you.”

“But you could be. You’re very intelligent. You can be anything you want.”

“I don’t want to be a scientist like you, Dad. We’ve talked about it before; I’m going to play ball then teach history.” Jimmy saw his coach standing with his hands on his hips, glaring, as his father pulled in and parked. “He’s mad; he’s not going to let me play.”

“Yes, he will; he needs you; you’re too good; he’ll lose without you.”

“The whole team’s good, and you know it.”

“That’s true, but you make winning easy,” he said, as Jimmy got out, “don’t throw your arm away.”

Jimmy hurried over to Coach Owens, “I’m sorry Coach.”

“I know it’s not your fault, Jimmy; get out there and warm up, we’re about to lose the field.”

As John walked toward the bleachers, he looked at Coach Owens and waved. Owens, shaking his head, looking at him before turning and walking to the field, watching his team warm up.

Jimmy’s team, the Sharks, finished their warmup and the other team, the Bulldogs, took the field. After about ten minutes the game started with the Sharks scoring two runs in the first inning. As the second inning began, Henry Bliss, a friend of John’s, came over and sat beside him.

“Jimmy’s good tonight,” he said, as Jimmy’s fastball whizzed by the first batter.

“STRIKE” the umpire yelled. Cheers rang out from the crowd.

“The Bulldogs don’t have a chance,” Henry said.

“They’ll catch on to him before long,” John said, “and start hitting.”

“If they do, he will switch to his curve, and it’ll be over. I bet the Bulldogs don’t get a run. Jimmy is too good.”

“It’s happened many times, but tonight I think it will be different.”

Jimmy threw his second pitch, “STRIKE TWO!” Again, cheers came from the crowd.

“He’ll get him with his next pitch,” Henry said.

“Perhaps.”

Jimmy delivered another fastball across the plate, “STRIKE THREE!” the crowd roared in approval, and one young girl jumped to her feet, clapping, and cheering.

“Is that Jimmy’s girlfriend?”

“Huh?”

“That girl over there; she goes crazy every time Jimmy strikes someone out.”

“He doesn’t have one as far as I know.”

“I think you’re wrong; she must know him; seems to be more than a fan if you ask me.”

Jimmy threw another strike and John watched as the girl clapped and cheered, almost jumping to her feet again.

“I think that’s the girl from California,” John said, “Jim took her out once, but I doubt he’s seeing her; when he’s not practicing or playing ball or in a Karate class, he has his nose buried in a history book. He doesn’t have time for girls.”

“Well, he’s your son, guess you should know.” He paused. “Haven’t seen you in church for a while.”

“I’ve been busy.”

“We don’t mind taking Jimmy, but you should be going too.”

“I’ll be back.”

“Pastor keeps asking Jimmy about you, and he’s having a hard time coming up with excuses. What are you working on, anyway?”

“Just an idea I have.”

“You’re as secretive as that son of yours, but it’s none of my business.” He stood. “See you Sunday?”

“Maybe.”

The game continued and in the bottom of the ninth with two outs against the Bulldogs the Sharks were ahead nine to nothing, then the third batter hit a double and the fourth batter a single. A tall, muscular youngster came to bat and hit a home run. The next batter went down one two three, ending the game. The Sharks ran to the pitcher’s mound and put Jimmy on their shoulders before shaking hands with the opposing team. As John made his way through the bleachers, he watched the young girl explode with excitement, jumping to her feet, screaming, and applauding.

John waited by the truck for Jimmy before getting in. Neither spoke until they were leaving the city: “Why’d you do that?” John asked. Jimmy looked at him then turned away. “You had a shutout, and you gave up three runs.”

“I was nervous.”

“I’m sorry. Guess I picked up the wrong kid at the ball field; where do you live?”

Jimmy looked at him: “They played a good game. It just didn’t feel right.”

“They lost fair and square. You played better—the whole team did.” Jimmy didn’t answer. “I’m proud of you Jim.” Jimmy remained silent as they continued toward home. “I’m going to try another mouse.”

Jimmy’s mouth dropped open. “No Dad! You know what happened the last time.”

“Pretty messy, wasn’t it? I found the problem; it won’t happen again. The mouse was in the same space at two different times and the time difference pulled it apart. The scene through the time continuum looked a little fussy, distorted, so there was a slight difference in time between the present and past. The object must pass from one time to the next, through a dimensionless and timeless space. It’s a little like the potential hill in semiconductor theory, but in this case, both times resist each other until the vectors are in concise alignment, causing the three opposing magnetomotive vectors to coleus. When they do, an object can slip from one time into another and back again ... I think.”

“You think? You mean you don’t know?”

“Well ... in theory it should work.”

“Promise me you won’t try a mouse, until you’re sure.”

“If I can see through the machine, what I call the diverter, to another time, I’ll know.”

“How will you know it’s a different time?”

“If I set the time to before the workshop was built, when I look through the diverter, I should see the yard.”

“Can you wait until tomorrow?”

“Why?”

“It’s late; we’re almost home and we haven’t had dinner, and there’s nothing at home to eat. You haven’t been to the store.”

“You’re right; we’ll go back to town. Where do you want to eat?”

***
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When Jimmy came into the kitchen the following morning, John was eating a bowl of cereal.

“Good morning,” he said, looking up from the newspaper.

“Are you going to church with me or going to the workshop?” Jimmy asked.

“Well, I—”

“You haven’t been in months. Maybe I’ll stay home too.”

“We’ll both go, but I may need some help when we get home.”

“Okay, but if you put another mouse in there, I’m leaving.”

As the music began everyone’s head turned when John and Jimmy walked into church and took their seats. During the service, John cringed when the Pastor included the virtue of good church attendance in his sermon, and he dreaded the thought of the Pastor’s greeting at the end of the service. He had faith, but sometimes his passion to explore the unknown took precedence over church attendance, and he waited with some trepidation, anticipating the Pastor’s greeting, as those in front of him filed past the Reverend.

“Well-well-well John, this is indeed a pleasure, having you grace us with your presence this morning.”

“Morning, Pastor;” he shook the reverend’s outstretched hand; “great sermon.”

“Are you sure you were listening? I thought I detected a faraway look in your eye during my preaching.”

“True, but not until after you exceeded your normal time.”

The reverend laughed, “Touché; don’t be a stranger.”

“I promise.”

“Fantastic pitching yesterday, Jim.”

“Thanks, Pastor.” He shook the Reverend’s hand.

“Did you mean it?” Jimmy asked as they got into the car.

“Mean what—Sure, I’ll go every Sunday; I promise.”

“Can we get some lunch before we go home?”

“It’s only eleven o’clock.”

“I know but if we go home and you start—”

“Okay. Where do you want to go?”

Neither spoke during lunch. That faraway look had returned to John’s eyes, so Jimmy sat in silence. Most of his friends envied him because of his father, but they didn’t know the truth. Having a father that most considered a genius, had its disadvantages. At times he felt fatherless. He knew his father loved him, and when he was younger, they spent a lot of time together but for the past few years, since this obsession with developing a time machine, Jimmy had almost become resentful of his father’s intelligence.

Sometimes I wish he were normal or even a little stupid. Maybe then Mom would’ve stayed. Maybe then he’d help coach my ball team like he did in Little League. I’m afraid he’ll get this thing almost working and then it’ll hurt him. Mom’s gone, if I lose him I don’t know what I’ll do. He could be pulled apart like the mouse.

John pulled into the garage and Jimmy took his time getting out of the car, still not speaking.

“You don’t have to come to the shop if you’d rather not,” John said, “I think I can do it by myself.”

“No; I want to come.”

“Are you sure? you didn’t speak during lunch or all the way home.”

“What good would it do? I wasn’t sure you were even there.”

“Sorry. You know how anxious I am to try this, but I can see you’re scared; stay in the house.”

“I’m scared because you might try something stupid.”

“You mean the mouse?”

“I don’t care about the mouse.”

“You think—don’t worry, I won’t ... not yet.”

“See what I mean,” Jimmy said, as his father unlocked the shop door.

“Well ... if it works, sometime I’ll have to.” He entered the shop, threw a large switch, and flipped more switches on a panel then punched some numbers on a keyboard. “First we’ll see if we can see through the diverter.”

“There’s no way you’re going to be able to see through the wall of the shop.”

“If it’s a time before the shop was built it should work. You can’t see what isn’t there.”

“I still say it’s impossible. What time will you use?”

“I’ll program in ... 300 years.” He punched the keyboard again as Jimmy watched.

“Why so far back?”

“There shouldn’t be anyone here back then, so it should be safe; no one wandering around, just wild terrain.” He eased a lever forward and the back of the shop, seen through the machine, turned into a mist.

“AAAH!” Jimmy screamed as a painted face appeared in the diverter, and the face screamed at the same time. Startled, John slammed the large switch down and the face vanished as the back of the shop reappeared behind the diverter. John and Jimmy looked at each other in silence, still tingling as their adrenalin returned to normal.

“You did it, Dad; you looked into the past.”

“Where did that face come from?”

“Calusa.”

“Huh?”

“The Calusa Indians; they lived here before Florida was settled; I recognized the paint. The Tequesta are the Indians that lived in east central Florida, but the Calusa who lived to the west, dominated central Florida.”

“Indians; I never thought about Indians; amazing.”

“You’ve beat time, Dad; I didn’t think it possible, but you did it! I’m still tingling.”

“Well, at least we’ve looked into another time. Indians ... hmm ... I guess I need to try a different time.”

“Aren’t you excited? You’ve done the impossible and all you can say is ‘I guess I need to try a different time.’”

“Of course, I’m excited, but what time should I try? How can I be sure—yesterday,” he said, looking at Jimmy.”

“Yesterday?”

“Of course; I’ll program it for yesterday.” He pulled the lever back, threw the large switch to turn on the machine, and began punching the keyboard.

“But nothing has changed here since yesterday. Everything is the same.”

“Not quite;” John punched the enter key and slid the lever forward.

“Looks the same to me.”

“Keep looking.” John walked around the diverter.

“Dad, come back! Part of you disappeared!”

John laughed, “look around the side.”

Jimmy looked around the side of the diverter and saw his father standing behind the machine, intact and still smiling. Jimmy glanced back through the diverter and the part of John’s body behind the machine was missing. Again, he looked behind the machine and then through it.

“I don’t understand? why can’t I see your body in the diverter?”

“You’re looking at yesterday; I wasn’t standing here yesterday, so all you can see is the back wall of the shop.”

“WOW! That’s amazing!”

“If tomorrow I dial in this time and day, you’ll see my torso but not my head unless I walk back here again.”

“Can we quit now? You’re scaring me.”

“Not yet.” John walked around to the front of the diverter. “I want to see if we can send something back in time.”

“You’re going to try another mouse!” John smiled. “Can’t you try something else, first?”

“What would you suggest?”

“I don’t know; how about a tool or something as long as it’s not alive.”

“I see your point; how about my coffee cup?”

“How are you going to get it in there? You can’t put your arm in there; you don’t know what will happen.”

“True. Go to the house and get the mechanical fingers you use to get your baseball glove and other things off your closet shelf.”

“The grabber?”

“That’s it. I’ll use it to pass the cup through the diverter.” Jimmy went to the house and came back with the grabber. “Okay; we’re still looking at yesterday. I want you to note the time when I place the cup on the floor through the diverter.” John used the grabber to pass the cup through the machine, sitting it on the floor.

“I wrote down the time, Dad.”

“Okay.” John walked behind the machine.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m standing where the cup should be; what do you see?”

“The cup and your head above the machine, your body disappeared again.”

“Now pull the lever toward you.”

“Whoa! That’s cool! I can see you now.”

“And the cup?”

“It’s not there. That’s totally amazing.”

“We placed the cup there earlier, and we are going to remove it in a minute, so it’s not here in the present. If we never removed it, it would appear in front of me. Change the time to an hour earlier than when I placed the cup and push the lever forward.”

“You disappeared again.”

“What about the cup?”

“It’s not there.”

“Pull the lever and change the time to a few minutes later than when I put the cup there then reengage the lever.”

“Wow, the cup is there again.”

“That’s because we haven’t removed it.”

John walked around the machine and picked up the grabber. “You want to do this?”

Jimmy looked at his dad then the grabber; he hesitated before taking the grabber and retrieving the cup. John took the cup from the grabber and examined it.

“No temperature change; looks perfect.”

“You’ll be famous Dad. You can write a paper and every scientific community in the world will invite you to speak.” John shook his head.

“No! Why not?”

“It’s too soon, and we have a lot more testing to do.” He started across the floor toward a cage, stopped, and looked at Jim. “I’m not sure how others may use this. You are not to tell anyone; understood?”

“But you should be recognized for what you’ve done.” John didn’t answer as he continued to look at Jimmy. “I know; I promise.” John turned and walked to the cage. “Not the mouse!”

“How else will we know if living tissue can pass through time without harm? You don’t have to stay.”

“I’ll stay.”

John removed the mouse from the cage and tied a string around its neck: “You’re afraid I’ll try to go through, aren’t you?”

“Well, will you?”

“No. Too soon.”

“Dad No—I don’t want you ever to go in there.”

“In time, Jim, but for now let’s see what happens to Mikey.” John adjusted the time to two days earlier and engaged the lever. He placed the mouse in front of the machine and touched its rump. Mikey ran straight through the diverter and tried to get away, but John pulled him back through the machine, picked him up, and examined him. “Perfect,” he said, rubbing its head with his finger. He removed the string from the animal’s neck and put him back into the cage.

Jimmy remained silent during the whole experiment until his dad turned away from the cage: “Don’t do it, Dad; please.”

“Don’t worry; I told you that’s a long way off.” He walked over to the diverter and shut it down. “I think that’s enough for one day.” He put his arm around Jimmy’s shoulders. “Let’s go get some dinner.”

“I don’t like it, Dad,” Jimmy said, as they headed for the garage, “I know you; I’m afraid you’ll take a chance and get hurt, or even worse.”

They got into the truck, and John looked at Jimmy as he started the engine: “I’ve got a lot of testing to do before I’m ready for human trial.”

“But sometime you’ll try it. You’ll go into the machine.”

“Well, I won’t let you do it.” He backed out of the garage and closed the door then drove down the lane to the road.

“Isn’t there someone else you can get to try it first?”

“You’re the one person in the world I trust to know about this, and besides, I wouldn’t ask someone to do something that may be dangerous.”

“See,” Jimmy said, as John headed for town, “you think it’s dangerous too.”

He glanced at Jimmy, “poor choice of words; it won’t be by the time I try it, except for maybe where I go.”

It became quiet for a while: “You should let me do it; you’re too important, too valuable to the country.”

“How about the Olive Garden?” John asked.

“Okay.”

“As far as I’m concerned, you’re the most important person in the world and you know I wouldn’t ask you to do anything I wouldn’t do myself.”

He pulled into the parking lot and parked. They got out and entered the restaurant in silence. Both spoke very little during dinner and on the way home. When they did talk, the subject of time travel never arose, things such as Jimmy’s next game, what he wanted to do when school was out, and since he would be driving soon, buying a car.

But throughout the evening, still lurking in the back of Jimmy’s mind, resided the fear of his father going into the diverter. Even though the mouse appeared to come through the experiment unharmed, there could be some physical or mental effects not detectable in the mouse. He hoped, after more testing, his father would change his mind and forego human testing. His father’s safety would be the main theme of his prayers that night and in the following days until the testing ended. He would ask God to change his father’s mind. In fact, he wasn’t sure God approved of what they were doing.
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Chapter Two – Lost Friend
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The following morning Jimmy found his father’s room empty and after finding the kitchen unoccupied as well, he went to the shop. When he opened the door, his father was busy looking at figures on a notepad and punching a calculator.

“Good morning,” John said, without interrupting his work; “you’re up early, had breakfast?”

“No.”

“Good; neither have I; come on and I’ll fix us something.” They started for the house. “How about bacon and eggs?”

“Are you sure we have any? You haven’t been to the store.”

“I checked, and you’re right I’ll go to the store after I drop you off at school.”

“I think I’ll play hooky today.”

“You could do that these last two weeks,” John said as they started toward the house, “and it wouldn’t hurt you, but you’re going.”

“Aw, Dad.”

They entered the kitchen, and John started breakfast. “I promise I won’t go into the diverter.” He put bacon in the microwave and broke eggs in the skillet. “I told you there are more tests I want to do first, but there is one more thing I want to do with Mikey, and I think we can do it before you go to school if we hurry. Fix the toast.”

Jimmy put bread in the toaster and got the butter from the fridge: “What are you going to do with him?”

“I want to send him farther back in time.” He poured a cup of coffee. “I want to watch him pass through the time void, going from the shop to the outdoors.” He turned the eggs in the skillet.

“Not as far back as the first time,” Jimmy said, removing the toast from the toaster and buttering it, “when we saw the Indian.”

John put the eggs on a plate and broke more in the skillet. “No. To the time just before we built the house. I think it will be safe; no one should be here.” The microwave dinged, and John put strips of bacon on the plate, handing it to Jimmy. “We won’t have to worry about Indians.”

“What difference does it make? We’ve already seen him go back in time, in the shop.”

The eggs finished frying, and he put them on a plate with bacon and toast then sat down across from Jimmy. “That’s true, but he was still in the shop. I want to see him transport through a solid object.” He began to eat. “In the shop, he was still in the same environment. We’ve demonstrated we can send him to a different time, in the confined space of the shop. We know that because we couldn’t see him when we looked behind the diverter, but what about a time before the shop was here? A time before Mikey was born. Is it possible? will he survive? is it possible to send living things into a time before they were born, and through solid objects?”

“Wow! I never thought about that. This is so cool. Why do I have to go to school? I can learn more here at home with you than they can ever teach me.”

“It’s important to have a formal education; just remember when you go to college in two years to not let them suck your brains out, replacing them with their propaganda. Acquire their knowledge not their philosophy of life; you know the truth already.”

“You don’t have to worry, Dad; I won’t.”

“I know. I was proud of you when in your social science class, you took a stand for what you knew to be true, even when the whole class, including the teacher, was against you. You didn’t back down. Later that year evidence came forward to support your argument. It takes someone with strong character to stand their ground under that kind of pressure. Most would back down even though they know they are right. To be a part of the majority is not important. Being right is everything. You even argue with me when you think you’re right and much to my chagrin, quite often you are.”

“Thanks, Dad.”

“Leave the dishes,” John said, getting up from the table, “I’ll do them after taking you to school. Let’s go send Mikey on a little trip into the past.”

They went to the shop, and John removed the mouse from its cage and put a string around his neck: “Turn it on and set the date back about six and a half years and this time of day.” Jimmy followed his father’s instructions. John stood in front of the machine with the mouse in his hands. “Engage the lever.” Jimmy moved the lever forward ever so slow and a mist appeared then dissipated, revealing an open field with some trees and brush beyond the trees.

“Look, Dad, I recognize the trees. They were there before you had the lot cleared. This is so cool; my whole body is tingling.”

John put the mouse down, and it ran through the diverter to the open field as John let out the string, but without warning a large object, a hawk, swooped down and grabbed Mikey. John pulled on the string and it broke, as the bird flew off with the mouse. John pulled the string in and turned off the machine.

“Poor Mikey,” Jimmy said.

“I didn’t expect that,” John said, looking at Jimmy; “Sorry about Mikey.”

“You couldn’t know a hawk would be there. It’s time for school.”

They went to the garage and got into the truck: “Well at least we know we can do it,” John said, as he drove toward town, “but I’d like to have retrieved him and examined him. I wanted him to spend more time in the past before bringing him back. I wanted to observe him for several days to see if there are any long-term effects.”

“What are you going to do now? Dad.”

“Drop you at school and go to the store.”

“You know what I mean; are you going back to the shop?”

“Maybe later. I’ve got to clean the kitchen first.”

“What are you going to try next?”

“I don’t know; I was counting on more time with the mouse.”

“Why don’t you get another mouse?”

“I thought about that, but I need to protect it somehow,” John said, as he pulled up in front of the school.

Jimmy started to get out. “Can’t you leave him in his cage?”

“Good Idea.”

Jimmy stopped before getting out of the truck and looked at his father: “Promise you won’t do anything before I get home.”

“You’ll be home before me. I’m going to the office for a while.”

“Good, then we can go to the pet store together.”

When John got home from work, he and Jimmy drove to the pet store to buy another mouse. When they entered the store, the same salesman that sold John the other mouse, greeted them.

“Afternoon, Dr. Wallen, what can I do for you?”

“Hi, George, I need a mouse.”

“White or gray?”

“Doesn’t matter as long as it’s healthy.”

“They’re all healthy, sir; I guarantee it.” They followed him to some cages in the back of the store. “Are you feeding them to something?” he asked, opening a cage, and picking up a gray mouse.

“Not intentionally. Do you have an extra small cage?”

“Sure, I’ll put him in it instead of the pet box. If you’re using them for food, I can give you a good deal if you buy in quantity.”

“Thanks; I think this should be the last one I’ll need.”

Jimmy carried the cage out of the store and John looked at the mouse before starting the engine: “I think I’ll call the vet in the morning and have him check the mouse over before we run the test.”

“George said he guarantees he’s healthy.”

“I know,” John said, as he drove away, “and he looks fine; even so, I want to be sure before I test him. If he becomes ill after his trip, I want to know it’s from the test, not a preexisting condition.”

“You think of everything, Dad.”

“I hope so; we’re walking on new ground; I don’t want any surprises. I’m a little concerned with aging.”

“Aging?”

“Right. You want to eat out tonight? I don’t feel like cooking.”

“How about that new pizza place?”

“Sure, we’ll put the mouse in the shop first. I don’t want to leave him in the truck, it’s too hot.” He turned onto the road leading to their lane. “I don’t know if going back in time will affect aging or not. I don’t think so, but I’m going to try a few things to see.”

“How could it? I mean, isn’t aging a biologically controlled process?” Jimmy asked, as his dad turned into their lane and headed toward the shop. “Why would going to an earlier time change that?”

“Very good,” John said, as he stopped in front of the shop. “That’s true, as far as present knowledge takes us, but by distorting the flux of time with a three-dimensional triangular aligned magnetic force field, the biological clock may alter. A slight shift in the DNA helices would be catastrophic.”

He got out of the truck and took the mouse into the shop then returned.

“The first time you sent Mikey back in time he came back okay.”

John started down the lane. “That’s true as far as we could tell.” He turned back onto the road. “And I think he would have been okay the second time as well if it hadn’t been for the hawk. However, it is a possibility.”

“What are you going to do?”

“I have some things in mind, but we won’t perform more tests until this weekend. I’m working the rest of the week, and I want more time to think about it and let the vet examine our new friend.”

“I’m going to need a ride to my karate class”, Jimmy said. “Coleman sprained his ankle in Phys Ed today, so his father won’t be taking me.”

Okay; Tuesday and Thursday at seven?”

“Yes. Why don’t you start going again? You won’t have time to go home in an hour, so you’ll have to stay anyway.”

“I don’t know ... it’s been almost a year.”

“It would do you good; you could use the exercise.”

“Okay ... I thought I was supposed to be the father?”

It became quiet until they were seated in the restaurant then Jimmy spoke: “If the vet says he’s okay and he acts as normal as Mikey did going back in time, then what?”

The waitress came and took their drink order then left.

“I’m thinking about building a maze,” John said, “I’ll test him before and after his first trip.” He stopped talking as the waitress returned with the drinks.

“Are you ready to order?” she asked.

John looked at Jimmy: “This was your idea.”

“Large pizza with everything except anchovies.”

“Do you want a salad with that?”

“Please,” they both said.

“Italian?”

“Of course,” John replied.

Jimmy looked at him, as the waitress walked away.

“I’ll run him through it again after his second and third trips.”

“But wouldn’t he get used to it and know his way through?”

“Yes. And if he does, we can assume there is no effect on his mental state. If not mental perhaps not physical either.”

When John got home from work the next day, Jimmy went with him to take the mouse to the vet. When they arrived for the appointment, they waited with three dogs, two cats, and a parakeet, but with three vets working they didn’t wait long.

“What’s the problem with your mouse, Dr. Wallen?” the vet asked.

“He seems healthy; I bought him yesterday; I just want to make sure.”

“Is he from Everyone’s Pets?”

“Yes,” John answered.

“I’ll check it over if you want, but I’ve never seen a sick animal come out of that store.”

“Please,” John said.

The vet examined the mouse then put it back in the cage: “Healthiest mouse I’ve ever examined, and he’s my first.”

“How long do mice live?” John asked.

“A wild mouse, weeks perhaps, but a healthy pet should live 3-5 years.”

“Thank you,” John said.

“Anytime, Dr. Wallen; see the receptionist on your way out.”

John paid the girl, they got into the truck and started home. He glanced at Jimmy: “Think you can build me a maze?”

“I think so, but I’ll need some wood. Are you going to draw a plan?”

“John shook his head. “I think you can come up with one; just make sure it has a lot of turns and dead ends.”

“I’ll draw some when we get home.”

“Good, and I’ll pick up the wood tomorrow after I drop you off at school.”

Jimmy drew several plans for the maze while his dad fixed dinner, and John picked one as they ate. The next morning John went to the lumber company and bought more than enough wood to construct the four by five-foot maze. That evening before dinner they began cutting the wood. Jimmy drew his plan on a piece of plywood and started assembling the walls. The following day Jimmy had built over half of the maze and finished it on Friday before John got home from work.

“Looks good, Jim. We’ll try it out tomorrow, but tonight we’re going out. I’m tired of cooking.”

“I don’t know why you don’t hire a cook and housekeeper?”

“I don’t want anyone snooping around the shop when we’re not here,” he replied, getting into the truck. “Is my housekeeping and cooking that bad?”

“No ... your housekeeping is fine.”

John turned onto the road to town: “And my cooking?”

“Well ...” John laughed, and Jimmy smiled. “It’s not all that bad.”

***
[image: image]


When Jimmy rose Saturday morning, John was not in the house, so he went to the shop. He found his dad busy installing a keyed switch on the control panel of the diverter.

“What’s that for?”

“Just being cautious.” If someone would break in when we’re gone, I don’t want them turning it on. Let’s go get some breakfast; then we’ll let our new friend play in the maze.”

After breakfast, John put a piece of cheese near the exit of the maze and Jimmy put the mouse in the entrance, closing the door behind it. The mouse sniffed the air and started
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