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The Right to Bear Arms


 


Synopsis: The Right to Bear Arms -- A
physics professor is so distraught at his son’s death by a mentally
deranged man carrying an automatic weapon, that he devises an
incredible plan that he hopes will change history
forever.

 


 


Dr. Joseph Martin was going to destroy
the United States of America.

Not with a bomb or any weapon of mass
destruction, but by changing the past. The end result would be that
the nation-state known as the United States of American would no
longer exist. He’d thought his plan out with care and decided there
was no other way.

Only by preventing the USA from coming
into existence, could he stop the gun violence in his native
Massachusetts. And, the only way he could prevent the USA from
becoming a reality would be to go back in time and stop the country
from ever being born.

 


 


It began with a death, as it often
does. Dr. Martin came home from teaching a class in elementary
physics from the university and turned on the television. What he
saw would change the past.

He was an older man who looked forward
to retirement in a few years. The academic world had been good to
Dr. Martin. He was a tenured professor in temporal physics by the
time he was thirty. This was due to some advanced research he’d
conducted on the nature of time. His work led to plenty of research
money pouring into his university in Boston. The school rewarded
him with a professorship. He married early and looked forward to
enjoying his declining years with grandchildren.

Although he and his wife only had one
son, Stephen, the young man was engaged to a woman in the American
History department. Both of them looked forward to following
academic paths.

His wife was away at a teachers’
conference and he didn’t think to call her when the news flashed on
the screen. She was in California, on the other side of the
continent. Even with the breaking report, a shooting at the
university where he taught, Dr. Martin wasn’t worried about her. It
was when they announced multiple victims that he became concerned.
His son was teaching a class near the building listed on the
screen. Dr. Martin looked at his phone with concern and texted his
son immediately. When he didn’t receive a response, he became
worried.

The shooter was a deranged man, once
again. Dr. Martin, still trying to reach his son on the phone,
watched the pale, thin face of the shooter flash on the screen. He
was a psychotic young man on medication. Somehow, he’d obtained a
fully automatic weapon and walked into the building, and then the
man announced he was the instrument of God. The man, Dr. Martin
couldn’t remember his name later, opened fire before a campus
security guard emptied his revolver into him.

It was the worst tragedy the campus had
known in the two hundred years it had been there.

 


 


The news came in later: His son was one
of the victims. Dr. Martin was forced to go alone to the morgue and
make the body identification. His son’s fiancée couldn’t bear to
look at Stephen’s face. Dr. Martin went home and wept for the first
time in thirty years. His wife arrived a day later, as she was
forced to take a direct flight home from California.

The funeral was one of the many that
was held in the wake of the shooting. The death count eventually
rose to thirteen, including the security guard who gave his life to
save the students. Dr. Martin’s colleges came up to him later and
expressed regret. There was an outpouring of support, but none of
it brought his son back.

 


 


His wife was quiet in the months that
followed and Dr. Martin could understand the way she felt. She
hardly said a word to anyone, which is why no one was really
surprised when she took an entire bottle of prescription medication
and ended her pain.

With two funerals in as many months,
Dr. Martin began to slide into grief himself. Even with the
university’s help at counseling, Dr. Martin couldn’t pull himself
out of his depression.

How could this have happened? He
couldn’t understand it. The shooter was a known psychotic. How did
he obtain a weapon of such devastation? Dr. Martin was contacted by
several gun control organizations, but didn’t want anything to do
with them. The damage was done; no speeches would ever bring his
son or wife back.

The shooter had used a fake ID at a
legitimate gun store and Dr. Martin was furious. He thought many
times about revenge, but it would never bring back those he’d lost.
There had to be some other way to keep these weapons out of the
hands of people who never should have has access to
them.

He spent months researching the various
laws governing the distribution of weapons to the public. They all
came back to the second amendment to the USA Bill of
Rights:

“A well-regulated Militia,
being necessary to the security of a free State, the right of the
people to keep and bear Arms, shall not be infringed”.

With that amendment in
place, anyone could argue they had a right to any
weapon.

He knew the amendment was
added in 1789 to the constitution and there was no way to remove it
except by an act of congress. This was not going to happen in the
future and it would never return his wife and son.

 


 


Dr. Martin arrived at a
conclusion: The only way to keep deadly weapons out of the hands of
terrorists and the insane was to remove the second amendment. But,
the only way to remove the amendment was to see that it was never
implemented in the first place. However, to keep it from taking
place would involve preventing the US constitution from being
enacted.

With no constitution, the
United States would have ceased to exist shortly after its
creation. The only thing, which had ever held the US in place
before it was the Articles of Confederation. They were a weak
document and the republic was on the verge of fracturing before the
constitution was created. In his research, Dr. Martin concluded
that with no constitution, the US would fragment in to six
different countries.

He decided this was not a
bad thing. A group of individual republics in North American would
resemble Europe with its myriad nations. Since the nations of
Europe were cooperating, for the most part, in a European Union,
with the exception of the recent ‘defector’ the UK, the same thing
would someday happen in North America. The nations of Europe had
very strict gun control laws, which prevented the kind of mass
shooting which had cost his son his life.

The same thing would evolve
on this side of the Atlantic.

 


 


As a professor of temporal
physics, Dr. Martin knew that is was possible to change time. He’d
written countless papers on the topic and done controlled
experiments, which proved his thesis. However, no one had actually
gone back in time and changed the future. There were inherent
problems in the design of any time machine and no one knew if there
were laws of physics that prevented it from happening.

One physicist speculated
that meeting yourself could set off a nuclear reaction that would
destroy space and time. There were bans on physical time travel. It
was one thing to observe it at the subatomic level; another to send
a man back in time to stop the Lincoln assassination.

Dr. Martin felt his might
change someday. If it became possible to travel through time in the
future, might not the inhabitants of the future take advantage of
this power and alter the past for their benefit? And, might they
not enact laws to prevent the wrong people from going back in time
to change the past? If this happened in the future, then it was
possible there were time travelers around him at this very moment.
All he had to do was find out how they traveled through time and
make the changes that would save his son and wife.

 


 


He put in for a sabbatical.
Concerned about his deteriorating condition, the university had no
problem granting his request. Dr. Martin told them he wanted to
travel the world a bit and try to forget about his personal
tragedy. His colleges told him this was a good idea. They offered
to take care of his house while he was gone.

The time machines were
located in Egypt.

He felt the location for
any kind of time traveling device needed to be in a place that had
the most ancient civilizations. His other location to search was
India, but Dr. Martin was lucky at the first location he examined.
The profile involved searching out spots that were populated, but
had reported people in unusual clothing and language down through
the ages. He used his personal computer and the vast resources on
the Internet accessible to someone with an academic background to
find what he wanted.

 


 


At last, he found a tomb in
the Valley of the Kings with the right characteristics. The tomb
was one of the first ones built and had little in the way of
treasure to attract looters. But it did have doors and passages
carved into the rock interiors that most people assumed were
decorations, since they were mere facades. Dr. Martin realized they
were doorways to other points in time, which could be activated by
the right person.

When he found the tombs, it
took him months to determine when the next time traveler would
emerge. He appeared to be just another tourist wandering around the
ancient ruins, but Dr. Martin spent months exploring the specific
tomb that he knew the time travelers from the future used. All he
had to do was wait for the next one to arrive and force him or her
to show him how to use the time gates.

 


 


Six months after he’d
arrived in Egypt, Dr. Martin waited by the door carving in the wall
of the tomb where he knew the time traveler would emerge. He’d
calculated the arrival down to the last second based on some
readings he’d taken with orbital satellites. He was convinced a
time traveler would show at the precise time. With him was a
package he needed to take into the past. Right now, Dr. Martin wore
the robes of a common field hand in Egypt. It helped him avoid the
security guards when the tomb closed.

In his right hand, he
clutched a service revolver he’d bought from a member of the
Egyptian military. Even in Egypt, guns were far too easy to obtain.
But, he needed the revolver to ensure his plan would meet with
success.

At two in the morning, the
door carving on the tomb began to shimmer. As Dr. Martin watched
behind a sarcophagus, it changed to a wooden door. This was just as
he expected. The stone door carving could become a real one to the
past or future if you knew how to activate it. The door opened and
a time traveler stepped out.

She wore the robes of a
court noble from the fifth dynasty of Egypt. Dr. Martin didn’t care
what her dress was or what her mission had been. He didn’t even
care why she was here at this very moment. His goal was the only
thing he cared about and he’d planned it to precession.

As the women closed the
door, she reached up to a dial that appeared in the middle of it.
This had to be the way it was controlled, Dr. Martin realized, as
he snuck up behind her. Before the woman could touch the dial, she
felt something hard in her spine. The woman turned around to face
the form a man in Egyptian robes who held a gun on her.

“Do you speak English,” he
asked.

“Yes,” she responded with
calm. “Do you have any idea who I am?”

“I don’t care,” he told
her. “Can that door take me to any point, future or past, on
Earth?”

“Yes it can. Why do you
ask?”

He handed her a piece of
paper. “All I want you to do is set it twice. It is to take me to
the location I have written on this sheet. The second location is
on the reverse side. This is all I want.”

“How do you know I won’t
set it to drop you into a volcano,” she asked him. Her eyes were
wide and full of curiosity.

“Because you are going
through that door first,” he told her. “And you will be at the door
at the time I’ve indicated. You will go through the door before me
the second time as well. I know this door can appear anywhere, so
you will have to find a place which will remain intact and secure
near each location. I expect it to be in the same location the
second time.”

“And what if it doesn’t
appear the second time?”

“Then I will do my best to
make sure everyone knows about you. This might not be easy to do
where I’m headed, but I have the will to make it happen.
Furthermore, my presence in the past will cause all manner of
problems if I’m not returned. I will take advantage of all the
knowledge I have to enrich myself and disturb the time
stream.”

The woman looked at him for
a few minutes. “All right, what do I get out of this?”

Dr. Martin dropped a heavy
bag in front of her. “It’s full of solid gold nuggets. I had to
cash out my retirement fund to get it. Gold has always been
valuable. I expect it always will be valuable.”

She reached down and picked
up the bag. The woman opened it and took out one of the gold
nuggets. She examined it with care in the faint background light.
Satisfied, she dropped the nugget back in the bag.

“Okay,” she told him. “I’ll
do it. Give me a few minutes.” She put her hand to the dial and
made some adjustments.

The door began to shimmer
again. It stopped once the door had the coordinates she gave it. As
shimmering stopped, the door became wood again. The woman reached
down and tugged on the latch. It swung into another
room.

“Follow me,” she told Dr.
Martin as she
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