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One

Thursday,  September 2nd,  1971

They were so secretive.

No one knew they existed,  but a few.  They were controlled by the government.  They had an agenda:  certain missions,  certain specific and scientific things they wanted to accomplish with a new 'invention'  this time to find gold:  long lost gold:  a buried treasure.  

And they needed a man with knowledge and courage and strength and guts to go on one of these missions, that they thought it's findings would help benefit themselves and mankind at large.
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Two

He was head of the history department at Howard University in Washington,  D.C.

*******************************************
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IT WAS A MOSTLY BLACK institution,  with an enrollment of about five thousand.  Doctor Simon English, (37) was a brilliant and respected man who knew,  studied and taught history,  particularly the Civil War era and it's aftermath,  his face having graced the covers of Time Magazine,  Ebony,  and other respected periodicals.  He was an engineer,  an inventor;  a writer and so many other things.  But most of all he was a philosopher and knew his way around the field of history:  his theroy he taught to his students:  'if you don't learn from history,  you are bound to repeat the mistakes of it!'

He was sought after by his peers,  sought after for advice and council from the students he taught:  and sought after by the agency that from a distance followed his every stepnoticed his every step.  
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HE WAS AT HIS DESK on the campus of Howard on that routine day.  He was going over the plan for the next day.  He was also grading papers and checking his mail.  When he was satisfied that he had gotten all the business of the day done he began putting papers in his briefcase and preparing to leave.

There came a knock on his door.  

He seemed a bit surprised.  He wasn't expecting anyone.  It was the five o'clock hour and classes had ended more than an hour ago.  The halls were usually empty by that time.  

"Come in,"  called Simon.

The door opened.
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THERE STOOD TWO MEN in the doorway,  one tall and the other a shorter man.  They stood side by side in the door way,  squeezed together,  not making much room for anything else.  They were unsmiling;  serious in demeanor;  the taller man had a briefcase in his hand.  

Simon raised one eyebrow.  He straightened up.  He stood up.  "Yes?"

The two men entered the room still side by side  walking together in a stiff robotic like manner.

The taller man sat his briefcase on the floor and extended his hand.

"Doctor English?  Doctor Simon English?"  he asked.

Simon reached out and took his hand.

"Yes.  I am Doctor English,"  Simon answered.

They shook hands friendlily.

The shorter man reached out and shook Simon's hand.

The taller man looked back at Simon.

"This won't take long,  Sir.  May we be seated?"  he asked.

There were two chairs facing Simon's desk.  Simon extended his hands to the chairs.

"Please,  be seated,"  he said,  in a state of mystery.
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THE TWO MEN SAT IN the two chairs.  Simon sat in his desk chair.  

The taller man abruptly began to explain.

"Pardon the inturruption,  Doctor,  but we are from the United States government,"  he said.

The two men reached into their pockets and flashed their badges.  The badges simply read:  'U.S  Government'.  There were no names nor pictures  on the badges only  a small red,  white and blue flag.

They put their badges back into their pockets.

Simon leaned backwards into his chair.

"The government,"  Simon said.  Then asked:  "In what capacity?"

"Innovation,"  said the shorter man.  "We have something very important to show you:  something you might find,  very intriguing."

Simon looked at him in an arrested sort of way.

"What is it?"  he asked.
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THE TALLER MAN SAT his briefcase on top of Simon's desk.  He opened it.  From it he took out a small clear  'glass-like'  object of about six inches high.  Simon could see clear through it one side to the other.  In it's center was a thin 'pole'  that reached from it's base to the top.  It to seemed to be made of glass.  The taller man sat it firmly on top of Simon's desk.  

The taller man looked at Simon.  

"There you have it,"  the taller man said.

"Have what?"  Simon asked,  a bit confused.  "What is it?"  

"The doorway to the past,  the gateway to the future,"  the taller man answered.

"Meaning what?"  Simon asked,  beginning to become a bit impatient.

"Simple.  What you are looking at is a smaller version of the larger  version:  A machine that travels backwards into time.  And we aim to prove it!"  the shorter man said.

Simon raised an eyebrow.
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Three

For a moment Simon looked stunned.  

He looked at each of the men,  one at a time,  then he leaned forward into his chair,  put his elbows on his desk,  and put his fingertips together.  

"Did I hear you correctly?  This is a what?"  he asked.

"You did hear correctly, Sir.  It's a time machine. You look as if you need a demonstration,"  the taller man said.

Simon didn't know rather to be amused or annoyed.

He shrugged his shoulders.

"This is ridiculous,  you know.  You Feds are always up to something,  but  I have a minute.  Demonstrate away,"  he said folding his arms and again leaning backwards into his chair,  his body language  seeming to defy their suggestion.  

The taller man reached out to Simon.
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"DO YOU HAVE AN ORDINARY pencil,  Sir?"  he asked.

Simon slid open a drawer in his desk that was in front of him.  He took out a blue pencil,  one of several pencils from his desk.  He handed it to the taller man.

The taller man handed it to the shorter man who proceded to open a tiny door in the front of the clear contraption.  He then opened an even smaller door in the clear 'pole'  within the contraption itself.  He closed the inner thin  'pole'  door.  Then he closed the outer  contraption door.

He nodded his head to the taller man.
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THE TALLER MAN BEGAN to press a series of tiny buttons on the side of the contraption.  The pencil within the inner  'pole'  began to spin in a counterclockwise  way.  Suddenly,  it began to pick up speed and made a 'whirring'  sound.  They could only see a solid verticle line which was the pencil.  Inside the little device it began to flicker and the color within it began to turn green,  then  red,  then blue then green again.  The colors was so bright that Simon had to turn away and the turning inside the device went on for a minute.  

Then the turning stopped and so did the flickering.  The colors stopped changing from green,  red and blue.  Instead,  inside of the device was clear again.

Simon noticed one more key difference.

The pencil:  HIS PENCIL that had been inserted within  the glass 'pole'  was missing!

The taller man opened the outer part of the little device,  then he opened the inner  'pole'  of the device.  He held it up and showed it to Simon.

Simon was livid.

"What happened to it?  The pencil:  where is it?!"  he asked them.

"It's gone,"  said the taller man.

"Yes.  Yes!  I see that!  But where did it go?!"  Simon asked.

The shorter man pointed at Simon's desk.

"Doctor English,  open your desk,  please,"  he said.

Simon slid open his desk drawer.

His eyes stretched.

He reached into his drawer and held up the same pencil that he had given them and that had been placed into the clear contraption.  

*** 
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HE SHOWED IT TO THE two men.

"But I just gave you this pencil.  I saw you put it into that thing.  How did it get back into my desk without me seeing you put it there?!"  Simon asked,  flabbergasted.

"Simple,  Sir.  We told you what it was.  In a manner of speaking,  it traveled backwards  into time,"  the shorter man said.

". . . Horse hockey,"  Simon said to his face,  simply and definately.

"Let me explain,"  the shorter man said.

He picked up the clear contraption.  "The device has a counterclockwise  motion.  It spins backwards,  against  the clock at terriffic speeds.  It spun itself so fast,  that it went backwards into time:  before  you handed us your blue pencil.  Thus it reappeared into your desk,  as if you had never  given us the pencil at all."

***
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THE TALLER MAN POINTED at Simon's desk.

"Replace the pencil,  Doctor,"  he said.

Simon put the pencil back into his desk drawer.

The taller man looked at him.  "Close the drawer,  Sir."

Simon slid the drawer close.

The taller man began to touch the same series of little buttons on the side of the contraption.  The  'pole'  inside the chamber device began to spin forward,  clockwise:  with the clock,  gaining time as it did.  It began to flicker like a strobe.  The inside of the device turned green,  then red then blue.  There was a 'whirring'  sound,  like something mechanical.  Again,  the light was so bright,  Simon turned away.

Then within a minute the device stopped.  The flickering stopped.  And the changing of colors green,  red and blue stopped.

Simon turned his attention back to the device. Again he couldn't believe what he was seeing!  He leaned in closer.  He took his reading glasses that was on the side of his desk and put them on.  His eyes became wide.

The pencil that was in his desk was back in the clear  vertical  'pole'  of the devices'  inner chamber!

Simon was besides himself:  more so than when the pencil had first disappeared.  He took off his glasses and put them aside.  He stroked his chin.  

His mouth was open.

"Hah!"  he could only say.

The shorter man spoke up.

"Doctor English,  look into your desk,"  he said.

Simon opened his desk and to his dismay the blue pencil he had just held in his hand and had put into the desk drawer was gone!  He looked at the device where the blue pencil stood in it's upright position.

"Say,  what is this?  What's going on?  What's this all about?"  he asked,  more serious than he had been with them.

"The pencil has returned to it's original position in the chamber as it was originally placed.  It is back into the present:  like you gave it to me:  in the present.  It traveled backwards into time:  then back to the present,"  the taller man said.

The taller man opened the outer chamber of the device.  Then he opened the  door of the inner  'pole'  and took out the pencil.  He handed the pencil to Simon.  "Isn't this the same  pencil you gave to me,  Sir?"

Simon examined the pencil.  Then he snapped it in two.  He tossed the broken pencil aside.

"A trick!"  Simon said,  with a sideways grin.  "It's a trick!"

The shorter man leaned in to him.

"No trick,  Sir,  I assure you,"  he said.

* * * 
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IT WAS QUIET IN THE room.  

Simon stood up. 

"Then why?"  he asked.  "What's this all about?  How is it possible?  Why are you doing this?  Who let you in here?  What are you doing here anyway?  You want money?  I'm  not rich."

"Doctor,  if we were farmers,  we would call on you if we needed an expert in agriculture.  If we were constructing a bridge or building we would call an architect.  Wouldn't we?"  the shorter man asked.

"Then why are you calling on me?"  Simon asked.

"Come with us and we will further explain.  We promise you,  you will be fascinated,"  the taller man said.

"Oh?"  Simon asked.

"We promise you,"  the taller man said.

Simon picked up the small device from his desk. 

He began to examine it.

"I wonder,"  he said.

"Keep wondering,  Sir,"  the shorter man said.

Simon contnued to examine the odd little object.  Finally,  he squeezed the little object in his hands.

"There will be more things like this?"  he asked.

"There will be more things like this,"  the shorter man answered.

Simon continued to examine the device,  looking at it through the lights,  opening the door of the contraption,  closing it,  seeing it from
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