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What would 1808 President Thomas Jefferson do (really do) if he were here now, was up to date on current events; and was then revealed to the public.  

Jefferson’s Encore is true physics, science plausible and not just fiction.

Folding space with NASA’s Alcubierre drive, the Portal slips into 1804 in an attempt to make scholarly observation of the Lewis and Clark Discovery Expedition and they get more than they bargained for.  Their crossing of the 1804 virgin West is tumultuous and magnificent. Their parallel expedition rewrites known history of pre–Louisiana Purchase Indians crossing the wilderness to the Pacific. 

Acclaimed storyteller David Pickett breaths live into Jefferson a year before he competes his term as President, when Dr. Averyell Murrah finally convinces him to come to 2038 to turn the nation back to the Constitution.  Through meticulous historical research and crafted storytelling, Jefferson and reporter Jim Morris fall into the turmoil of a divided country with lies, deception, manipulation, intrigue, and close calls.  In 2039 the Jefferson you never knew makes a surprise move that changes history.

After returning Abraham Lincoln to his seat in Ford’s Theater milliseconds before Booth fires the pistol, Will Burleson’s Portal team flee a hit team sent by the President and arrives 5 years late at a new secret location.

The team struggles around the clock to rescue stranded astronauts it placed on Sol’s planets and moons with heartbreaking results, and they mount a rescue for two friends marooned in 1865 where over 5 years have now passed.

The team’s Portal slips into 1804 in an attempt to make scholarly observation of the Lewis and Clark Discovery Expedition and they get more than they bargained for.  Their crossing of the 1805 virgin West is tumultuous and magnificent. Their parallel expedition rewrites known history of the pre–Louisiana Purchase Indians.

A year before Jefferson competes his term as President, Averyell Murrah finally convinces him to come to 2038 and turn the nation back to the Constitution.  Jefferson and reporter Jim Morris fall into the turmoil of a divided country with lies, deception, manipulation, intrigue, and close calls.  In 2039 Jefferson makes a surprise move that changes history.

Thomas Jefferson: "Ab eo libertas a quo spiritus":

"The care of human life and happiness, and not their destruction, is the first and only object of good government.”
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FOREWORD By David R. Pickett

‘Jefferson’ is true physics, science plausible and not science fiction.

= the whole idea is to present what would Thomas Jefferson do (really do) if he were here now and was up to date on current events; and was then revealed to the public.  

so let me know what you think.

Best regards

David Pickett 

“There is no success without unrelenting persistence “

"I, not events, have the power to make me happy or unhappy today. I can choose which it shall be."
Julius Henry "Groucho" Marx

"Stories happen to those who can tell them," Thucydides

Be sure to see the movie "The Phenomena"; on Amazon Prime, Apple TV, VUDU.

Be sure to read the Addendums and the Appendices and the at the end of this book.  It's from a lifetime of research.
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CHAPTER 1

THE HARD LANDING
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Wolf Video News Network© had been following the Abraham Lincoln story since he first became news when Abraham Lincoln himself appeared at the Lincoln Library 7 years ago.  Wolf could never get to the ‘bottom’ of it.  The story alluded Wolf and other news networks like there were insiders misdirecting them.  They failed at every turn, being led rather than finding leads.  They were right...

Numerous newspaper people, like Jim Morris, had tried to infiltrate to find out who or what was behind it all.  He knew someone or ‘someones’ in the government was killing to find the source of Lincoln’s appearance and the ‘Alien Phenomenon’ at Jet Propulsion Laboratories and NASA.

Jim just knew that the sensational news about the large hole in the Wyoming mountains that appeared when Lincoln disappeared had something to do with it.  The area of the hole was cordoned off just like a crime scene and every US government agency he knew and others he did not know were on site.  The FAA blocked over-flights and when Jim’s paper, the District of Columbia Ledger, tried to buy real-time satellite imagery over the area, they were given the bums rush. It was blocked.

Was Jim alone in connecting Lincoln with the earlier appearance of a spectacular friendly alien mothership picking up satellites and landers in NASA’s and JPL’s parking lots and placing them in orbit or in place on Mars, the rest of the planets and now most of the solar system’s moons?  Jim’s publisher, J.T. Lowe, poo-pooed Jim’s connecting one stunning event with another just a year apart. Only Jim could see a clear connection.  Until Jim’s persistent wide dragnet for tattle tales got a good friend killed.  Murdered.  Well, executed.

What’s with this Dr. Averyell Murrah, the Director of the Lincoln National Library, who show up shot in the leg in a Wyoming emergency room, at the same time as that hole appeared? 

He discovered that other State ER’s had gunshot wounds at the same time.  They were treated and simply disappeared right out from under the noses of the ‘authorities.’  And there were the ‘unidentifiable’ dead bodies with multiple gunshot wounds showing up in Wyoming.  Local coroner’s juries simply had to conclude them as ‘unknown murder by gunshot’.  Just as mysteriously, the bodies disappeared before the FBI could pick up the bodies to work deep into identification.  Rumor was that they had Russian dental work.  And that the President was hushing it all up.

Jim was doubting his own logic.  At the same time an Admiral known to be one of the President’s long-term lackies and go-do boys had disappeared along with one of his staff that Jim could only identify as ‘Lonny’ who seemed to be a military officer who had been a month at NASA’s zero G training facility.  Jim’s own contacts acted dumb.

Jim got to where he was looking into rumors from everywhere and working to see if they tied to Wyoming, NASA, the ERs and coroners’ inquests.

Am I nuts or what?

Jim did a wide sweep and found that a number of retired and older SEALS and Special Ops military died – suddenly? - that same month.  The numbers were off for a statistical coincidence.  He checked with an Actuarial Science Prof at MIT.  The few death certificates he did manage to get were all ‘natural causes'.  All very healthy persons.  Family / military funerals lavishly funded. Again, that did not compute.  

And two helicopter crashes near the Wyoming ‘hole’ first shown on local news that were now under totally deep cover.  He heard of a local guide who had taken some ‘tough looking guys’ to the site of one of the wrecks, still smoking, and he was run off at (machine) gun point with a big sack of Canadian gold coins in his hand and told, “If he ever spilled the beans he would see the weapon again and it would not be silent.” 

Wolf News had the local video of the crashes but when Jim hired a local hunting guide with horses to take him to the roped off sites, they were swept ‘clean as a hound’s tooth’.  Not even a footprint.  

Professional ‘cleaners’.

They rode on to the ‘hole’ and they were turned back by barricades with local sheriff’s deputies, state police, several sorts of military police, and people in plain clothes in tents and trailers set up at the entrance road to the site.  Even with his DC White House press pass he got nowhere.  

In a fit of genius, Jim hired a local ultra-light pilot to fly him over the site at night while he ran the battery dead on a rented infra-red night vision UHD movie cam.  They illuded what seemed to be a miliary helicopter that attempted to give chase, but Jim’s clever pilot, like the military pilot, had new infra-red goggles provided by Jim, and used the ultra-light’s superior maneuverability and slow speed to kept losing the predator.  It seemed the pursuer was only trying to track them to their landing area and never fired at or endangered them.

The infra-red videos of the hole area were maddingly interesting, and cryptic.

Tunnels? That led to the hole.  Heavy powerlines coming to the site?

More and more questions.  Jim finally sold the footage to Wolf who somehow knew that he had it.  He got a small fortune for it, which just covered his costs that his DC newspaper editor would not cover.

Jim felt the smart money was to keep an eye on Lincoln connection Averyell Murrah and convinced his paper to keep surveillance on her; not ‘Pinkerton’ level, but local private eyes who were cheap and did not worry about being ‘legal’.  They put trackers on her car, and somehow, in her purse.  His paper found an illegal hacker on the run who needed cash that could track and tap her phone and Wi-Fi.  Most people don’t know that the maintenance channel on the iPhone is always active and could be easily taped by available software from Iran. Jim kept his own phone in an aluminum ‘passport’ bag from Amazon when he did not need to talk on it.  The detectives were shadowing Averyell on the cheap, but nothing of interest.  Was this a dead end?

But the trail got cold. None of the newspapers’ best sources in the government were getting fresh rumors anymore.  Even with all Averyell’s iPhone texts, and emails, Jim could not find out what had happened. She was using WhatsApp, the encrypted messaging and phone network.  Evidentially, Averyell had a secure phone that Jim’s burglars had not found.  When he wanted to send his burglars back to find the other phone, his paper shut down the story because it was totally cold.  All public interest in Lincoln’s disappearance and the big hole was gone.  The ‘government” had stonewalled and misdirected everything so completely that there was no story to be interested in.

Old news is no news, and not sellable.   ‘Boring’ is not entertainment.
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CHAPTER 2

LANDING ZONE

[image: ]


The tight knit little crew in the Portal’s control room was picking itself up from what felt like a hard crash. The electronics were still up, albeit on the emergency Vanadium Flow Battery power.  Which was good for a few hours - but if the backup diesel generators did not kick in, they were dead in the dark.

Everyone had an injury from falling.  Natalee, Story, Will, Carl, Ginger and the others were injured from a hard fall.  Will Burleson had a number of hard swollen bruises from where bullets had struck his bullet-proof Kevlar ballistic vest and had done plenty of soft tissue damage.  And he had a massive headache. 

Will limped to the control room door to take assessment of who all was in the building at the jump.  Carl dragged himself over to have a look.  They could still smell the lingering, memorable smell of gunpowder.

They were horrified to see a number of forms on the floor in the dark.  None moving.  

Carl was the first to speak, “We gotta check the invaders to see if any are gonna keep coming after us.  And I pray we find some of our guys.” 

Chuck Story unwedged himself from under his console and looked at the screens; he did some searching and then noticed the floor was tilted.  They had landed unevenly; that did not bode well.

Chuck looked to the door and called to Will and Carl, and to anyone in earshot.

“We landed 5 years and some months into the future from when we initiated the escape from Wyoming.  We managed to illude the government invasion to kill us and Lincoln, and we seem to be at our New Zealand emergency escape site 5 years later with no infrastructure.”

The “emergency escape’ plan had always been, if the Wyoming Portal building’s security was compromised and they came under attack from forces that wanted to seize their advanced technology, to jump (fold) the Portal through the time space continuum to a large remote parcel of land they owned in Southern New Zealand.  Where they could resume operations and once again be anonymous.  They had not planned to land 5 years into their future.  They just had to leave too fast to get the jump programmed properly.  

Chuck Story just hoped they were in the same universe and not in another parallel one.  Maybe no way to tell.

Half a dozen of their comrades showed up, mostly those who had taken refuge in the living spaces or kitchen or labs under the ground level floor from where the control room was.  And a few wounded security guards showed up, and there were others who would die if they didn’t get to a hospital immediately.  Despite Kevlar full underwear and clothing, gunshots could still kill.

The survivors rounded up the bodies outside the control room.  A few Russian Wagner Group SWAT mercenaries and too many of their own security guards who were retired SEALS and Special Ops people with families who simply needed money.  

The survivors were all in shock at the losses. 

Will and his daughter Natalee did what they could with the wounded.  The Portal’s first aid kits and mini clinic were state of the art, but Will and his daughter’s medical skills were not.

Will dragged his screaming, aching body to the communications console where his wife Ginger with a few others were trying to get live communication with one of the satellites that they had bought time on.  None would allow them in.  Five years of nonpayment and they had lost their connections. 

Natalee went to the control room equipment locker and got out a commercial satellite phone.  She knew they desperately needed their head of all undercover operations, Tom, with his seemingly unlimited resources in active and retired military and government.  Fueled with Will and Carl’s enormous wealth from playing the stock market directed by the original time Portal’s ability to see 24 hours into the next day – but no further.  

She tried all the phone numbers they had and either they were disconnected or now assigned to other persons.  

Was 5 years that long?

Story and Carl linked the sat phone to an iPad and found the ‘SEALs4Hire.com’ website that Tom liked to use.  They posted an urgent notice for Tom from ‘Ladybug and Guard Dog’ – Tom would know this was Natalee and Will.  

Now to keep the satellite phone’s battery charged.  

Other sat’ phones came out of the locker and Natalee and Ginger got busy dialing trying to find anyone in their network.  They needed medical evac NOW.  And hopefully secure so as not to alert the locals, or the US President, who they were. 

They had cleverly constructed a faux sham building identical to Wyoming’s time/space portal HQ in the remote Southern New Zealand location so if they had to escape Wyoming, they could land on top of the twin building, and no one would notice.  

That was all well and good, but the New Zealand minimal electric power to the twin building needed to be hooked up to the roughly-landed Wyoming building. Chuck struck out with some of the techs to get that done before backup batteries died and put them in the dark.

Will’s head hurt even as Ginger put icepacks on it.  “We gotta get evac.  Even if it compromises our new location.  We got guys about to die.”

Will grabbed a sat phone and the iPad with the mercenary websites on it.

Nothing with NZ listed.  I just gotta start making random calls.  

Rats!  I wonder if my bank accounts are still working.  

Banks?

“I am a dummy”, he announced to everyone in the control room.  All eyes swung to him as he dialed their DC lawyer’s office.  The operator answered and Will said a password that the receptionist had not heard for 5 years.  It shook her.  She buzzed the firm’s Senior Partner, Ted’s intercom twice and sent the call in on line 7 – the encrypted line.  Ted answered and said one word, “Wait.”

He bolted across the office to the cabinet with the safe and worried the combination until it opened.  Ted rummaged around, frustrated, and found the list of his college fraternity brothers from OU.

Opening to a random page, he went back to the phone and said, “29, 16, 7790.”

Will opened the same list that he had in the control room documents safe; he looked on page 29, line 16.  If was Bob Hudson’s phone number 404-291-7790.

Will looked at the number above it, 303-297-9004; so, the encryption code for the sat phones would be 9004.  He spoke into the phone, “ready” and waited for a tone, then he pressed ‘9004’.  The line clicked a few times and then chimed.  A mechanical female voice announced: “encryption active.”

In about half a heartbeat Will jumped as Ted yelled, “WHATS THIS FIVE-YEAR STUFF?  YOU GUYS BEEN ON VACATION????”

Will gasped, composed himself and offered, “We just landed in NZ, all wounded, some dead.  We need med evac now stat.  Urgent, some of our guys dying of gun shots.”

Ted flinched and took a breath.

I made an ass of myself; they are suffering and need urgent help.

Ted organized his racing thoughts.

“How many each.”

Will felt dizzy and nauseous.  He gasped, “Four urgent gunshots dying, two secondary triages. 4 dead Russians Wagner Group, 6 dead ours.

Concussions; me and others.”

Ted was silent.

“I am hurt pretty bad Ted; you might add me to urgent.  Looks like others with broken legs, ribs, gunshot.  Oh hell, I forgot, how is Averyell?  The Admiral shot her maybe twice?”

Ted had heard the whole story from Michael, the Jet Propulsion Labs Director who was not in the building when it jumped into the future in New Zealand.

“She is fine now, walking straight and running the whole Lincoln National Library now after the shakeup.

Stay online, I am patching Tom in.”

If I can find him.

Taking a move in faith, Ted coded in Tom’s cell / satellite phone, a number he had not used for years.  

It rang!

The phone answered and a voice said “Wait”. It was not Tom.

Ted commented to Will on the same line, “that sounds like one of our house Portal watchers, I think he is gonna patch Tom in.”

The watcher came back online, “21, 3, 1364”

Ted turned to page 21, and keyed in ‘6001’, there was a click, the line clicked a few times and then chimed.  The mechanical female voice announced: “encryption active.”

“Ted, what’s so hot?” It was Tom and he sounded irritated.  He sounded like he was in SEAL mode. Tom did NOT like being called through his watcher network, it offered a double compromise to their security.

Will took the initiative, “Tom this is Will,” his voice quivered, “we just landed hard at the NZ site.  Need medivac morbid urgent.  Four GSW, plus two not critical.  6 USA dead, 4 Wagner.  Send a med team to staff our clinic.  Everyone is injured. Help!”

He did not say ‘hurt’.

Tom, now in SEAL mode for sure, came back crisp, “Got that, I am on it.  I will set all NZ plans in motion.  Don’t shoot unknowns.”

He broke the connection and went to his locked fireproof file cabinet and pulled a file from the back.  It was labeled ‘NZ’.  He was dialing on the satellite phone and texting on his own cell.  There was a lot to put into motion, and all of it had to be invisible. 
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CHAPTER 3

RESPIT
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It was almost dark when they heard the unmistakable beat of a helicopter.  Sounded like two.  Will was in a heap on the control room floor with a worried sick Ginger at the icebags, but Carl and Story headed towards the pull-up door already dressed in ballistic garb and carrying Israeli Bullpup sub machine guns and had their infra-red goggles on.

They peered into the darkness, fingers on triggers, as Willard, the head cook came up behind them with two RPGs.  The lead helicopter flashed its collision lights.  Morse code, ‘SSSSSS.’  

Carl turned on his weapon’s LED flashlight and flashed back, ‘OOOOO.’

He threw a green flare as far as he could out away from the building to mark a safe LZ.  The original twin fake building was under them, crushed flat, causing uneven areas around the hard landed building perimeter.

The contents of both ‘copters flooded in and were directed to the control room and to the basement dining room.  Four stretchers were brought out and evaced’ in a flash; the desperately wounded were in the lead chopper and gone.  Just like that.

Two more litters came from the second machine and were loaded in.  Then the flight crew returned and carried three of the USA dead to the helicopter’s door, it closed and was gone in a blink. 

Will cursed himself when he wondered what this had cost.  These were active NZ special ops soldiers, the KIWIS. Believing they were on a sanctioned clandestine mission. 

Will complained when lifted onto a gurney and was taken by elevator to their clinic that was now abuzz with NZ doctors and nurses.  

Cutting my clothes off?  I am so cold.

He felt the stick and slept for the first time in 5 years.
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CHAPTER 4

TEN DAYS LATER
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Will was on the phone with Tom, Ted was listening in.  

“They lost one of your guys, uh my guys, others will heal.  Their families have been told the cover story we built 7 years ago.  Ditto the 6, uh, now 7 dead.  Cover stories, large cash settlement they think is insurance.  We weighted and dropped the Wagner Russians’ into an ocean deep,  burned the space suits and effects.” Tom sounded depressed.

Ted chimed in, “Oh, Averyell sends her prayers for your healing, and for, well everyone there in NZ. I couriered her an encrypted sat pone. She can update you on the commotion that Lincoln’s disappearance caused.  Public sentiment dumped the Nation’s liberals, DC is now run by conservatives. The elections were a blood bath for the liberals who were stuck with the guilt for Lincoln’s disappearance.  And the end of the alien NASA pickups.  Big public loves gone at the hands of the liberals.”

Tom was back on, “I have several bunches of contractors who will do the work to get NZ operational again.  JPL still makes press appeals for ‘ONE’ to rescue NASA teams that are stranded off-world.  Most all who have not perished, will soon.  As soon as you have an operational date, you should call Dr. Michael Wilson, Director of JPL and the new National Director at NASA too.”

Will knew Michael well, Michael was the only person who knew that Will was ‘ONE’, the ‘alien’ who seemed to direct the ‘alien’ Poral.  And who knew of the fate of Lonny, the President’s undercover operative who tried to destroy the Portal with suitcase nuclear bombs. And Michael had shot the Admiral just after the Admiral had shot Lincoln and Averyell as she tried to shield the 1865 President.

Ted was back, “Averyell was just yelling at me again about two of her staff that you left on the street in front of Ford’s theater with nothing but antique Pinkerton’s badges.  She found some 1867 DC coded newspaper ads that said they had given up waiting for rescue and were heading South to look for farming opportunities.  Good thing she selected men with no families.”

Will had been up in the control room, full of pain meds, over Natalee’s constant objections.  The Control Room team, the Magnificent 7 as they had christened themselves, found the Portal operational but in need of parts they did not have.  The mysterious black ops medivac helicopters began bringing meds, foods, and even some of Tom’s engineers, with parts and other urgent needs until the trucks sporting agricultural facades, started running on their property’s dirt farming roads as incognito as possible.  

The nearby rancher’s landing strip was cleverly improved to take KIWI turboprop troop carriers bringing in all the NZ team’s needs. The rancher was proud to be part of a ‘secret mission.’ Tom had everyone fed, healing, and well supplied.  With Will’s almost endless money and Ted’s clever movement of the vast funds among “understanding” Banks that wanted the enormous deposits.  

Just 60 days after ‘landing’, the Portal was ready to make a trip.  The team was childishly giddy.

NASA had not heard from their team on Jupiter’s moon IO for months but still wanted the habitat returned.  The 7 found it from the memory banks and dropped it on the lawn at NASA in Houston.  It was a solemn task, the habitat was found at nearly 250 degrees blow zero and almost buried under yellow volcanic sulfur mounds.  It was all in the news.  ‘ONE” and his aliens were back with their thunder and lighting, glowing clouds, stunning light show.  Truly, the greatest show on Earth.  

An hour after dropping off NASA IO, the Portal hovered over NASA Europa.  It was lighted and seemed warm and operational but was not communicating.  Finally, a NASA space suited figure came out of the air lock and hailed them via suit radio.

“Where you guys been?  Both our radios went in an electrical anomaly, but five years!  Come on guys.  We ran out of bourbon.”  The Indians had kept their sense of humor, even though they had given up on rescue.  Their greenhouse under the strict eye of Asemia Peppermintwalla had fed them well and the plutonium electricity generators never failed as did their faithful oxygen generators fed with Europa water ice.

It tuned out that Mubasher and Asemia and the other Indians wanted a few days to load samples and data into the habitat before it was lifted back to JPL.  The 7 said goodbyes and returned two days later ready to lift the habitat into their loading bay.  It was stuck to the ice with 5 years of buildup.  In the end they had to cut the landing legs from the habitat to lift it.

Team Europa’s expeditions into Europa’s oceans had stopped a few months after the Portal no longer returned.  Spare parts and additional exploration systems no longer available, there was no way to get back under the miles-thick ice to explore and examine the Europa ‘fishies’.

NASA had actually sent high speed probes to Europa to find out why the habitat was not communicating.  Pictures came back of a healthy habitat and greenhouse, generator building and drill sites.  All seemed normal but no radio contact.  In a dangerous maneuver the probes even passed less than a mile over the habitat to try to communicate via suit radios and to see if there were any radio signals at all coming from the habitat.  Sensors showed plenty of electromagnetic activity, healthy plutonium generators and more, but no voice or video.

Had the Europa team known of the probe, someone could have gone outside and simply turned their suit radio on.

NASA determined that the team was well, for now, but for some reason their multiple radios were not working.

The story from the NASA IO habitat was worse.  The IO lander team communicated daily as system after system failed in the incredible cold and corrosive sulfur and acid atmosphere.  Finally, the last backup environmental systems went offline and the team made a last goodbye broadcast to loved ones as the cold sapped the last of their lives.

The science they gathered was immense.  The Portal team retrieved the habitat and landed it with much ceremony on the front lawn at NASA.  It was a heartbreaking solemn occasion.

After the ‘alien’s Portal’ stopped showing up, Elon Musk’s Starship fleet returned the surviving Mars astronauts, most who died enroute back or in Earth’s best hospitals.  The insidious nano razor blades of the Mars soil always managed to find their way into the astronauts’ and scientists’ lungs.

The teams on the two Mars moons fared better, with some lost to radiation and more lost on the long trips in and out. Two years in space was just too long to avoid the eventual mechanical breakdowns, radiation storms and even the rare meteorite strike that punched holes from end to end like an icepick clean through spacecraft, electronics and people. 

The Earth’s Moon base fared better because it was a short three days from Earth for resupply and rescue of the sick.  Bases were underground and totally away from the sun’s deadly radiations and high-speed particles.  Moonbase expense was crippling, and the science was minimal.  NASA / ESA were making plans for the final evacuation as even the dwindling mega rich tourist money could not justify its expense and minimal science offerings.

Will and Cliff’s ‘7’ team stayed busy for days ‘running errands’ for Michael at JPL and various project directors at NASA.  Mostly retrieving satellites and lander labs that the 7 had dropped off 5+ years ago picked up for refurbishing and eventual replacement into orbit or on the surface of most of the larger bodies in Sol’s solar system.

The Indians demanded that their EUROPA habitat be returned to its base after refurb and resupply.  They appealed to their government for money and rising public sentiment to made it happen.

The satellites and landers that 7 had dropped off in other solar systems close by and some at the extreme ends of the universe proved too hard to find.  In 5 years, galaxies moved a lot.  

They finalized plans for their most urgent journey after rescuing maned habitats.  The two men left behind had been watching the streetside of Ford’s Theater during Lincoln’s assassination in 1865.  Averyell’s Lincoln archivists, friends Mark Dudley and Ray Sweet.  Thankfully she had chosen single men.
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CHAPTER 5

OH, WHERE OH WHERE ART THOU?
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The temporal science was illusive and was a lot of guessing because the 7 had only manipulated earth-time twice, once to rescue Lincoln from Booth’s knife at the last instant, and once to replace Lincoln under the pistol they put in Booth’s hand.

Mark and Ray, the two archivists from the Lincoln Library had happily volunteered to be watchers in the street in front of Ford’s Theater while the 7 extracted Lincoln just before he was going to be shot.  Since, in local 1865 time, the extraction and return were only milliseconds apart, the watchers had seen nothing happen until people began streaming out of the theater.  Stunned, and armed only with their genuine Pinkerton badges from Carl’s antique collection, they mixed into the crowds with their cover as gold prospectors from California with real id’s of two men from Pennsylvania who had gone missing in the goldfields of Alaska.  Like so many others.

Waiting for rescue, they stayed in a nearby hotel until their money ran out and then sought work with their archivist skills in DC’s government.  They checked the newspapers every day for clues and the classifieds for expected coded messages.

After a year, they had some savings that they had greatly expanded with their extensive knowledge of all the details of 1865 and up until Grant’s Presidency, they decided rescue was not coming and they had to plan new lives.  

Now avid newspaper readers and in the DC elite and rich, the two had become fast friends and decided to seek their fortunes and future as planters in the South. Armed with their extensive knowledge of the 1860’s and with clear memories of Gone With The Wind, they headed to Richmond by train, bought a carriage and went land looking.  They hired a smart, clever would-be carpet bagger who seemed to know of everything abandoned or for sale with overdue taxes.  

The fact that Ray was black, even though ‘light’ obviously ‘mixed’, opened doors for the Richmond and state of Virginia Yankee Carpetbaggers who had taken over government and all positions of power. 

The Friends could not bear to buy tax foreclosure properties, operated by good people trying to save their land.  They went far and wide and bailed out the best of the best in fair partnership agreements.  Interestingly, Ray being black was a real plus and became popular with the freed slaves who were now paid employees.  He retained the experienced workers wanting to escape to the unknow North, with fair wages and good housing.  

They were changing history.  Maybe their home timeline Library would notice.  The two had long discussions about their ‘now’ timeline diverging from the timeline of their Library they had left.  With their fortunes ever growing, the two left for Springfield, Illinois to start The Lincoln Library.  Now they were making the history they already knew. 

Their philosophical discussions led on to changing their own old timeline.  Do we find Hitler and Stalin’s, parents or grandparents and kidnap them? Marks and Lennin?  Mussolini?  Foil the Archduke’s killing and stop WWI?  They had the funds to finance much such stuff. 

In a bold move they took the train and bags of gold to DC for an appointment with Allen Pinkerton himself.
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CHAPTER 6

TIME BLOCK
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After the bank of AI sentient supercomputers were online, Will and Carl were busy after another week of trying to make the calculations to get the Portal to 1865 when Averyell showed up at the control room open door.

Carl spilled his coffee in his lap and Will choked on his apple juice; the rest of the 7 just gaped.

Will could tell she was mad as hell.  Looked tired and looked really mad.  He had seen this before, just before she and Lincoln were shot by the Admiral.  

“I commandeered your new Gulfstream; kidnapped Chip and he flew me 20 hours – I have had no sleep - to see what the hell is going on with finding Mark and Ray. It’s a good thing they have no families, but I let them go on your ‘adventure’.  Six years now.  What’s with this ‘six years’?” 

Averyell was too tired and mad to cry, and she was just too tough. 

Will really seriously liked her as did everyone including Tom; and Carl had a crush on her.  She was everyone’s best friend, but now she was really angry.

Will was cringing as the hot arrows struck him...

“Notices from them in the 1865 DC paper stopped after a year.  They started up again a few years later in Georgia and have been running monthly.  

Chuck Story chimed in to take the heat off Will and Carl, “Averyell, we have been trying for weeks to get back to April 15, 1865, and the Portal just won’t let us.  We are determining that there is some sort of time lock that won’t let us return.  We are working out when we can get back; we are up to a year later and the system just won’t engage.”

Partly to distract Averyell’s onslaught on her father Will, Natalee approached Averyell and went on: “When we were there before, we – er, the Portal - never actually left, we put a lock on the 1865 timeline and ‘their’ time stood still until we returned Abraham to April 15, 1865, a second after we took him 4 years before.”

This time Ginger approached Averyell to keep her diverted from poor Will, her kind-hearted husband.  “This is the first time we ever went back in time.  We don’t understand why we can’t get back into the slot we were in six years ago.  We have been working every day for almost a month to get back in, and now we are working forward day by day to see if there is an edge to the block.”

Averyell had cooled down some and now had what looked like more of a pout.  

She blurted out, “I am NOT leaving until you find Mark and Ray, I am going to my old room to sleep this off and I will be back up here to watch ‘youall like a hawk until you find my friends.”

And with that, she stormed out to the elevator, leaving her pilot, Will’s nephew Chip stunned and still gaping.

Thank god she was not that hot on my plane.

The embarrassing silence lasted for a full minute.  Story spoke up. “Let’s start at a year after and work outwards every year until we get a lock.  I have a theory that the 6 years we have been gone have caused a six-year void we can’t get into.  Natalee, work out how many days in 1865 time since we dropped off Abraham. I think that will be the day we can get in.”

Carl thought this was such a brilliant prospect that he went upstairs to his apartment to set out his 1865 clothing and coins.  And the outfits for the rest of the planned away team that he pulled out of the storage form his extensive collection of Lincoln era antiques and apparel, which was tediously reproduced new so as not to look 150 years old.  The ubiquitous undergarments worn in that period were cleverly reproduced in Kevlar; maybe would save a life. 

Carl’s investigators had spent a year researching Californians who had disappeared before 1865 to supply the away team with genuine credentials to match their ages.  The team would be undeniably genuine in 1865.  Experts reproduced ids and letters of introduction from the era for everyone so they would pass any scrutiny.  The Pinkertons help tirelessly with their 1865 California records.

Tom had a carefully picked away team of ex special ops volunteers, including two women, to spread out to find Mark and Ray.  It might be
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