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Lilac

🎵 “Back in Time” by Huey Lewis & The News 🎵

––––––––
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I was working on a decade of mourning when adventure beckoned.
It was early Saturday afternoon. I was in my craft room/sticker workshop on my never-ending quest to feel something again. Perhaps following an art therapy painting tutorial, and drinking calming tea, wasn’t the most exhilarating approach to jolt my system alive, but I’d tried pretty much everything else. 

Sunlight was still streaming through the skylights, flooding the white room with light. I lived in a heritage building with twelve-foot ceilings. I was not sure what this room was used for originally, but my dad painted everything white for me. The idea was to create a tranquil sanctuary to provide a sense of peace, serenity, and security. There were floor-to-ceiling cupboards with doors, a wrap-around counter space with drawers underneath, and an oversized fold-out desk. It felt like a cloud. It was like a Care Bear craft room. I hadn’t done much creating in here. I was so tranquil, I felt nothing. It was not the room’s fault. After the intense pain of Lan's death faded away, I went into a numbness that had never lifted. My best friend—gone. And by her own hands. I felt nothing. There was no good, no bad, I just went through the motions, acting like I knew a human should act. I printed her artwork as stickers for my side hustle and followed painting tutorials stroke for stroke. 

When Lan died, her mom threw out all of her art to the street on garbage day. Her portfolios, sketchbooks, notebooks, journals ... everything. Lan usually texted me most of her digital art, so I had a pretty complete collection. She didn’t exactly leave me the rights to reprint her work, but I know she would have, if she had believed it had any value. I doubt her mother would remember a single piece—she thought it was a complete waste of time. It was good, and it was not just me who thought so, I had consistent orders coming in. Other people appreciated her artwork too. If she’d had more time to develop her style and create more, she could have been living off her art by now, or at least her art and her music, between the two I know she could have made a living. 

I heard voices. It sounded like they were coming from a vent, though I’d never noticed one on the floor before. I ignored it for quite a while because I always had this feeling like maybe recovery was in a magical combination of strokes. I’d almost become superstitious about following the tutorials exactly. There were hundreds of comments below each video talking about the miraculous healing abilities of the process, and I wanted to get there. If I had any strong feelings at all, it was the desperation to get better.

The voices grew louder, so I had a casual glance, looking for a vent. Nothing. 

Well, that’s a little bit mysterious. 

The voices carried on. I finished up the section I was working on and paused the tutorial. I put my brushes in water, washed my hands, then had a look under the counter. I didn’t see anything, but I could still hear voices. I opened the bottom cupboard door and the voices were louder. It sounded like cowboys, talking about construction. The cupboard had a sliver of light along the bottom back edge. I got on my knees and pushed gently on the back wall. It opened a little, as though it was hinged at the top. The voices were even louder. I emptied the few items in the bottom cupboard and put my head inside to peek through the sliver. I didn’t want to be spotted, but I was really surprised my cupboard opened into the neighbor’s house. It didn’t sound like my landlords, Buck and Jan, but maybe they were doing some more renovations. I wondered if they knew this cupboard opened directly into their apartment. 

They haven’t had the place for long. They probably have no idea.

I wedged as close to the opening as possible. It opened into the top of a room. I was lying on my floor peeking into the top of a room about twelve feet from the floor. I only had it open a sliver, so I could see shadows of the people who were talking, but not their faces. I didn’t really want to be spotted, so I just took in what I could.

I was totally disoriented. I closed my eyes. I wasn’t looking into the apartment next door. I was looking into the shop underneath the apartment next door. But if I was looking into the shop next door and downstairs, it should have been the shoe store, but instead, it was a large, empty, wood-furnished room. I put my head down to think. Even if I was on the other side of my apartment, looking into the shop under that neighboring apartment, it should have been the Chinese restaurant. Even if by some strange geometry I was looking into the shop right below me, it would be a furniture store. 

I heard sounds of the cowboys leaving, the door close and a lock click. I pushed the back wall open a little more, to get a clearer view of the room.

It was wood from floor to ceiling. The floor was wide planks of wood, freshly waxed. There were tables and counters of wood—all freshly made and stained. The walls had built in shelving, older than the furniture, but well cared for. It looked like an old-fashioned candy shop, or something you’d have seen in Anne of Green Gables. I leaned through the hole as far as I could without putting myself off balance. Below me was more of the empty built-in shelving to the floor then about four feet of space, and then a wooden counter—like a cash counter running the length of the room—from the front window to the back window. Except for the wooden tables, display units, and counter, the entire shop was empty. It looked like someone was opening a new store.

I couldn’t remember any renovations happening in the shoe store. I anchored my body in the cupboard and leaned down far enough so I could look out the front window of the shop. I saw three horses tied up to a wooden railing in front of the shop. I stared at them in disbelief. I backed out of the cupboard and went to my kitchen window to have a look at the horses. I didn’t see any. I ran out of my door, down the stairs, and around to the front of the building. There were no horses and no railing. I looked in the window of the shoe store. It was jam packed from floor to ceiling with shoes, and a sign in the window announcing: “New Arrivals.” I looked at Buck and Jan’s shop, a furniture store, and it was business as usual. There were people coming out of the Chinese restaurant looking satisfied. I went and looked in the window just to make sure. There were still tables and booths and Chinese pictures and lanterns. 

I stood in the middle of the sidewalk and closed my eyes for a few seconds.

Am I dreaming?

Please don’t melt down. Please, hold on to what’s real. Go back to painting. Just be calm. Calm is better than full on breakdown. 

It was surreal. I walked back to my apartment above the shops, touching everything I passed to feel the textures to ground me. I thought about sliding my hand on the new section of banister to get a sliver, but I wasn’t that dedicated. I was pretty sure I was awake, and slivers are terrible. I sort of wanted to avoid my craft room but was also insanely curious about what I’d seen.

Just paint and ignore it. Do not break down. 

But really, it feels ... good. I feel curious. This is huge. I feel ... excited. 

Scratching a mosquito bite until there’s a big painful sore feels good too ... while you’re doing it, but there are consequences when you stop. 

So ... don’t stop.

I went back in, but cautiously. Even from the door I could see light coming from inside the cupboard that should be dark. I left the craft room and called my brother Kent.

“Howdy.” Kent’s usual salutation.

“Hey, how’s it going?”

“Good, and you?”

“Good. Has today been weird for you?” I asked.

“No ... are you okay?”

“Yeah, I actually feel pretty happy today.”

“Good for you, I’m happy to hear that.”

There was a long pause because I still needed his help, but I didn’t know what to say.

He broke the awkward silence. “So, what are you up to today?” He obviously knew I’d called for a reason and wanted to get it out of me.

“I just feel like maybe it’s a weird day, like—things seem weird, you know?”

“Did you eat gluten?” It sounded like he was trying to decide if this was about gluten or mental wellness.

Gluten makes me hallucinate, everything else of late falls under mental wellness. Usually, if I’ve accidentally eaten just a little gluten, it was fairly easy to pull me out of the hallucination with a little conversation. “Not that I know of.”

“What did you see?”

“Nothing. Really, I just wanted to talk.” I felt stupid.

We had a fruitless conversation ending with him saying he better get going, he had work to do. It was fair, because I was lying to him and he knew it. I hung up the phone and grabbed a mug from the counter, slamming it down on my fingers. It hurt ... a lot. I called my mom and tried to sound more normal. I hoped she would pull me back into reality. By the time I got off the phone, I was 99 percent sure I was totally lucid. 

I went back to the craft room. There was still light coming from the cupboard. I sat on the floor, looking through the open panel to the wooden walls on the opposite side of the impossible shop. I sat there for about twenty minutes, contemplating my insanity. I’d been well for quite a while. I was stable anyway. I hoped this wasn’t a new symptom of my depression. I’d never hallucinated on anything but gluten before. I sat there for a long time, crying. I thought about Lan and how I couldn’t help her, and now, even though I’d been doing so good, I was losing my mind.

Of course I couldn’t help her, I can’t even help myself.

Crying is something. At least I FEEL sad.

I blew my nose, exhaled all the fear and sadness out, got on my hands and knees, and popped my head into the room below. It was empty. I looked out the front window again, the same three horses looked at me, nodding their heads. I took it as encouragement to come out. I eyed the shelving in the wall below me, and decided I would have to exit feet first, so I turned around, cursed myself, and climbed through the cupboard into the room below. The climb down wasn’t bad because the shelves were empty and very well made. I climbed all the way to the bottom and ducked behind the counter to regroup. 

The room had a strong smell of wood and oil. I crawled along behind the counter until I reached the front window. There was a two-inch gap, letting me see out into the street. Unfortunately, my view of the street was mostly blocked by the horse tied up right in front of me.

Suddenly I was tired of hiding. I figured if I was hallucinating, I would just have to accept and roll with it—what was the sense of being scared in your hallucinations? Maybe the only way to conquer it was to embrace it and go forth fearlessly. I ducked under the fold up section of the counter, unlocked the front door, and walked out onto a sidewalk in front of the street.

The smell in the street was strong. Horses, horse poop, and dirt. It was hot and sunny, just like it was outside my apartment. People walking down the wooden plank sidewalks were dressed straight out of a western. I had on a T-shirt and cut-off’s, with bare feet. I felt a little out of place, but really, they were out of place; after all, it was my hallucination.

“Howdy,” I said, nodding my head to the dirt-encrusted cowboy walking toward me.

“Howdy.” He tipped his hat but looked confused.

I kept walking, imagining he probably turned his head to get a rear view too. 

Maybe I’m dreaming this whole thing. Maybe I’m in my bed right now.

This is just a dream, I will not be made to feel uncomfortable in my own dream!

Even though I kept trying to make myself feel brave, I didn’t feel brave. I felt out of place—like everyone was looking at me. In a weird way, it felt good to feel uncomfortable. It was something.

I wanted to climb back up the shelving into the safety of my apartment. I forced myself not to, because I didn’t want this to become a reoccurring thing. If you don’t face things, they come back. Besides, maybe I was on the verge of a breakthrough. Maybe this was some kind of vision with a message of closure. 

When the wooden sidewalk ended, and I had to cross the rocky dirt road in my bare feet, I balked a bit. If there hadn’t been so much excrement, I probably could have done it. Looking back the way I’d come, there was a much horsier street the next block up. Looking to my left, there were empty dirt lots, crudely surveyed. To my right there was a church, with a very small church yard, and a bench. Straight ahead there were a few houses, spread out with spindly little trees. It was still Virden, but it looked like my town had been about a hundred years ago—not just by what I could see, but what I could no longer see—the comforts of home in the twenty-first-century. I knew, however, that if I kept walking straight forward, I would come across Gopher Creek.

I decided if I had this dream again, I’d make sure I put shoes on so I could cross the street. 

I suppose I could just go back and get my shoes.

I walked back toward the empty shop, just to regroup, not to go hide in my bed until the crazy passed. This time, I paid more attention to the shops in between. There was a hardware type store with various tools and nails. I looked through the window and a bunch of dirty faces look back at me. I wanted to face my fears, so I waved, but kept moving. Next up was a barber shop. The barber was using a straight razor. 

How cliché. 

They paid me no mind, so I kept on walking. The horses tied up along the way seemed mildly interested, I guess because there was nothing else to look at. 

Suddenly, I heard a loud racket. I fully expected Dick Van Dyck to start singing “Chitty Chitty Bang Bang.” Coming down the street was a huge car my uncle would have loved to have seen.

Ah, if only he was as mentally imbalanced as me. 

It was black with silver finishings. It made my little Toyota Camry hatchback look like a Delorian. A man with a bowler hat, round metal glasses, and a waxed moustache was driving. Beside him was a proper looking lady in a hat with a parasol, squinting at me. It was hard to tell if the dusty road was making her squint, or if she was trying to look at me. I preferred to believe it was the microscopic feces irritating her eyes, and not my lack of proper attire. The horses seemed more disturbed by the noise than I was. Along the entire block there were probably fifteen horses tied up, and all of them were shifting hooves, nodding heads and flapping tails. I was impressed with the car, but the ride looked bumpy. Everyone I could see on both sides of the street was staring at the car. 

I suddenly felt invincible and incredibly friendly. I ran into the street. I imagined I would jump on the back and say something like, “Would you mind giving me a lift to the crick?” When I made it to the car, I realized it wasn’t the kind with a suitcase mount on the back. I spooked the driver who swerved, spooking a couple horses. There was a great commotion. 

Why are passing opportunities irresistible to me? If my choice is do nothing or go now, I always pick go now! It’s definitely my biggest toxic trait. 

The next thing I knew, I was laying on a hard couch looking up at a wood plank ceiling. There was a beautiful and capable looking woman about my age, wiping my face with a cloth.

“You’re awake.” She looked both relieved and curious.

I wasn’t sure what to say because I wasn’t sure what was going on, so I just took it all in.

“Motorcars are dangerous.” She looked irritated with the thought, but caring toward me.

“Where am I?”

“You’re in the back room of the post office. I was sorting the mail back here. Some men carried you here, from the street, you had an accident,” she spoke gently.

I imagined how much trouble I must have been to carry. It made me laugh a little to think of men carrying me into the post office. I was confused again. 

When did I get to the post office?

“What am I doing at the post office?” I sat up. Everything was old fashioned, yet brand new. 

Obviously, this hallucination isn’t over.

“I asked them to bring you here. I don’t think you should get up yet.” She gently pushed my shoulder until I lay back down. “You have a bit of a gash on your head. It hasn’t stopped bleeding yet. My friend is coming to dress it for you. She was a nurse in the war.” 

“Thank you.” I wasn’t sure what else to say.

“Where are you from?”

“Um,” I wanted to say Virden, but it sure wasn’t this Virden. “I’m traveling. Do my clothes give me away?”

“Well,” she paused,” I just haven’t seen you before. You didn’t have any shoes on when they carried you, do you know where you put them down? I’ll fetch them for you.” 

“Oh ... thank you. I’m not sure actually. I haven’t seen you before either, I’ve only been here a rather short while. It’s a rather complicated story, and I’d rather not speak of such things.”   That’s a lot of rathers ... Is this the extent of my old-timey language abilities?

“That’s fine. Are you hungry?” She held up a piece of buttered bread.

I was pretty sure she would not know what a gluten allergy was. 

I can’t have allergic reactions to food I eat in dreams. 

“I wasn’t until you asked, but that looks really good.” I held out my hand to take the bread. She gave it to me on a plate.

“Here you go.”

“Thank you.” 

I took a bite from the corner. It was amazing. It had a slight crunch to the crust, but inside was fluffy, sweet, and buttery. The butter was the creamiest butter I’d ever tasted. The woman was laughing at me, which made me realize I was making all sorts of noises of delight. I couldn’t help it. The bread was like cake and the butter like creamy icing. 

“This is amazing. I mean this is the best bread and butter I’ve ever tasted in my life. Where did you get it?” I asked.

“I made it this morning before work. ... I’ve never seen short pants before.” As soon as she said it, her face turned red. 

“Oh, yes. I saw some women in New York wearing them. I just shortened some of my brother’s pants for myself. They’re much cooler in the hot weather,” I said, hoping it was a good cover.

“You’ve probably never seen this before either.” Don’t ask me why, but I lifted my arm to show her my hairless armpit. 

She jumped back like I’d just mooned her, or worse.

“It’s very popular in ...” I was going to say Paris, but I was pretty sure it still wasn’t popular in Paris. “... in Toronto.” 

“Oh. Well. Not in Virden. Everyone thinks you’re in your underwear.” She laughed. “To tell you the truth, you’re the most interesting thing to happen in Virden in a long time. Where did you come from?”

I had no idea about train schedules or busses, or even if they had busses. I figured everyone probably knew what everyone else was doing. It was going to be hard to come up with a good answer. I took another bite of bread, then held up my finger, “asking” her to wait while I chewed and tried to think.

“She came with me,” said a tall, strikingly handsome man around our age. “I brought her with me today from Brandon—she’s my wife.” 

~ ~ ~
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The woman looked surprised, but I can tell you I was more so. 

My whole body flushed. Not just my face, I could see my skin go pink, right down to my toes.

There’s the jolt I’ve been waiting for. Do not wake up. Do not wake up. This is getting interesting.

“Zeta, you’ve got customers at the counter. I can look after her.” He urged her out of the room.

He watched Zeta leave, then turned back to me.

“I know who you are. Well, not exactly, but I know where you’ve come from. You’re from the future, from Virden in the future. You came through the portal in the bottom cupboard in the apartment above the accountant’s office.” His eyes twinkled at me. 

I choked on my bread and butter. “What do you mean?”

“I came through the same portal, eight years ago.” There was a devilish charm to his smile. No man ever looked at me like that before, not even in my dreams. I mean I’d seen the look before but never directed at me. 

“Eight years is a long time, do you ever come back?” I couldn’t help but wonder how to interpret a dream about going back in time, meeting a person who left my reality eight years earlier and asking them if they ever go back. 

Is my subconscious considering a break from reality, or considering rejoining everyone else’s reality, and letting go of whatever protective isolating mental state my outside self might be in right now? 

None of this is easy. 

“I did for the first several weeks, but no, not after ... a while.” He looked out the window. There was no distant view to look to, the window faced a brick wall, but he wasn’t looking at that either, he was looking into his past, which was the relative future, a long way off. “I need to use your computer.”

“Okay, let’s go.” I shoved the last bit of bread in my mouth and followed him. I waved goodbye to Zeta.

“But wait, the nurse!” she said.

“I feel much better, I think all I needed was a bit of rest and your healing bread!”

We walked out the front door and I made a mental note to repay her kindness if I had the chance.

“Where’re your shoes?” he asked when we moved toward the street.

“At home. I didn’t exactly know I’d be time traveling.” ... I smiled at him.

“May I?” he asked.

I had no idea what he was going to do, but whatever it was, I had no objection.

“Please.” I smiled.

He lifted me like we were newlyweds crossing the threshold. 

This is the best day of my life. 

“When I first started coming, the shop was used for storage, so nobody was ever around. It will be more difficult with them putting something active in there. I’m not sure when they plan to open the new shop. I’ll have to see what I can do ... maybe I can buy us a little time.” He wasn’t even struggling with his words as he carried me across the street.

Let’s make this legal, for realz. 

Breathless and struggling to stand on my own when he put me down, I tried to make conversation. “What year is it?”

“Nineteen twenty.” He opened the door to the empty shop.

“What’s your name?” That probably should have been my first question.

“Sam.”

“You probably have twenty thousand emails in your inbox, Sam.” I laughed. 

“Probably. I’ll wait here. Can you bring it down?” He smiled.

“Sure.” I climbed up the shelving and handed my laptop down through the opening. “Internet works down here?” 

“It did for me before.”

I don’t have anything super sensitive on my computer, except everything and all my passwords. I climbed down from my apartment and peeked over his shoulder at what he was doing. He was googling people. 

“Dammit.” He slammed his fist down on the counter.

Yikes.

“What?” I asked. 

“Sorry. I have been trying to change some things in a future timeline. It appears I was unsuccessful. I need your help.” He smiled and pleaded with raised eyebrows.

“O ... kayyy.” I was a little concerned, but curious, it felt good to wonder.

“We need to get you some clothes and shoes, but first you need to put this back.” He closed the laptop and handed it to me. “Do you have a dress and some simple dress shoes you could put on?”

“I do.”

I kind of liked his take charge attitude. My get-up-and-go had gone-up-and-left when Lan died.

I hurried back up to my apartment, left the laptop on my desk, and changed in a mad rush. I didn’t want him to disappear. Climbing back through the portal I asked, “Is this okay?”

“Perfect.” He smiled. 

We walked a few short blocks with people staring at us all the way. I heard the word “wife” in many not-so-subtle whispers.

A bell rang as we went through a door. A petite lady came to help us. The shop was full of fabric, lace, hats, and frilly things. There were a few ready-made dresses. She looked at me like I was a Sasquatch. I felt like a Sasquatch. Sam didn’t seem to notice. Who was I to care if they’d never come across a hormone fed woman from the twenty-first century before?

The lady huffed and puffed and measured me all up. Sam made the arrangements for pickup.

“Good, let’s go.” He ushered me out. Half a block down the street, he unlocked a door, and we went up a staircase to a large room above a shop. It was similar to my apartment, only there were no rooms, it was just one big open space. There were tables with books, and notes, and all kinds of projects on the go.

No sooner did we get through the door than there was a knock on it.

“Sam, I heard—" A genetically blessed man stopped short at the door.

“Clive, this is ...” His eyes widened, which I took to mean he just realized he didn’t know my name.

“Lilac. Pleased to meet you.” I outstretched my hand.

“How do you know each other?” Clive shook my hand but didn’t look at me.

“She came through the portal.” 

Clive sat down.

“He knows, he’s the only one who knows,” Sam said to me.

“Can I see?” Clive asked.

“Would that be all right?” Sam asked me.

“What, come through the portal? Sure.” I was fake married to one hottie, but then another hunk of a man was begging to come through a portal into my apartment. This was my favorite kind of dream. 

“Just remember, the story is—she’s my wife,” Sam said to Clive, then to me, “I needed an excuse to be alone with you, this is 1920.”

“What excuse do I have to be alone with her?” he asked. “You’ll have to come through the portal with us.” 

“I’ll go with you to it, but I’m not going to try to go through. You don’t need me with you in the future,” Sam said. Clive raised an eyebrow.

Sighing, Sam said, “It didn’t work.”

“What do you mean?” Clive asked.

“The same thing happened.”

“Oh,” Clive said.

“What happened?” I asked.

“I’ll tell you later. How about you take Clive on a tour. I need to think,” Sam said.

“Sure.” Whatever he was upset about when he was on the computer was obviously a big deal. Emotional. I could give him all the time he needed. 

We walked back to the portal. 

“Could I use your laptop while you do the tour?” Sam asked.

“Absolutely.” I climbed up and retrieved the laptop. I handed it down to him and he went right to work.

Clive came up through the portal. 

I wish I’d known I was having company. 

My place wasn’t messy, but not totally company tidy either. 

It took us ten minutes to get out of my craft room because he wanted to know what the iPad, printer, and Cricut were. I gave him a little demo. His mind was sufficiently blown. Super simple things, like my couch, were so foreign to him. He couldn’t get over how comfortable it was. The dishwasher, fridge, and stove impressed him. The washing machine and dryer were almost too much for him. The real insanity was TV and video games, the incredulous look on Clive’s face was priceless. 

Even though he appeared interested, I notice he never looked at me directly in my face or in my eyes. He had a handsome profile, but I couldn’t get a good look at his whole face. Like a sign in a dream—you can’t quite read it, because the light is too bright or the paint is too washed out. 

“Did you just move in?” Clive asked.

“I’ve been here a year and a half, I guess.”

“Who’s this?” He pointed to the picture of Lan on my fridge.

“My best friend, Lan.”

“I thought she must be important, it’s the only picture you have up, even though your studio is full of paintings.”

I looked around. He was right, I hadn’t even noticed. I had a postcard of the Eiffel Tower laying on top of the fridge. I pulled the magnet from Lan’s picture, overlapped the two pictures and used the magnet to stick both to the fridge. 

“There, I just doubled my pictures.” I laughed.

Clive visibly shuddered when he saw the Eiffel Tower. “Have you been to Paris?”

“No, but I feel like if I could go there, I could get bet—” 

Wait, stop. Clive and Sam don’t know me as damaged. I’m not “broken” with them. Hold on to that freedom.

“I want to go to Paris to write a book,” I said.

“I’ve been there. It’s not a peaceful place to write a book. But hopefully by now they’ve cleaned up after all the bombing.” 

I took down the Eiffel Tower postcard. “Were you there ... in World War I?” I calculated.

“There’s more than one?” He hung his head. “I thought it was the Great War—to end all wars.”

I was not ready to lay the problems of the world on him. If he was physically upset by a picture of the Eiffel Tower, he could hardly handle the enormity of what had happened since 1920.

“Where would you go?” I asked.

“The Sandwich Islands.”

“Sounds delicious.”

He laughed. “My great grandfather worked for the Hudson’s Bay Company at a post in the Sandwich Islands when he was young. For my grandfather’s whole life, he told him about the strong people, fertile land, good food, and pleasing weather. My grandfather told those stories to my father, who then told them to me. I’m sure there couldn’t really be such a paradise, but I hope to find out. I think if you want to write a book, you should go to the Sandwich Islands, not Paris. It took him many months to get there, but you will have more to write about the journey.” 

I was curious. “Now I have to know where this is.” 

I grabbed my iPad and looked up Sandwich Islands Hudson’s Bay Company. “It’s called Hawaii now.”

I showed him on the map, then zoomed out to show him where we were in relation.

“Mmmmm, many months,” he said.

“Not now it isn’t. We can fly out of Winnipeg today and get there by tomorrow morning.”

Clive looked at me for the first time, right in the eyes, like he was searching for lies. I had to catch my breath, feeling an instant connection. 

It’s not a connection, he’s just gorgeous. 

“Tomorrow?” he asked.

“Yes.”

He whistled. “Not in any plane I’ve ever flown.”

“You’re a pilot?” I was a little obsessed with aviation. Or, I used to be, before Lan died. When I used to care about things.

“I was.” He didn’t elaborate, and by his stiffness, I sensed not to press further.

“Do you want to see pictures of the Sandwich Islands?” I asked.

“Yes,” he said.

We sat on the couch, side by side, our feet up on the coffee table, looking at pictures of Hawaii. 

“It’s everything he said it was, perhaps more,” Clive said. “I knew it was real.”

It gave me a high, showing Clive all of these things. I absorbed his joy somehow. “Come look out the window.”

He looked, but didn’t say anything—his eyes wide as he took it all in. 

“Wanna go for a walk out there?”

“I need to tell you something.” He looked out the window while he spoke. “I wanted to believe Sam came from the future, but sometimes I worried I was just as delusional as he was, like we were both caught up in a fantasy. I’m relieved it’s all true. I want to go to the Sandwich Islands. I want you to show me everything, but since this really is all true, and what he was trying to do didn’t work, we have work to do.”

“What do you mean?”

“I think it’s better if Sam tells you.” That little bit of intrigue suddenly made me ten times more attracted to his facial hair. I doubted Clive’s interest in my facial hair, though. 

Ha ha. Doesn’t matter, I’m married to Sam. 

Back we went through the portal, to 1920.

~ ~ ~
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“There are some things I’d like you to print for me, if you wouldn’t mind. I made a list in your notes app.” Sam clicked on them to show me.

“Okay.”

At the top of the list, he’d written: History of Sam Gabler.

“Is your name Sam Gabler?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“I learned about a Sam Gabler in school. The first guy to patent genetically modified seed.”

“That’s me.” Sam seemed delighted.

“You gave it for free use, but nobody knew what to do with it, so it was another sixty years until genetically modified seeds became a thing. There’s a statue of you in the park. You and Boston Pizza are Virden’s claim to fame.”

“I did Boston Pizza too.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, when I was going back and forth through the portal, at first there was no Boston Pizza, the next day, there was.” 

“How did you do it?” 

“I don’t know. All I know is, one day there was Boston Pizza, and everyone acted like it had always been there. The only connection I can make is the founder was from Virden,” Sam said.

“Thanks. I like Boston Pizza.”

“I can’t believe there’s a statue of you!” Clive’s strong hand pushed Sam’s muscular shoulder. 

Good grief, stop looking at them.

“It’s probably covered with bird poop,” Sam said.

I shrugged. “All statues are.”

“Does it look like him?” Clive asked.

Sam struck a superhero pose.

“I’ll let you be the judge.” I laughed. Truthfully, he was much better looking in person. 

I looked down the list. There was a subheading, Expired Patents, with a whole list of crop seeds.

“What are these expired patents for?” I asked. 

“Did you learn anything about GM seed companies in school?”

“Just that they’re a nasty bunch.” I remembered a documentary we’d watched.

Sam stood up. “There’s nothing inherently wrong with genetic modification, I’m just trying to stop it from being a huge money maker, to take the nasty out.”

“Of all the problems in the world, why that one?”

“It’s not some big secret, but it makes me angry, and when I’m angry I can’t focus. Just give me time to think,” Sam said.

“Right, sorry. Either way, it’s a good problem to tackle. GM seed companies make huge profits and regularly bankrupt the little guys.” I had this tiny attraction to his anger. I used to get angry, but I didn’t have it in me anymore. I wished I could feel passionate indignation again. If he would tell me why he was mad, maybe I could feel blood pulsing in my veins again. 

“We get another chance. You’re here and we’ve got time. We can still fix this.” Sam smiled at me, inspiring me to do whatever he had in mind.

“Fix what? Sorry!” 

Whoops. It’s hard not to ask obvious questions. 

“I need time, but I promise I’ll tell you. Just know you’re a life saver, literally. I need to go think about the information I reviewed today. Thank you for everything Lilac,” he said.

“I’ll try to get as many of the items on this list as I can.”

“Thank you, I really appreciate it.” He hugged me, all my soft bits squishing out between the angles of his hard angry body. 

Get a grip. 

“Hey, could you bring some Coke and ice next time? ... I miss the silliest things.” 

“I could bring it right now.”

“No, but next time.”

“Are you sure you don’t want to come up?” I tried to be enticing to my new handsome husband. “Phone some of your family or something?”

Sam’s face turned hard. “No. Thanks ... It’s been a big day, and I have lots of planning to do. I’m excited you’ve come. Is this your only computer?” Sam asked.

“I have an iPad, but this is my only laptop.”

“Okay. Thanks. I think it’ll be easier for you to get the things on the list with the laptop,” he said, handing it to me.

“I can bring it back when I’m done,” I suggested. 

“Clive, do you want to come back with me now and watch TV? I’ll make you dinner.” 

“Thank you for your kind offer, but I’m going to stay and help Sam with the game plan, but I’d like a Coke and ice too, I want to try everything!” Clive grinned.

Double rejection. This feels normal.

“I’ll bring them for sure,” I promised.

This is the most lucid dream I’ve ever had. What did I have for lunch?

I climbed back into my apartment and turned around just in time to see the back door closing behind the men. I pulled the panel back in place, shut my cupboard doors, and I sat in the middle of my craft room and cried. 

I’m crazy for sure. 
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CHAPTER 2
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Zeta

🎵 “I Love You” by Sarah McLachlan 🎵

––––––––
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Porca miseria! Wife? Why did I wait so long to tell him?

I watched Sam walk out the door with his wife. 

I should have made him a priority. 

Maybe they’re not married yet. When I came, Phillip didn’t marry me for a few days. She doesn’t look like a picture bride, though. At least, for me, I tried to look pretty when I arrived to meet my husband to be. A waste of effort on Phillip, but still, I tried.

After work, though—yes, I did. I went to Sam’s. To refine the point, I went across the street from Sam’s to the rooftop and watched Sam in his place, alone. The wife woman wasn’t with him. At midnight, I was satisfied she would not be coming. I went to him.

“Zeta?” Sam opened the door appearing tired but looked happy to see me.

“Sam, I was on my way home and I saw your lights on. I came to wish you and your bride felicity. It came as a surprise that you ... were married. I’m happy for you.” 

“Uh, thank you. I ... you know I ... I thank you.” He turned red in patches coming up from his neck. I’d seen him like this before. “Has there been any news on Phillip?”

Tell him. Just tell him now before it’s too late.

But this woman has come. She deserves happiness too. 

But not
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