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Chapter 1: The Bridge Over the Edgeof
Tomorrow

illustration by Delacey Laster

dedicated to Paula and Jeff

 


“Heaay!” said a voice in the
darkness.

 


The greeting received no response. There was
only silence.

 


“Heaay now !” called out the voice a second
time.

 


More silence.

 


“This is enough of this here. You’ve all had
your fun. This isn’t funny any more now, hear me? Listen to me now!
You can stop this silliness anytime. Everybody’s quite had their
fun,” sounded the voice in the darkness for a third time.

 


Silence.

 


“Hello?” queried the voice a fourth time.

 


Still more silence.

 


“Please say hello.”

 


Total and complete silence filled the
darkness.

 


“Anybody???”

 


The silence continued.

 


“Is anybody there? Please be there. Say
something. Please?

 


“Anything would be very nice now.

 


“Hello hello hello?

 


“Am I alone? I feel alone.

“I am saying Hello here now. Hear me?” tried the
voice again loudly, “I mean it, this is not funny a little bit!
Speak to me!”

 


The silence in the darkness continued

 


“Why is it so dark here? Does it have to be
dark? Hellooooh! Anybody? Helloooh?”

 



Chapter 2: “Andrew, I Do Believe It Is an
Earthling”

 


“Andrew, open the door to that room. What’s
going on in there?”

 


“I am trying professor. Give me a moment. The
lock seems stuck. It’s so dark in the hallway here I can’t see
what’s the matter. I’ll try jiggling the key a little bit.”

 


“It’s very late, Andrew, what can all that
hellooing be? That room is supposed to be empty. You told me it was
empty. It must be empty. We begin our experiments tomorrow.”

 


“Yes Professor. It is empty. I emptied it
myself. It took all day.”

 


“Well it doesn’t sound exactly empty now.
Something that says hello is in there. Hurry with that lock.”

 


“I am hurrying Professor, don’t rush me. There,
I think I’ve got it, Yes there, the latch just turned.”

 


“Well, hurry it up Andrew, push the door open.
Let’s have a look.”

 


Andrew and the Professor pushed open the door to
their empty room. It looked empty. They looked all around. Nothing
could be seen.

 


“No wonder we can’t see anything Andrew, the
lights are off. Turn the lights on.”

 


“Yes, do turn on the lights,” said the voice in
the dark. “That would be quite nice indeed. What’s going on around
here?”

 


“Close the door Andrew. Something is in there.
No need to be brave until we know what we are up against. It’s best
not to try to be brave until you understand your situation.”

 


“Now Professor, calm down. The light switch is
right inside the door. Why don’t we just reach in real quick and
turn the light on? We could see better that way.”

 


“All right Andrew, That does seem to be the
intelligent thing to do. We could then see what is in there. I’ll
stand right here behind you while you reach in and turn on the
light switch. I’ll grab you by the foot and pull you out if
anything happens.”

 


”Why me Professor? It’s always me being brave.
You could be the one to reach in for the light switch you know. You
could be the one.”

 


“Hello there! I know somebody’s there. I can
hear you,” spoke the voice from the darkness again.

 


“Now see there what you have done Andrew. You’ve
agitated it. Let’s not quibble. Reach in there real quick and get
the light switch. I’ll grab your foot and pull if necessary.”

 


Andrew reached in and turned the light on. The
Professor watched over Andrew’s shoulder from a safe distance. When
the light came on they both stared in amazement at what they
saw.

 


“Andrew, I do believe there is an earthling in
our room. I’ve seen pictures of them,” said the Professor. “It’s an
earth girl, right there, sitting on our floor. Why is she sitting
there? How did she get there? You said this room was empty. The
door was locked. Nobody has been here.”

 


“Of course I live on earth,” said the earth
girl, “but I am not a girl. I am almost 21. I am grown up. Why do
you act surprised that I should live on earth? Doesn’t everyone?
Earth is where people live.”

 


“She seems quite articulate Andrew. She appears
to be intelligent and able to speak clearly. Perhaps we can
communicate with her. Here, let me try to engage her. The professor
looked straight at the earthling and asked her “Say now earth grown
up, per chance what brings you to be in my laboratory helloing so
late at night? Have you no place to be?”

 


“I uhmm..,” began the earth grownup.

 


“Professor, that is not the way to encourage
communication with someone you don’t know yet. She may find you a
bit frightening. Try to be more personable. Here, allow me. Please
excuse the Professor earth grownup,” began Andrew, “We are indeed
most curious about your presence here, but before we begin asking
those sorts of questions, let us first introduce ourselves. This is
Professor Noteworthy. He is in charge of the laboratories here. I
am Andrew, his assistant. We are researching time travel. How might
we address you? What is your name?

 


“Paula,” said the earth grown up.

 


“Nice to meet you Paula. It is nice to meet an
earthling. But now, do tell us why are you here, and furthermore,
how did you get here? We are most curious.”

“What do you mean here? How should I know how I
am here? I don’t even know where here is. Suppose you tell me where
I am, and why do you keep calling me an earthling? Of course I am
from earth.”

 


“Professor, I do believe she is as puzzled as to
her whereabouts as we are. She doesn’t appear to know why she is
here. Perhaps she needs to tell us about herself. Perhaps we need
to evaluate what is happening here. If we are all puzzled, we need
to begin solve the puzzle.”

 


“Quite right Andrew, quite right. Paula, where
do you think you are? Tell us about yourself. We have told you
something about ourselves. Do tell us something about yourself. Are
you alone?”

 



Chapter 3: “Let Us Attend To This In The
Morning”

 


“Am I alone you ask? Well, I’m looking around
here and I’m sure not seeing anybody that I know. Nobody except you
two that is. I guess we did introduce ourselves, so I do know you.
Does that count? I know you.”

 


“Well, yes I suppose that counts, we are not
alone. We are all three here, that is quite true. But I didn’t mean
that. What I meant was, did you come to this place by yourself, or,
did you come with someone else? That’s what I intended to ask,”
asked the Professor.

 


“I’m not sure what you mean when you say ‘come
to this place’. I don’t remember leaving where I have always been.
Why do you keep referring to me as an earthling?” asked Paula.

 


“Well, for one thing, this is not earth. It is a
surprise to see someone from your planet here. In fact it is a
surprise to see anyone here. This is a very remote spot in the
universe. But it is particularly a surprise to see an earthling
here. Earthlings have not yet mastered the ability to travel long
distances in space. We monitor for that you see. It is important to
know who is doing what,” responded the professor.

 


“Do you mean to tell me I am not on earth?”
asked Paula. Do you mean to tell me I am somewhere else? Well now,
I just don’t think that is very funny at all. I think you should go
about the task of putting me right back on earth.”

 


“She obviously doesn’t have a clue where she is
Professor,” said Andrew. “I think somehow she got here by accident.
I think she is quite lost. It must have been an accident on her
part. Nobody knows about this place, so she couldn’t have come here
on purpose.”

 


“That’s good theory Andrew,” said the professor.
“She does appear to be traveling rather lightly. She has no
suitcase, or anything else that I can see, except the clothes on
her back. Let us suppose you are accurate in your thinking. Let us
think this through logically. You say it was an accident. What
possible kind of accident could have placed this girl in our
darkened, empty laboratory in the middle of the night? What could
do that?”

 


“Grown-up, Professor, she’s a grown-up. Perhaps
we might ask her what she was doing immediately before she
arrived,” suggested Andrew. “Maybe that would give us a clue.”

 


“Good thinking Andrew, good thinking. Let me
pose the question to her.”

 


The Professor turned towards Paula. “Ahhemm,” he
began. “ Paula, what were you doing immediately before you arrived
here?”

 


“I’m not really sure,” answered Paula. “I’m kind
of muddled in my head right now. My brain feels likes it is
spinning around and around. I can’t answer your question; I don’t
know what to say. I feel all confused.”

 


“Well that surely was of no help,” announced the
Professor. “No help at all.”

 


“Now Professor,” said Andrew, “what she did say
was in fact somewhat helpful. She did give us a bit of useful
information. Being all confused like that does help confirm the
fact that she has been in some kind of accident. Something
traumatic has brought her to this place. Perhaps she needs some
rest, and some time to recover her thoughts. Actually we all need
some rest. It is the middle of the night. Let us attend to this in
the morning.”

 


“Quite right, Andrew, quite right. Go to sleep
now grown-up, go to sleep.”

 


“Professor, she can’t sleep right there. She
will need a bed, and a toothbrush, and a towel.”

 


“Right again Andrew, attend to those things
would you? I’m tired, I think I’ll go back to bed.”

 


“Yes, Professor, I’ll see that Paula has what
she needs to be comfortable. She can use the guest bedroom. Come
Paula, you’ll be comfortable there, the room has a lovely view of
an exploding star formation.”

 


After Andrew left Paula to be by herself in the
guest bedroom, she turned the sheets down to the bed and put on the
nightclothes that had been left for her. She brushed her teeth, and
then sat by the window to gaze out into the night and collect her
thoughts. She really did feel muddled she decided. She was having a
hard time focusing her thoughts. The night sky was pretty however,
she could focus her thoughts that much. And the exploding star
formation was something she had never seen before. It added a real
touch of drama. She also spotted what looked like a space ship
gliding slowly past in the considerable distance. Her eyes followed
it for a while as she wondered where it was going and what its
purpose might be. Her eyes focused again on the exploding stars
until she got sleepy. Then she crawled under the covers, pulled
them up tight around her, and fell asleep wondering what tomorrow
would bring.

 



Chapter 4: The Bridge Over the Edge Of
Tomorrow

 


“More chicken eggs Paula?” asked Andrew the next
morning at breakfast. “I prepared them myself from an earth recipe
we have here in our computer.”

 


“Oh thank you, but no more,” said Paula. “Three
have been more than enough. I do rather enjoy strawberry pop tarts
in the morning with my breakfast though. Do you happen to have any?
I mean, only if it is no trouble. They really are very good.”

 


“This is a remote laboratory,” said Andrew. We
don’t have very many things,”

 


“I understand,” said Paula. “That’s ok.”

 


“But, it so happens that the professor enjoys an
occasional strawberry pop tart himself, and so we do have a few.
Let me go get some.”

 


No sooner had Andrew left the room than the
Professor came in the other door.

 


“Ahhhh, well now, I see you and Andrew have beat
me to the breakfast table this morning,” he said.

 


The Professor was obviously in a good mood. He
was smiling broadly. He was wearing a clean white lab jacket, and
he had a calculator hanging at his side.

 


He immediately sat down at the table and said,
“You know some strawberry pop tarts would taste very good this
morning. How does that sound to you Paula?”

 


“Well actually Andrew has just left to get some.
He should return in a minute or two I suspect,” answered Paula.

 


“Excellent,” said the Professor. “While we are
waiting, why don’t we begin to examine what it is you were doing
just before you arrived here at the laboratory. What can you
remember this morning?”

 


Just then Andrew returned.

 


“Nothing,” said Paula. “I can remember nothing
of what was occurring, or what I was doing immediately before I
came to the black room.”

 


“Most unfortunate,” said the Professor, “most
unfortunate. I’m not sure we can know what to do with you if we
don’t learn something about you. I’ll have one of those pop tarts
please Andrew. Andrew, what do you think we should do with the
earthling, she can’t stay here you know, too dangerous. You always
have good ideas, what should we do? She can’t remember a thing, not
a thing.”

 


“I’ve been thinking about that, Professor. Here,
have this pop tart. Somehow we need to identify precisely when and
where Paula comes from. As yet, we have no facts. We do have the
technology to return her, but we have no facts to help us identify
her COR.”

 


“What exactly is my COR?” asked Paula.

 


“Coordinates of Reality”, answered the
professor. “It simply is the name we give to a person’s position in
time and space. If we could get a fix on those coordinates we’d
have you home in no time, and then we could begin our
experiments.”

 


“We could take her to the Bridge Over the Edge
of Tomorrow,” suggested Andrew. “I know it is way outside our
authority to take an unauthorized person there, but if we were
quick about it, no one would find out. If she could look backwards
in time and locate something familiar, we could lock in on the
event with our COR equipment, download the coordinates to our
transporter, and swoosh, she could be on her way.”

 


“Andrew, The Bridge is off-limits to practically
everyone. Only a very few exceptions are allowed. The only reason
we were permitted to locate here next to it, is so that we can do
our time travel experiments. Are you sure there is no other method
of obtaining the information we need?”

 


“I honestly cannot think of any thing else to
do. If you want to be busy with another project, I will take her
myself, and will take full responsibility if I am caught. I don’t
know what else we can do.”

 


“Just being on The Bridge Over the Edge of
Tomorrow can bring great uneasiness to someone who is not solid in
their own reality. What if the experience is unsettling to Paula?”
asked the Professor.

 


“Paula is rock solid,” answered Andrew. “She is
not the kind to be given to flighty fantasy. You said yourself that
she appears quite intelligent. She can handle The Bridge. Trust
me.”

 


“Sometimes I am not rock solid,” said Paula.
“Sometimes I get nervous just a little bit. What is this bridge
thing anyhow?”

 


“Trust me,” said Andrew, “you are rock solid.
Follow me.”

 



Chapter 5: Vortexed Blackholes and
Traveling Funnels

 


Two giant dragons guard The Bridge Over the Edge
of Tomorrow. Fire breathing, hissing, and roaring dragons. Dragons
have always guarded The Bridge. To approach them is rather
unsettling.

 


Paula rather hung back. Life’s experiences had
taught her to be cautious around fire breathing dragons.

 


Cothridge, the dragon on the right, stood
fourteen and one half feet tall. He was all green except for the
scales of his tails. They glowed fire red whenever he moved.
Zamble, the dragon on the left, was somewhat smaller and less
experienced. But he, like Cothridge was more than qualified for his
job. He could easily light birthday candles three hundred feet
away.
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Cothridge (by Delacy Laster, aged 10)

 


The bridge the dragons guarded was a 500 foot,
rope suspension bridge, that bounced and swung when anyone walked
on it. It had rope handrails to hold onto, and interwoven bamboo
slats to walk on. Underneath, on the right hand side, were the
broiling and churning events of the future. Clouds of dust rose
frequently from the depths. The swinging rope suspension bridge,
which hung precariously over this turmoil, did not provide Paula
with the greatest confidence.

 


Andrew flashed his I.D. cards and the dragons
parted, allowing access to the bridge.

 


”Come along now,” said Andrew. Everything is
perfectly safe. The Professor himself has analyzed the structural
integrity of the bridge.”

 


That comment didn’t help Paula’s confidence at
all. From what she could determine, the professor seemed a bit
inept. Andrew seemed to be the one that had his head on straight.
But, she decided since Andrew was on the bridge, it must be safe,
so she proceeded.

 


“The entire future of everything is churning
around in that turmoil beneath us,” explained Andrew. “Look closely
and you will see things from your future. There is no order to them
however. Only you will bring order to them as you live your
life.”

 


Paula looked down into the turmoil and watched
the items and events tumble about in chaos.

 


“I see a sink full of dirty dishes. Is that in
my future?” she asked. “I also see a navy blue swimming suit, and a
kitten. There’s a stock market report, a pair of blue jeans, and a
bouquet of red roses. And look there. I see a diamond ring. It’s
beautiful! Is it really going to be for me?”

 


“It could well be, but remember, the things of
the future that you are seeing this morning have no meaning as yet.
That’s the way it is with things from the future. Only as you live
out your life,” said Andrew, “will meaning and order be supplied to
the things you see below you here. You can never totally understand
the future even though you can see some of its items and events.
The Professor’s experiments will be to see if a person can travel
safely to the future and live there in a place without meaning.

 


“But enough of the future. Quickly now, we must
turn our attention to the past. Look in this direction over the
left-hand side of the bridge. See, it is all orderly. These are the
events of the past. They have already taken place, and the
uncertainty and confusion have been removed. Meaning has been
added.

 


“Take these binoculars to see if you can
identify things that you recognize. We must get a fix on a
recognizable period of your past. Then we can adjust by looking
forward or behind that event to obtain a suitable COR.”

 


“Here now,” said Paula, “ how do I adjust these
things? Everything is all blurry.”

 


“Turn the little dial there,” said Andrew.

 


“Ohhh, now I see,” said Paula. “Would you look
at that,” she continued, “There is my third grade school teacher,
and there, there are the caverns in Luray, Virginia. I lived near
there when I was young. The stalactites and the stalagmites in the
cave look exactly as they did when I was eight years old. That was
a wonderful day. We were all there, my mother, my father, and my
cousin. I remember it well.”

 


“I can tell that day was special,” said Andrew,
“but bring your focus a little closer. You are looking too far into
the past.” We need to locate the event that occurred immediately
before your arrival here.”

 


“Well, let’s see then,” said Paula, “let me try
this spot here. Oh, I remember that. There I am filling out my work
application to work in the laundry.”

 


“Good, very good,” said Andrew, “Keep coming
closer.”

 


“Now I can see me listening to a popular music
group that I really liked a lot. It was the summer of 1999 and they
did a song I listened to over and over again. It seemed I couldn’t
hear it enough. Was there ever a song you just couldn’t listen to
enough? The summer of 1999 wasn’t very long ago.

 


Good, good, keep coming,” said Andrew. “Keep
coming closer still. Yes, we have rhythmic audio patterns that
produce pleasure on my home planet. I had forgotten. I have been
gone a long time.”

 


“Oh my goodness, there I am getting sucked into
one of the dryers where I work in the laundry. Now I remember what
happened. We were all sitting on the loading dock waiting for a
load of linens to dry, when all of a sudden one of the dryers
started sounding really funny. I went to look. The drum was
spinning around really really fast and it was pitch black inside. I
didn’t know what to do, so I opened the door and reached in to try
to slow it down. I got pulled in. I was scarred. The next thing I
knew I was in a very dark room and nobody was there.”

 


“Stop right there,” said Andrew. “That’s the COR
we want. Let me lock on it. There, I’ve got it. Now tell me again,
did you say the insides to the drier began spinning really fast and
it got pitch black inside.”

 


“Yes.”

 


“Let me tell you what I think happened. We have
had other things mysteriously appear in our laboratory from time to
time, but we have always simply explained them away by thinking
maybe the things had been there all along and we simply hadn’t
noticed. Like the time I cleaned the lab all out and then a
butterfly from the planet Faldron mysteriously appeared. Things
like that. I mean, they didn’t make any sense, but there was no
explanation either. Here is what I think has been happening, and
what happened to you.

 


“Have you heard of Black Holes in the universe?
They are actually collapsing stars. Their gravitational pull is so
strong they pull everything into themselves including the light
that surrounds them. They actually collapse. Well, many years ago,
the Professor thought that perhaps he could duplicate that
phenomena on a smaller scale for use in space travel. He created
several small black holes and attached them to vortexed funnels.
They actually worked. Anything that entered the miniature black
hole was transported through and out the funnel end to the location
of any pre-programmed vortex. We pre-programmed all our vortexed
funnels to this laboratory. In our hurry to clean up one day, one
of the vortexed blackhole traveling funnels escaped. The Professor
said we just miscounted and to forget about it, but I don’t
miscount. I knew one was missing. It appears to have somehow
traveled to your planet. They are attracted to anything that is
spinning, like for instance your dryer. You entered our vortexed
blackhole traveling funnel on earth, and then were deposited here
in the laboratory. The funnel worked exactly as it was supposed
to.

 


“But, no need to dawdle over theory, I am sure
you want to return home, and the Professor and I need to get to
work. Come with me to the laboratory where I can send you home in
the latest version of the traveling funnel. It is much more
comfortable than the one that brought you here.”

 



Chapter 6: “Have I Got Something To Tell
You All”

 


“Would you look at this,” said Jeff, a friend of
Paula’s. He was standing in front of the dryer into which Paula had
disappeared a short time earlier. “Paula’s inside there.”

 


He opened the door to the dryer where Paula was
inside going around and around.

 


“Great Day! What are you doing in there? How did
you get in there?” asked Jeff.

 


“Hurry up and help me get me out of here,” said
Paula. “Have I got something to tell you all. It’s hot in here.
This is not a good place to be. You are not going to believe this,
not even a little bit, but the strangest thing just happened. I
just saw the future, and the past, and I’m not making it up
either.”

 


“Sure you did,” said Jeff. “Just relax. How are
you going to see anything from inside a dryer that’s going around
and around?”

 


“Now listen to me,” said Paula, “I‘m not making
this up. It really did happen. I got sucked into a vortexed black
hole traveling funnel and somehow got taken there and now I’m back.
Don’t you look at me that way Jeffro; I know what you are thinking,
but its not so. This really happened. Listen to me now, I was . .
.

 


The End

****


Chapter 7:
Trolamahr’s Blackberries

illustration by Brenda Laster

dedicated to:

The people of our past, whose hard work and
pluck created the world we enjoy today.

 


August 13, 2039

Dawn.

 


The rising of the morning sun.

 


On some days it beckons me in a fashion to which
I absolutely must respond.

 


On those days, the warmth and comfort of my bed
have no meaning. I rise early, dress, and go out to perch myself
somewhere in the morning chill, and await the morning sun.

 


There is a silent magic to that moment of the
rising sun. A moment like none other in all of nature.

 


Maybe you are a person such as I, who also hears
that calling to the new day, and desires to be there with it. Maybe
it is the beauty and the silence, or maybe it is the marking of a
new beginning; either way, if you are like me in that you enjoy the
rising sun, you understand. If you are not, then it would be
impossible, within the limits of language, to explain how the
rising sun can stir me to my very soul.

 


On not all days, you understand, do I heed that
call to rise early. In fact, most of my mornings seem more than
meant to remain buried beneath warm bed covers. Buried sufficiently
long enough, that is, until the smells from baking breakfast rise
to penetrate my bedroom and invade my privacy. I disregard them as
long as possible, and linger with my thoughts. But sooner than my
thoughts prefer, I find my hand poking out from beneath the wadded
bed blankets to gropple in a quest for slippers. Once located, all
of me emerges. I insert my feet, take my robe, and descend the
stairs to the kitchen below.

 


Coffee is there. Black coffee. Strong.
Aromatic.

 


Maybe it seems unusual to you that a person my
age should enjoy coffee. But I do.

 


I find a cup.

 


Dad ruffles my hair. Then, when I turn, he
greets me with his silent smile. Mother asks me how I slept.

 


Most of the year it is simply not possible to
languish so hedonistically at the beginning of a day. There is
school, last minute chores before school, friends.

 


But in August of every year, my parents vacation
to a deserted saltwater bay in the north.

 


I accompany them.

 


They keep a cabin there at a remote spot on the
beach. There are no other visible dwellings. The forest is behind.
There are crows. There are deer. Seldom are there people.

 


When the tide is low there are beaches to walk,
tidal pools to explore, shells to collect

 


When the tide is high, the beaches are mostly
covered and inaccessible.

 


The high tides that occur in the morning are the
very best. The bay is flat. Onshore winds have yet to form. The air
is calm. Insects buzz. The sunlight sparkles on the bay. The air is
warm. Mother is usually inside the cabin with chores. She has the
windows open. Father is outside on the deck; sometimes reading,
sometimes not.

 


We have a rowboat.

 


I like to row.

 


There are coves, and estuaries to explore.
Fallen trees to climb on that extend out over the high tide where a
person can watch fish and crabs moving in the water beneath. At
high tide, there are beaches as close as one mile away, just around
Blue Heron Point. The Point got its name because it is a place
where blue herons nest, and hunt. Blue herons are large birds,
rather ugly in their body shape. Silent, patiently purposeful
birds, with long necks. Often I have observed them standing
motionless at the edge of the tide for a very long time, waiting
for an unsuspecting fish to swim by.

Our cabin cannot be seen from the beaches beyond
Blue Heron Point.

 


“You be careful if you go beyond The Point. Are
you wearing your life jacket?” my mother challenged as I rowed in
that direction one morning.

 


“Yes Mom, I’ll be back soon,” I hollered
back.

 


Quite often I take a book and sit on the beach
in a quiet place and read. My favorite books are ones that tell
about things. Tell how things work. Things I have been wondering
about. Things I want to think about. You can figure stuff out when
you are in a place by yourself. Recently I have been trying to
figure out electricity. I learned that a man named Michael Faraday
discovered that if you move a wire past a magnet, electricity forms
in the wire. I have been wondering about that. Does that mean that
every time I turn on an electric light, somebody somewhere is
moving a wire in front of a magnet so my light can turn on? I took
my book about electricity. I wanted to read about it, and think
about it, and see if the magnet thing with the wire really was
true.

 


I pulled the rowboat up on the beach a little so
that it wouldn’t drift away, sat down next to it, took off my
shoes, and began to read. After a few minutes of reading, I
happened to look down by my foot. There was a little flower there.
That was curious I thought. I didn’t remember a flower being there
when I sat down. I reached for it, gave it a little toss into the
air, and watched it as it arced away.

 



Chapter 8: Sometimes Things Happen When
You Are Alone

 


Have you ever noticed that when you are alone
and it is very quiet, sometimes things happen? Things that cannot
be explained. I read a little more. Then, I realized my foot
tickled. I looked down. There was the flower again. The same flower
I had just tossed away. The same purple flower. The flower of a
wild clover. Not a special flower by any means. Just the flower of
a clover. Rather small, about one inch in diameter. There are lots
of them growing in the meadows, but not on the beach. I threw it
over my shoulder and continued to read.

 


Michael Faraday, my book told me, was born in
England in 1791. He made his wire and magnet discovery about 1830.
That really was not very long ago I thought, considering how
important electricity is to everyone.

 


My foot tickled again.

 


I looked down.

 


The flower was back.

 


I didn’t move. I pretended to keep reading.
Flowers don’t just walk about on their own. I looked all around as
best I could, using only my eyes. I did not turn my head. Nothing I
could observe seemed to explain the flower. I began to read again.
Then, out of the corner of my eye, I saw the movement of a shadow.
Only for a moment, then, it disappeared behind a rock.

 


I waited.

 


I saw it again. There it was again. It was
definitely a shadow over by the rock that was about ten feet from
me. I turned my head so that I could see better. As I did, a small
woodland creature came around the edge of the rock with the clover
in its teeth, walked directly towards me, and placed the clover at
my feet. Then it backed away and looked up at me.

 


I reached slowly down and took the clover and
tossed it gently towards him. He picked the flower up in his teeth
and placed it at my feet again.

 


I tossed it back.

 


He picked the flower up again, but this time he
held it in his teeth, turned around, and walked away from me a
short distance. Then, he turned around and looked at me as though
he wanted me to follow.

 


I put my shoes back on, green and yellow trail
shoes, and followed. Why? Curiosity I suppose. What sort of
creature would ask me to follow it?

 



Chapter 9: My First Troll

 


For twenty minutes we followed a trail that led
us deeper and deeper into the forest. The small creature, holding
the clover in its teeth, led the way, hopping over protruding roots
and rocks, and I, coming immediately along behind.

 


It was a rather bright and hot day, sunny, with
no wind. Our forest trail, however, became noticeably darker and
cooler the further we penetrated the forest. Even though our
destination was a mystery to me, I had no sense of foreboding or
danger. I couldn’t imagine I was actually being guided by a small
woodland companion. He was like many of the other small woodland
creatures I had seen before. Nothing really unusual about his
appearance, rather like the meerkats of Africa I had seen pictures
of, but bigger ears. He stopped frequently and turned around to
make sure I was still following.

 


I was.

 


I didn’t know exactly where I was, and I decided
it would be wise to make sure I could find my way back if
necessary. So I tried to notice significant landmarks along the
way. Luckily there were no side trails. I did have my pocket
electronic global positioner with me, so I turned it on and began
to establish reference points in its database.

 


When we came to a clearing beside a stream, my
escort placed the clover at the base of a large Douglas Fir tree. I
presumed he meant for me to wait there at that spot. So I sat down
on the floor of the forest and leaned against the base of the
Douglas Fir. When my forest companion saw that I was comfortable,
he disappeared into a large rocky outcropping of granite on the
opposite side of the clearing. I looked at the forest around me,
and the flowing stream. It was a delightful setting. A shaft of
sunlight filtered through the canopy of the trees above and
sparkled off the water in the stream. The trees were large. The
stream ran clear. Birds were busy in the bushes around me.

 


It was hard for me to imagine that this area had
been an active gold mine a little over 100 years earlier. My mother
tells about a small community of people that had lived in this
area, and worked in support of the mine. The mine had produced a
lot of gold in its peak years. Many of the trees had been cut down
and the lumber used to build the houses, the store, the mineshafts
and even a small church. Now, nothing of all that remained. The
forest around me was tall and thick with many plants forming the
underbrush. It was interesting to notice, that when given the
chance, a balanced ecosystem can rather quickly and completely
return to an area that people have heavily used. I could still see
some evidence of the past. On an ancient nearby tree I could see
the faint outline carving of a heart. Inscribed inside were the
initials “ TF + TM”. Nearby was carved the word “cule”.

 


One of my ancestors, maybe my mother’s great
great great grandmother I think, lived in that town as a child. In
fact, that is how we happened to have our summer cabin. The
property had been homesteaded by her father, she inherited the
property, and it had then, over time, eventually been handed down
to my mother. All the surrounding property was now National Forest
Land. My parents regularly receive offers from the government to
purchase our land, but they have always declined.

 


All of a sudden I realized I had been
daydreaming. I was startled back to reality by the sight of my
woodland trail companion returning from the rock outcropping.

 


He was not alone.

 


The new creature, who was now in the company of
my little forest trail companion, was very different from any other
forestling I had ever encountered. If you are familiar with the
folklore of Norway, you will know about the trolls that are
supposed to inhabit the mountains and forests there. And you have
seen artist’s renditions of how they are supposed to look. That
will provide you a good visual image of this new forest creature
who stood before me. Perhaps person would be a better word than
creature because he was in all general aspects, and most
proportions, very human like. He was just considerably smaller than
average.

 


If you are not familiar with the legend of
trolls, let me say that their appearance is quite earthy and really
rather homely. They can be any size. They enjoy performing
mischievous deeds, and many Norwegian customs are maintained for
the specific purpose of appeasing the trolls in an effort to
discourage them from playing pranks on the people who live near
them there.

 


The troll person, who was, at this moment
walking towards me, appeared about three feet tall. He had a
terribly terribly long nose, a potbelly stomach, and he carried a
carved walking stick taller than himself. His unkempt hair was snow
white, and the garments he wore were fashioned from things of the
forest. His dark brown vest looked like it had been made from cedar
bark, and his cap woven from dried field grasses. I wasn’t afraid,
although in retrospect I suppose I had every reason to be. Things
were very strange indeed, but the situation was entirely too
curious to generate fear. And besides, there really was nowhere to
escape even if I had chosen to. It was apparent I had been brought
here for a specific purpose.

 



Chapter 10: Seldom Do We Seek
Assistance

 


“Aye Laddie! You have chosen to come,” sang out
the troll. “Seldom do we seek assistance, but today is most
different. Are you comfortable, can we supply you with anything
that you may presently desire?”

 


“Well, yes, I mean no,” I said. “There is
nothing I need, except perhaps to tell me why it is I…”

 


“Do not have concern Laddie,” interrupted the
troll, “Your questions will soon all be answered, you will see. You
are curious. That is a healthy trait. The magic of curiosity. Aye
yes Laddie, that is the ticket, curiosity. You are young. That is
good. You have not yet been contaminated with adulthood.

 


Adulthood is all-right I suppose, but it does
have some serious side effects. Opinions set in you see, attitudes
become much too rigid, and curiosity, well, that usually has
totally vanished long ago. You are yet free from those impairments.
That is desirable. Your opinions and your curiosity are still
fresh. For those reasons you have been selected. Please let me
begin with introductions. My name is Tairnellig. Tairnellig
Quantelerite, Tairnellig Quantelerite of Banjo County. My assistant
here goes by Indigo. Comes from the planet of Mud, next Galaxy to
the north. Not a lovely planet, rains a lot there. Indigo prefers
your earth. Can you blame him now laddie, I ask you? If you speak
to Indigo, he will not answer. He will understand you, but he will
not be able to respond using spoken words. He does not possess the
anatomy for speech. You are Timothy McJalester, let me bid you
welcome.”

 


“Thank you,” I replied. “How do you know my
na…”

 


“Do not have concern Timothy, your questions
will soon all be answered, you will see. There is a tremendous
difference between the mind of an adult human, and the mind of a
young human.

 


Occasionally, it is true there exists an adult
who performs spontaneously, can find excitement in the joy of a new
experience, who can still laugh, but that, I have found, is quite
the exception, and very much not commonplace. Aye now, but be that
as it may, and with all my respect for the successes that have
become possible because of the abilities of adult humans, today we
have a situation here that is far better addressed using techniques
other than the lifestyle of an adult human. Are you quite sure you
have everything you require to be comfortable? You are free to
leave at any time, but I do hope you will want to spend a few
moments with us while I explain the situation that has developed
here, and then after your understanding is complete, I do hope you
will agree to our request for assistance. Are you ready to listen?
Is your comfort adequate? Maybe some melon juice, Indigo, fetch our
guest some melon juice.”

 



Chapter 11: Solar Winds

 


“Laddie,” began Tairnellig. He almost whispered
as he spoke. His tone had become most serious. “You do know the
edge of time can be precarious at best, don’t you now? Not a place
for a little snooze, if you know what I mean. Best to be alert.

 


“I haven’t had much experience with that sort of
thing Sir,” I said. “Mostly just me and my friends. We do stuff, we
ride our bikes, but we don’t go very far actually.

 


“Aye yes Laddie, the days of your youth. The
days of youth indeed. I could tell you stories of my own. They are
magical days, they are. Let them be forever a part of you, a
magical part for sure, but today now, I’ve got a little something
different for you. Your planet earth here Tim is rather near the
edge of its own galaxy. I know you’ve learned that in your
schoolbooks. That location provides it some freedoms unknown in
other regions, but that location also is such that it removes it
precariously from the more gravity stabilized core. The edge of
time is more troublesome, and the winds of space are stronger.
Always in motion. Have been since the beginning. Sometimes they can
be as gentle as a newborn; sometimes they can rage with all the
power you can imagine. But they’re always moving, always blowing.
They never let up. The edge of time is as much at their mercy as
you and I. The edge of time itself can billow, and furrow, and fold
in those winds just as a pretty flag blowing in an afternoon
breeze. It is enchanting to watch. Rather like your northern
lights. Sometimes those furrows can overlap. There’s where we can
have a problem Lad. When time overlaps. Should a bit of time
dependent matter, any matter, slip through an overlap from one
layer to another, there is always the chance that there could be
long-range consequences.

 


“In the far reaches of the universe, random time
is not a problem. In fact it presents a unique visual symphony of
its own. Most interesting to observe. It is no problem there, but
closer in, sequential time is critical. You know that also from
your studies. The sequential progression of time is the heart of
all we know. Like music. Music must have sequenced time in which to
play out the rhythms and chords of its uniqueness. And so with
life. Life has no meaning except within the constant progression of
time. Even two or three of the littlest notes played before or
after their proper time can disrupt an entire rhapsody. So a life,
contrived out of sequence, can have equally similar far-reaching
disruptive results.

 


“Last night Laddie, the solar winds blew strong.
Very strong indeed, and close. I had a bit of trouble with my
sleeping. Always troubles me when they are so close. Always means
trouble. Then, sure enough, as Indigo and I stepped out into
today’s morning, there before us, not more than fifty meters
distant, we spotted a young lass. She didn’t see us; she was busy
picking blackberries. Now, how’s a young lass wearing a blue
pinafore over a white cotton gown, and picking blackberries, going
to come to be here in the middle of the forest so early in the day,
I ask you that? And carrying a muzzle loading rifle to boot.
Where’d she get that? There is no place she could come from around
here, and be dressed like that. There simply is no place. Unless,
unless she just happened to come through a bit of that overlapping
time I was telling you about. ‘The wall’, that’s what we call it
Tim, the edge of time we call ‘the wall’. Kind of tells it like it
is, doesn’t it?

 


“I think there’s a real problem here Tim. The
lassie’s still picking blackberries, she’s OK right now, hasn’t
really noticed where she is, but that basket is about full, and
when it gets full, she’s going to try to go home. But she won’t be
able to do that Tim. The wall has moved on. Can you imagine how
she’s going to feel when she finds she can’t go home? She’ll be
stuck here with only that basket full of blackberries, and her
muzzle-loading rifle.

 


“What do you say Lad? Can you give us a hand
here?”

 


“What could I possibly do that could help her?”
I answered. I don’t know about solar winds, and overlapping time,
or girls for that matter. Boys don’t know much about how to help
girls. Usually it seems, it’s the other way around, but if you
think I can help, I’ll do my best. What do you think I can possibly
do that could help her?”

 


“Help her not to panic. Keep her calm. We’ve got
to get her back home without interrupting the time continuum, and
that’s going to take some doing. As yet we don’t even know when
home is for her. We’ve got to learn that. I can channel the solar
winds to give us an identical time overlap. I’ve done it before. I
know the technique, but I have to know which times to overlap. If
you can engage the lassie with questions that will identify her
home time, we can get the facts we need to send her home. Indigo
can help. He will be nearby to listen, and then he can bring the
information to me. Indigo and I communicate using a kind of signing
language. The young lassie will never suspect anything is amiss.
With a little luck on our part, she will only think she has gotten
a little twisted in the forest. Now hurry along.”

 


I looked at Tairnellig. “How will I get her to
talk to me? Why should she want to talk to me?” I asked.

 


“Boys have been rather successful at encouraging
young ladies to talk to them for a long, long time laddie. Use your
natural instincts. Say whatever comes to you."

 


“But I am only thirteen. I haven’t ever really
talked to a girl I didn’t know before. What should I say?”

 


“Well, ‘hello’ might do well for a start, but
anything that comes to you Lad. Don’t be afraid. Girls are
naturally friendly. She’ll welcome the chance to visit with an able
young man such as yourself. You’ll see. Now get along with you, we
have a job to do. Indigo will follow you.”

 



Chapter 12: Trolamahr

 


Tairnellig took me to a vantage point from which
we could see the young blackberry picker. Just as he described, she
was hard at work. Her rifle was propped up against a nearby tree,
and her basket was practically full. Indigo and I moved closer.

 


Tairnellig remained behind.

 


“Mournin’ Mahm”, I said slowly in my politest
voice.

 


“Boom!!!” roared the muzzleloader rifle directly
towards me in response. In less than a heartbeat, she had picked up
her rifle, found me in its sights, and fired off a round in my
direction. I scrambled behind the nearest tree as fast as I could.
Lucky for me those old muzzleloaders were not terribly accurate.
‘Welcome the chance to talk with me’? I don’t think so. Tairnellig
had certainly miscalculated this young lady.

 


“Now hold on there a minute Mahm”, I said from
behind the tree, “You don’t need to shoot at me with that cannon
thing there.” I peeked around the tree as much as I dared and
continued, “All I said was “mournin’ Mahm’. Just trying to say a
little something friendly.”

 


“My pappa warned me how a young man might
someday try to talk friendly. Now come out from behind that tree
so’s I can have a look at you. And don’t get any ideas, I can have
this rifle loaded again in 18 seconds flat, and I’m starting right
now. My pappa learned me how to do that.” A wisp of her hair fell
down over her left eye. She blew it back up out of the way.

 


“Yes, Mahm.”

 


“What’s your name boy?” What do you go by? Come
on out more in the open where I can see you. I won’t shoot you.
Lest you give me good reason.”

 


“Timothy McJalester, Mahm. I go by Tim. What’s
your name?”

 


“I’ll be asking the questions mister. I’m the
one that’s got the rifle. Mr. McJalester, eh? Sounds like a proper
sort of name. Your clothes don’t look very proper though. Why’re
you wearin’ your underwear for your shirt, and how’d you get a
picture on it? You aren’t wearing a hat neither? All the men round
these parts wear them a hat. Where’s your hat? Trolamahr. Trolamahr
Fairlin, that’s my given name. Miss Fairlin to you though. Now tell
me, Mr. McJalester, where’d you come from? You must be new in these
parts. Good thing you didn’t walk into town looking like that,
everybody’d have a great time laughing at you and makin’ fun.”

 


“My shirt’s called a “T” shirt Mahm. Everybody
wears them where I come from, including the young ladies like you.
All the “T” shirts have pictures on them, or some words, or both.
South of Blue Heron Point. Rowed in on the morning tide. I need to
go back pretty soon, my folks will be wondering where I am. Have
you got the time Mahm, I’d not like to be late.”

 


“Got the time Mr. McJalester? What do you think
I am, some kinda wealthy banker or sumpthing carrying a pocket
watch around? Course I don’t have the time! Well, the exact time
that is, but I can tell its getting on towards noontime. I can tell
by where the sun is in the sky, and how the shadows lay. We should
be hearing the noon whistle from the mine any time now. I’d best be
getting back to the cabin. Pappa’l be waiting on his dinner. Nice
talkin’ to you Mr. McJalester.”

 


“No need to hurry off is there Mahm? At least
not until you hear the whistle, then we can both go. Doesn’t your
mother prepare your meals for you?”

 


“Nope, sadly not. That job’s come to me since my
mother passed away. Two years ago January. Caught herself a nasty
cough after our town’s New Year’s eve party and just didn’t ever
get better. Never was a very strong person Pappa says. Left us
shortly after sunup, the 18th of January, eighteen hundred and
sixty seven rest her soul. Every morning now I take a moment to be
where I can watch the sun as its rises. It’s a most magical time,
that time before the bustle of the day comes rushin’ in from all
around. It’s a good time for thinking about things. Things a person
needs to think about. How things was, and how things are yet to be.
It’s easier to think, when it’s quiet, and when you’re alone. Oh,
forgive me Mr. McJalister, I’m sorry. I do tend to talk too much.
Pappa swears I don’t have both my feet square on the ground all the
time. You must think I don’t have my feet on the ground too. The
sun comes every day, like it or not. The same sun. No cause for
fussin’, that’s for sure. There’s chores to do Pappa says. He’s
right you know, I’ll give him that. Now it’s only Pappa and me.
Pappa’s a miner. He’s gone most the day. That leaves the house
chores to me. He’ll be wantin’ his noontime meal so’s he can get
back to work, why don’t that whistle blow?

 



Chapter 13: August 13, 1869

 


“What’s your Pappa do boy?”

 


“Well he’s a … the a … well kind of a … did you
say it’s 1869, Mahm?”

 


“I surely did indeed, eighteen sixty nine.
Friday, August 13th. Don’t you know that Mr. McJalester, and don’t
you know what kinda’ work your Pappa does? That’s pretty strange I
say, and now that I’m athinkin’ about it, where’d you get green
shoes? You’re a strange one you are, where’s that noon whistle. I
know it’s noontime by now. I’ve gotta get these berries to cookin’.
Pappa always likes blackberry syrup on his cornbread for his
evenin’ meal. Takes a long time to cook ‘em down just right. I’d
best be gittin’. Mr. McJalester, do you see my road to Amandaville?
I don’t seem to be seeing my road home. You don’t see it from where
you’ra standin’ do you? It should be right over there, kinda
follows up along the creek-bed. Surely I’m not lost. I’ve been here
hundreds of times. I can’t be lost.”

 


“I don’t see any roads or trails of any kind
Miss Fairlin. Except the one that leads down to the bay where I
left my rowboat. But that road doesn’t go any farther up-stream
than this clearing here. Just kind of dead ends. Where did you say
Amandaville is?”

 


“I declare, you’ve surely got some unusual ways
about you. Everybody knows where Amandaville is. ‘Cause of the
mine, it’s the biggest town in these parts. Course its not very big
really, but it is the only place a person can purchase supplies.
You don’t have any supplies with you boy. How can you travel
without supplies, unless you left them with your skiff? Did you do
that? That’s why the big pier is down in the bay, the supply boats
come in the summertime. The road leads from the pier all the way to
Amandaville and the mines. Should a person lose their way, they can
just listen for a minute or so, and hear all the noise from the
mine operations. By walkin’ towards where the mine noises are
comin’ from, a person will find Amandaville. Listen now, can’t you
hear what I mean?”

 


After listening for a moment I answered, “Well
Mahm, actually, now that you mention it Miss Fairlin, I do not. No,
I don’t hear any mine noises. All I hear is a woodpecker thumping
on a dead tree. Can you hear mine noises Miss Fairlin? Which way
are they coming from? Point which way for me to listen.”

 


As soon as Indigo had heard what year and date
it was, he left immediately to tell Tairnellig. I couldn’t believe
it had been so easy to learn from when Miss Fairlin had come. Now I
just had to keep her calm and busy, and hope that Tairnellig could
channel his solar winds properly, or whatever it was he said he had
to do.

 


“I’m beginning to get a little scared here, Mr.
McJalester. I don’t hear the sounds from the mines neither. All I
hear is your woodpecker. Pappa’l be a waitin’ on me. I’ve got
chores to do. I can’t find my trail. What am I going to do? I think
I’ve gotten lost.”

 


“Don’t be afraid, Miss Fairlin. We can figure
this out scientifically. We’ll get the answer.”

 


“Are you a scientist, Mr. McJalister? Scientists
are kind of funny people. Is that why you are wearin’ those funny
clothes?”

 


“No, no. Science isn’t wearing funny clothes. It
is a way to think about things. That’s all it is, a way to think
about things. Getting the facts, and then analyzing them, that’s
all it means. If that’s what you mean by being a scientist, I’d
like to be like that. But if you mean do I know lots of stuff, then
I don’t think anybody would ever call me a scientist. There’s a lot
of stuff I don’t know about. I just try to think about things to
find answers. Let’s see if we can think about your road problem.
Let’s see if we can put the facts together. No need to be upset.
Show me where the closest spot to your road to Amandaville is that
you can remember for absolute certainty. Take your things, and I’ll
follow you. I want to see that spot. Do you really think my clothes
are funny?”

 


“Well OK, but don’t try nothin’ funny. My
rifle’s all loaded, and primed proper, and yes I do. People I know
surely don’t paint little pictures on their underwear, or make
their shoes green and yellow. I call that funny.”

 


‘T’ shirt, Miss Fairlin, it’s called a ‘T’
shirt. Besides, you shouldn’t worry about me, I’m not your problem.
My family and I have lots of provisions. All you have is a basket
full of blackberries and that old muzzle-loader. Those things
wouldn’t do me much good where I come from. Trust me. Let’s go now
to find that road”

 


Here’s the spot Mr. McJalester, right here. This
is the spot where I came into the clearing. See, the road continues
on down to the bay, but it doesn’t go the other direction where I
came from. It was there. I walked it this morning. But it’s not
there now, and the road to the beach is only a little trail. What
can I do? I can’t just go crashing around through the forest
looking for Amandaville, especially when I can’t even hear it.”

 


“What else can you remember? Even if it doesn’t
seem to be important. Give me as many facts as you can.”

 


“Well, before I got to this place right here, I
heard a sound like a big wave crashing onto the shore. Right behind
me it was, and then I kind of felt a wind blowing after me, you
know, like when you walk out through a doorway and the wind follows
you. It felt like that.”

 


“Anything else?”

 


“No, nothing else. I’ve been here lotsa times
pickin’ berries, and everything seems like it should. Except
there’s more trees, and they all seem bigger, and I guess now that
I think about it, I stopped hearing the sounds of Amandaville right
after I heard the big wave sound and felt the wind. What do you
make of that Mr. McJalester?”

 


“It does sound like you walked through a door to
me. But I don’t see any doors here.”

 


“Mr. McJalester, why did that little chipmunk
creature just put a flower at your feet?”

 


“Oh hi Indigo, I didn’t see you come back. He’s
not a chipmunk Miss Fairlin, see, his tail and his ears are not
like those of a chipmunk. The flower there, that’s his way of
telling me to follow him. I didn’t come to this clearing on my own
Miss Fairlin. Indigo brought me here. Let’s go see where he wants
to take us. Maybe we can learn what happened to your road.”

 



Chapter 14: “Hold It Right There Little
Man”

 


“Aye lad, there you are,” greeted Tairnellig.
“The information you obtained from our young berry picker here has
been most helpful.”

 


“Hold it right there little man,” reacted
Trolamahr. “What information? Mr. McJalester, you didn’t tell me
you were in cahoots with some midget with a big nose.” Trolamahr
gripped her belongings tighter. “You didn’t tell me you were being
secretive towards me. Why didn’t you tell me that?”

 


“Now Lassie,” began Tairnellig patiently. “The
winds of time have dealt you a nasty twist of fate here, and we’re
trying to fix it for you. We just enlisted Tim here to help. His
job was to learn when it is you come from. He did that. The rest of
the job is mine to do now. None of us had anything to do with your
present predicament though. You can rest assured of that. What’s
your name Llassie?”

 


“Doesn’t look to me like I’m the one with the
predicament here, exceptin’ I can’t find my road home. You’re the
ones with the funny clothes and the giant nose. Tell me just what
you think my predicament is.”

 


“Well, you’re right about not finding your road.
Oh it is there all right Lassie; you’re just a bit more than a
century later than you think you are. Your road has disintegrated
into only a trail from here to the bay. That’s your predicament,
and Amandaville isn’t there any more. That’s why you can’t find it.
Things have changed a bit. I think I can fix that for you though.
That’s the good news. You should have those berries home before you
know it. What did you say your name is?”

 


“I didn’t. It’s Miss Fairlin, Trolamahr Fairlin.
Born in 1857. Pappa fought in the war. We came to Amandaville four
years ago when I was eight.”

 


“My humblest apologies Miss Fairlin. I should
also tell you who I am. Tairnellig Quantelerite, Royal Guard of the
Edge of Time, Third Sector. My assistant here is Indigo.”

 


“Why you’re twelve Miss Fairlin!” I interrupted
“You must be going into the seventh grade this fall; I’ll be in the
eighth. First year I’ll be in the high school.”

 


“You must come from a wealthy family Mr.
McJalester, to be going on in school,” said Trolamahr. “I had to
leave school already. Don’t reckon I’ll ever get the chance to do
more studyin’. Pappa needs help with the chores at home.”

 


Tairnellig interrupted, “Come now you two, we’ve
got work to do. It’s best that Miss Fairlin not become too familiar
with how things are now days Tim; we don’t want to be responsible
for any changes in the continuum. Now I need to have you both go
back where you just were and wait there until Indigo places a
flower at your feet Miss Fairlin. That will be the signal for you
to walk towards where your road should be. When you do that lassie,
the road will open up to you. You’ll be able to step back onto it,
and walk home. So take your things with you. You will know the way
home from there. Tim, occasionally these overlaps don’t work as
precisely as expected. I want you to cut five branches that are
each about ten feet long from that Weeping Willow tree over there.
Then tie them together to make a long twine. Miss Fairlin can hold
one end of the twine as she steps through. We won’t be able to see
her once she goes. You hold the other end. If things don’t look
right to her, she can signal you to pull her back. Then we can try
again. If the twine goes limp in your hand lad, then you’ll know
she is OK and on her way home. Now go along with you both, I’ll
begin to focus the solar winds. Find a comfortable place to sit. I
may be a while with the winds here. That’s the bad news. They’re
hard to focus at best, and this afternoon there’s a bit of a storm
brewing out there. Could take me quite a while.”

 


“Come, Miss Fairlin. May I carry your rifle? It
looks heavy.”

 


“Why, yes, Mr. McJalester, that would be most
gentlemanly. I’d be pleased if you would.”

 


“This rifle is heavy. Where did you get it?”

 


“It is my father’s. He used it in the civil war.
Pappa has me take it when I’m alone in case there is a bear. It’s
not very accurate. It just scares things away. I have to carry
powder to load it. Besides, I just put popcorn in the barrel. I’ve
never really loaded it with a musket ball. The popcorn puffs up
when it comes out the barrel, and with the loud bang, it scares
critters away. The new rifles have real bullets already loaded. You
just put them in the chamber and pull the trigger. I don’t need to
kill nothin’ though, just scare it.”

 


“You sure fooled me with that thing. You scared
me half to death.”

 


“I’m sorry. I didn’t know any one was around.
You startled me. Nobody comes to the forest. I like to come here.
Even though a lot of trees were cut to supply our town, it is still
mighty peaceful out here. A girl needs her protection though.”

 



Chapter 15: “My Friends Call Me
Trolley”

 


“Now that we have a bit of time for talkin’,
suppose you explain to me exactly what Mr. Quantelerite was tellin’
to me just like he thought I understood, ‘The winds of time have
dealt me a nasty twist of fate’, what’s he talkin’ about Mr.
McJalister? Does it have sumpthin’ to do with the funny clothes you
are a wearin’, and why you talk such proper talk? I declare, the
only time I heard people talk like you is when I read ‘em talking
in a book. Nobody I know talks like you do. Why is that?”

 


“Miss Fairnlin, with all the questions you are
asking, I should wonder if perhaps you are not the scientist here.
Are you a scientist Miss Fairlin? Tell me the truth now. Are you a
scientist? Here, pull on the end of these branches while I reach up
and cut them off.”

 


“You know bettern’ that. Stop funning’ with me,
and don’t try changing the subject. I want to know what’s goin’ on.
I’ve got a right to know what’s going on.”

 


“Well, I’ll tell you what I know. It is only by
a freak coincidence that I happen to be here. I just happen to like
to row my boat, and I was out rowing early this morning. I had
nothing to do with what has happened to you. This is what
Tairnellig told me. He explained to me that time has an edge to it.
A front and a back. On the front side is what is yet to come in a
person’s future, and on the back side is the time that they live
in. But everybody’s time is different. The time I come from, makes
you a person who lived in my past. From your time, I haven’t even
been born yet. I will live in your future. We shouldn’t even be
talking together. We don’t exist at the same time. But here we are
talking. Tairnellig is just trying to fix that, and put you back.
Those solar winds he keeps talking about, can blow the edge of time
around like a flag blows in the wind. See how as we sat down here
under the tree, the material at the bottom of your dress folded and
overlapped in a few places. The edge of time can be blown around by
the solar winds, and they occasionally overlap just like that. You
just happened to be walking down the road from Amandaville when an
edge of time overlapped in front of you, and you stepped through
without knowing it, and here we are talking. You are from 1869, and
I’m from 2039.”

 


“Great day, boy! If that’s not a tale and a half
from the mountain of firewater. You expect me to believe that?”

 


“Well, Miss Fairlin, you’ve said yourself that
I’m wearing mighty funny looking clothes, and I talk funny. Plus
the fact you can’t find your road home, and the forest doesn’t look
quite right, and you can’t hear the sounds of the mining machinery.
What do you conclude from all that? You tell me what you
think.”

 


“2039 eh? I’m not sure what to think. What
should I think? Tell me about what’s it like in 2039? What do
people do? Do they all wear green shoes? Can you get ice whenever
you want? Are people really smart? Do young men come callin’ on
their favorite girl? Is the sunrise pretty? Are there flowers? Here
now, what are you doing? Give me that. You can’t tie those weeping
willow branches together with knots like that. They’ll slip apart
first thing. Let me show you how to do that with one of my sewing
knots. See, there, like this. Now you try.”

 


You have got a lot of questions Miss Fairlin. “I
think things are kind of the same. People get born, and people die.
We live in houses, and go to school, and when we grow up we get a
job and work. Yes, you can get ice whenever you want to. Oh,
electricity is something new. It’s used for everything. We use it
to make ice. And airplanes would be new to you. An airplane is a
machine that can fly, like a hawk, but bigger. Thanks, that’s a
cool knot. People get in them and fly to where they want to go.
They go about 500 miles an hour. And, oh yes, space ships. People
have flown to the moon. They came back though, they didn’t stay
there. And we have flowers. My mother has a big flower garden in
our yard.”

 


“Mr. McJalister, I asked you before what kinda’
work your pappa does, and you didn’t say. You didn’t tell me
because you didn’t want to upset me. Isn’t that so Mr. McJalester?
Tell me now, I won’t get upset. What does your pappa do? Did you
say I made a cold knot?”

 


“No, not cold, I said cool. Cool means when
something new to you seems just right. My father is a
salesman.”

 


“Oh, well that’s not so special now is it? Does
he take his wares and go from town to town to sell to the folks he
meets? You mean like that?”

 


“Kind of, but he has only one thing he sells,
and his customers usually come to him. He sells hydrogen ionized
thrust engines for cargo vessels traveling into space. He is a
thrust velocity engineer and helps design engines powerful enough
to bring a payload out from earth’s gravity, and then, of course
return the ship to earth for it’s next payload shipment. His
company just got a big contract. Several countries have joined
together to build a research station that will orbit the earth like
the moon, and his company will make the thrust engines to get the
ships, their cargo and crew into space. But he is on vacation now.
Every August we leave our house in the city and come to our cabin
here on the bay for the whole month. That’s how I happened to be
rowing my boat this morning.”

 


“Sorta makes my basket of blackberries here for
my pappa’s syrup seem frightfully inconsequential doesn’t it? Space
ships is somethin’ that’s only talked about in make believe stories
for children. Does he really do that? Have you ever flown in space?
What’s it like?”

 


“No, but I’m going to someday after I go to
college. Listen Miss Fairlin, do you hear anything? Kind of like
something is crashing through the forest?”

 


“Something you mean that sounds like somebody is
grinding coffee in a coffee grinder only a whole lot louder? And
also sounds like a bear crashing through the forest? Yes, I hear
that. What can that possibly be?”

 


“I thought maybe you could tell me. I thought
perhaps Tairnellig might have channeled his winds so that you could
go home now, and those sounds are sounds you know about.”

 


“No, but look, you can see up the road now. It
looks pretty overgrown and full of chuckholes, but there’s the
road, just like Mr. Quantelerite promised. Should I go there now?
That coffee grinder noise, and the crashing sounds, it doesn’t
sound right. I also hear some really loud singing. A man is
singing. Much louder than dancehall singing; you hear it too don’t
you? I can’t imagine you can’t hear it. It sounds as though it’s
comin’ from the direction of Amandaville, that’s for sure, but the
sounds are sounds I surely do not recognize. I don’t think I should
be agoin’ just yet, do you agree Mr. McJalister?”

 


“Miss, Fairlin, would you please stop calling me
Mr. McJalister. My name is Tim. Everybody calls me Tim, even my
teachers.”

 


“Surely, Tim, I can do that. If that’s what
you’d prefer. I was just showin’ my respect. Pappa always says I
should show my respect. We haven’t even been proper introduced, but
only if you call me Trolamahr, well actually, Trolley. My friends
call me Trolley.”

 


“Trolley, I like that. I’d like to call you
Trolley. That’s a cool name. It fits you fine, and yes, I certainly
do hear that crashing coming through the forest. There’s that music
too. No, you should not go yet. It doesn’t seem very safe.



“Tairnellig,” I yelled, “Are you
there? What’s going on here? Is this as you
expected?”

 


“I’m over here Tim. Goodness no! Don’t do
anything yet. I don’t understand what has happened. I got all the
coordinates right, the overlap seems to be opening, but something
is amiss. Stay put a moment. Let’s wait and see what happens.”

 



Chapter 16: The Monster Machine

 


“Look everybody!” exclaimed Trolley, “That’s a
monster machine comin’ at us outta’ the forest. And there’s two
people sitting inside. One’s a man with hair all over his face like
he hasn’t never learned to shave. The other’s a lady. She’s got a
ring in her nose. Should we run?”

 


“That looks like an old car to me. An old
Volkswagen Van. I’ve seen pictures of them, and sometimes they are
for sale at the old car swap meets where my father takes me. That’s
an old one. It’s got two front windshields. One for the driver, and
one for the passenger in the other front seat. Look, the license
plate says 1969.”

 


“Oh my, I see what happened. All my apologies
here please,” said Tairnellig, “I goofed. I got the year right, I
just got the wrong century. They all kind of blend together after a
while, and I confess, I wasn’t paying close attention to that part
of the equation. The overlap I created was for 1969, not 1869, but
how do you suppose these people got here in their van? This area
became abandoned after the mines closed. Everything began to return
to its natural forest state. A slight little oversight on my part,
and bang, somebody’s coming in the front door. How did they learn
about the old road to Amandaville? We’ve got to get them turned
around and be on their way back before the time overlap for them
disappears, or I’ll have another problem to deal with. Maybe you
two can convince them to turn around before it’s too late. I’ll
hide behind this tree here. They wouldn’t believe in me for a
minute.”

 


Tairnellig ducked behind a nearby tree. The van
pulled up in front of us. The music was blaring very loudly. The
unkempt man poked his head out through the sunroof and greeted us
by cheerfully saying ‘‘Peace brothers!”

 


“What?” I hollered back. “I can’t hear you over
the music.”

 


“Asteroid, bring the volume down on that tape to
something on the Richter scale, this young man is having trouble
with his hearing. Whoa, that’s better now. Peace brothers! And
sister too. Quite the authentic mountain clothing you’ve got there.
Its a

pretty one. Asteroid’s wearing a long skirt too,
but she’s wearing lots more jewelry. She goes for the necklaces and
rings and stuff. Every town we stop in, she buys another. She says
she’s just a sentimental type girl. Hi kids, my street name’s
Trekker. That means a person who travels around a lot. We’ve been
up prospecting by the old Amandaville mines. Stayed in one of the
old cabins. What’s left of it, I mean. Panned a little color from
the creek, but I think those old boys stripped the area pretty
clean in the old days. Whatdoya go by? You from around these
parts?”

 


“Hi,” I said. “Yes I come here on vacation with
my parents every year. My name’s Tim. This is Trolamahr, but she
goes by Trolley. She lives in Amandaville, oh, uh, I mean
Americanville. New town up the freeway. We like the quiet here in
the forest.”

 


“Cool man. Pretty groovey here huh? Only thing
that makes the forest better than it’s symphony of quiet is to add
a few tunes when you’re traveling. Guess I’m kinda nostalgicly
sentimental myself, just like Asteroid here. We do great together,
like we belong. Soul mates, you know what I mean Tim?”

 


“Yes Sir,” I said. “Sir,” I continued, “you have
quite unknowingly ended up in the wrong time, and if you hurry, you
can get back. Look, you can see the road doesn’t look right does
it?” It’s more like a trail. Look behind you, where you came from,
there’s like two tire tracks. That’s what is left of the old road
to Amandaville in 1969, but by the time you are in now, there is no
road left at all. Only a walking trail. You’re going to be stuck
here unless you go back up the road about one quarter of a mile.
Then turn around and wait about 30 minutes. Then your 1969 road
will be back again.”

 


“Whoa, Dude. You hear that Asteroid? It’s not
1969 anymore. We’re in the future. Just when is it my friend? When
are we? Hey, that sounds pretty cool. When are we? I like that. Go
ahead Tim, tell us, when are we?”

 


“2039.”

 


“I suppose Trolley is from the future too.”

 


“No,” I tried to explain, acting as casual as I
could. “She is from 1869. Got here by mistake too, just like you
did. She’s never seen a car before, or heard a radio, or seen an
airplane. She didn’t even know we made it to the moon. Actually she
lives in Amandaville. Her Dad is a miner there. Our friend was
trying to fix it for her so she could go home, and he got his
centuries mixed up and you happened to be coming along.”

 


“You mean the little guy with the big snoze that
hid behind the tree?

 


“Yes, that’s Tairnellig. He is a member of the
Royal Guard of Time. His job is to try to keep things running
smoothly. The solar winds that blow through this sector raised a
few overlaps at the edge of time last night. Trolley slipped
through to now by mistake. As you heard, he tried to fix it for
her, made a little mistake, and you came.”

 


What do you mean, ‘made it to the moon’? We’ve
been kind of out of touch the last couple of months did we miss
something?”

 


“Maybe yeah, a little bit,” I said. “Neil
Armstrong and Buzz Aldrin landed on the moon on July 20th of 1969.
They traveled in the space ship called the Apollo 11. President
Kennedy said we’d make it to the moon before the end of the 1960’s,
and he was right. Everybody got back safe. Did you know that? I
read it was on people’s home televisions.”

 


“Give me five Dude, we did it. That sure is news
to us. No, we hadn’t heard that. I guess a person can miss a lot
when they are away for a couple of months.”

 


I held up my open hand like I’d seen people do
in the old movies, and he slapped it with his. That was fun I
thought. I’d never done that before. I could see Trolley out of the
corner of my eye. She was standing there holding her basket of
blackberries and her musket with her mouth dropped open in
disbelief at what she was seeing and hearing.

 


I could hardly imagine what she must be thinking
about what the future was like. Then Tairnellig came out from
behind the tree.

 


“Everything Tim has told you is the truth my
friends. As impossible as it must seem to you, we have all found
ourselves gathered together here quite by the most unusual set of
circumstances. I know you would all have a great time comparing
your life’s stories, but that simply cannot be. In addition, at
this moment, I can see the overlap to 1969 beginning to slip away
before us. Steroid and Heckler, you really must return before it is
too late.”

 


“Sir, that’s Asteroid and Trekker,” I said to
Tairnellig.

 


“Oh yes, memories not what it should be anymore
kids. Maybe that’s why I’ve been assigned out to Quadrant Three. My
humble apologies.”

 


“Cool!” said Trekker. “I guess the parties over.
The man here knows his business. Come Asteroid, we don’t want
responsibility for a time continuum disruption. I learned about
that on Star Trek. Hit the volume button to the music there my
nostalgic one; let’s have some tunes on our way. We’re history. Be
cool friends. See you ‘round.”

 


With that the van engine started, the volume
went way up on the music, and off went Trekker and Asteroid through
the last possible sliver of time overlap to the forest of 1969.

 



Chapter 17: A Song In The Forest

 


“He used that word ‘cool’,” said Trolley, after
they left. But the words to that song, kind of depressing. Are all
the new songs depressing that way? ‘I see a bad moon a risin’, I
see trouble on the way, I see earthquakes and lightnin’, I see bad
times today’.”

 


“No,” I said. “That’s only one song. It was made
popular by The Creedance Clearwater Revival back in the late
sixties and early seventies, I mean, 1960s and 1970s. that was a
very negative time. Many songs from 1969 sang about how bad people
thought things were. There was a real revolution going on in the
United States in those days. Some other countries too. Kind of like
your revolution in the early 1860’s. People didn’t form armies and
shoot at each other. Well, not really, but it was a time of great
social change. Had to do with equal rights, and what it meant to be
a responsible American. I guess in a way, like the war your Dad
fought in. There were also love songs, like ‘You’ve Made Me So very
Happy’ made popular by Blood Sweat and Tears, but most the songs
were negative. I like to study about different songs and when they
were popular. The songs of an era kind of tell the history of the
era, and give a feeling of how the people were feeling then. Do you
know the song ‘When Johnny Comes Marching Home’?”

 


“Yes Tim. That’s a song I know. Do you know it
too? It’s a song about the war Pappa fought in. I know lots of
other songs from the war. But I know other songs too. Stephen
Foster is my favorite composer. Do you know any songs by him?”

 


“Yes, he wrote mostly songs of the old south. I
know some of his songs. Songs about when he lived. He wrote ‘Oh
Susanna’ in 1848. Do you know that one?”

 


“Yes, and ‘Little Jenny Dow’, about a girl with
such a happy voice and smile she gladdens peoples hearts. My very
favorite though is ‘Jeannie With The Light Brown Hair’. It is
really meant for a man to sing, but I love to sing it anyway. Do
you want to hear me sing it? I know all the words.”

 


She began without waiting for my reply.

 


“I dream of Jeannie with the light brown
hair,” she began. “Born like a vapor on the summer air. I
see her tripping where the bright streams play….”



Trolamahr had a beautiful soprano voice that was
magical in the afternoon forest. She sang the whole song for me.
The last chorus to the song ended with the words “…Her smiles have
vanished and her sweet songs flown, flitting like the dreams that
have cheered us and gone.”

 


The silence of the forest followed her song
mystically.

 


“That was beautiful.” I said finally.

 


“Thank you,” she smiled. “You were sweet to
listen.”

 


“You may sing for me whenever you wish.”

 


“I’d like that,” she said.

 


“Boys come to visit their girlfriends.”

 


“What?”

 


“You asked me if boys come to call on their
favorite girl,” I said.

 


Trolamahr looked away. I thought I saw her
blush.

 


“Oh, yes, I did, I forgot, that’s nice.

 


She was quiet for a very long time. I looked
down at her rifle that I was still holding. The barrel glistened in
the sunlight. Somebody obviously was taking very good care of this
ancient rifle. The stock was well worn. It had two deep scratches
in the wood that had been sanded smooth and refinished to make it
smooth. I was fascinated by the fact that I was actually holding
something from the Civil war. My history books made it seem like
such a very long time ago, and yet it really wasn’t. Only about six
generations before me.

 


Trolamahr looked up at me, “Suppose you lived in
my town, in my time, would you come to call at my house Tim?”

 



Chapter 18: Look Well To This One Day

 


“Whoahoo! I’ve done it. 1869. Clear as can be.
Coming up on us fast,” Tairnellig’s voice rang out from somewhere
nearby. “Kids, get ready. Those blackberries are going home,
Llassie, grab one end of that twine there, get ready to find your
road home.”

 


“Tim, I’m not sure I’m ready to go. You didn’t
tell me yet about airplanes, and televisions, and green shoes, and
electricity. My life will seem so ordinary. How can my days be only
cookin’ and washin’ and makin’ blackberry syrup, while your days
are so much more.”

 


“My days will be the same as yours. They can
only be what I know. I don’t know about my future anymore than you
do about yours. You have your life before you. I have mine. We
cannot choose any differently. There was a writer, long before
either of us was born, who wrote some thoughts about life in a
little verse I read once. His name was Kalidasa. Maybe his thoughts
were for you and me, to consider today, in a future he could
scarcely have imagined. He titled his verse: ‘Salutation To The
Dawn’. In it he wrote:

 


‘Look well to this one day

In its brief course lie all the varieties

And all the realities of your existence

The pride of growth, the glory of action

The splendor of beauty.

Yesterday is but a dream and tomorrow is only
a vision

But each day well lived

Makes every yesterday a dream of
happiness

And every tomorrow a vision of hope.

For it alone is life.’”

 


“Thank you Tim. I’ll remember. That will help.
It must be nice goin’ on in school the way you are, learnin’ and
all about those things. Girls don’t much go on in school when I
come from. Do girls go to your high school? Who does the house
chores? Seems there’s always chores need doin’.”

 


“Hurry now kids.” Tairnellig urged. “Time is
wasting. Grab the other end of the twine Tim. Do you have your
musket lassie? See the opening in the wall of time there? You
should go now, can’t tell how long it will last, hurry!”

 


I could see the opening into the forest of 1869.
I could faintly hear the sounds of the mines. I could see the road
to Amandaville. I took the other end of Trolamahr’s twine.

 


“Fare thee well, Miss Fairlin. I wish you
well.”

 


Trolamahr turned and looked at me. “Lord Byron,”
she said. “You know about the poet Lord Byron? That is a quote from
a poem he wrote. I love to read Lord Byron. Sometimes he is hard to
understand though. Please, it is not necessary to call me Miss
Fairlin anymore. We are friends now Tim. Like Trekker and Asteroid,
we are souling mates.”

 


“Miss Fairlin,” I said, “is respectful. Respect
for all that you are, and all that you shall become. I shall miss
you. And yes, an invitation to visit your home would be very
special. If we were both to live in your time, I would surely come
to call. But, only, on one condition. You would have to promise to
put that popcorn musket rifle thing away somewhere.”

 


Trolamahr smiled, held me for a moment in her
gaze, then gently said, “Fare thee well Mr. McJalister, I wish you
well.”

 


Then, like the girl in Stephen Foster’s song,
her smiles and her songs vanished. The edge of time closed behind
her.

 


Trolamahr was gone. I held the twine as
Tairnellig requested. The forest felt silent and empty. What was
happening in 1869? Were things as they should be? Was Miss Fairlin
OK? I had no way to know. I could only hold the twine and wait.
Then, I felt some tuggings on the twine. Not frantic tuggings, but
gentle and rhythmic. Kind of like Morse code. Morse code I
wondered? Of course. She could know Morse code. It was invented in
time for her to know. She coded the letters “F, T” and “W”.

 


Fare Thee Well.

 


A moment later, as I anticipated it must, the
twine slackened in my hand. Trolamahr, and her blackberries, were
on their way home.



I felt strangely alone.

 


“Come lad now,” instructed Tairnellig after a
moment, “pull that twine back through. We cannot leave anything in
the past. Could mean trouble.”

 


“Yes, Sir,” I said, “Could mean trouble.”

 


“You did a great job today Laddie.”

 


“Yes Sir.”

 


I stopped to look once more at the initials
,“cul”, that had been carved in the old tree in the clearing. Then,
I turned away, and began my journey home.

 


“Good-bye laddie,” offered Tairnellig.

 


“Good-bye,” I echoed.

 


My returning along the pathway through the
forest went quickly. I could see no traces of Amandaville, the
people that had lived there, or their gold. There was now only the
trail and the trees.

 


At the beach my skiff slid easily into the
water. I pointed the bow towards home and began the rhythmic
cadence of rowing. The skiff responded, gliding smoothly on the
evening tide.

 


The sun was edging below the northwestern
horizon. My eyes followed the silhouette of a bird gliding low over
the bay.

 


Soon it would be dark.

 


As I passed Blue Heron Point, two of the giant
birds were visible standing patiently at the edge of the tide. In
the distance I could see a small column of blue smoke rising from
the fireplace chimney of our cabin. I saw also the glow of lights
shining in the cabin’s windows. Electric lights. Such a simple
thing I thought. You turn the switch and the lights come on. Easy.
Everybody has electric lights. All a person needs is a bit of wire
and a magnet. Well, actually a bit more than that, but not much
more theory.

 


Trolamahr had no electric lights. I think she
said they burned kerosene fuel in the three lamps they had in their
cabin. Plus, of course, their fire in the open fire place.

 


I knew my mother would be curious about my day.
I began to wonder how I might explain the things that had occurred.
I wondered if anyone would believe me. I wondered if I should say
anything at all. If I wanted, there would be lots of ice in the
refrigerator, or, I could turn on the television.

 


I pulled harder on the oars. It was getting
late. I could feel the chill of evening. I wondered if mother had
saved supper for me. I wondered if Trolamahr’s father was enjoying
blackberry syrup over cornbread.

 


I knew at dawn tomorrow Trolamahr and I would
both be watching for the sun to rise to our new days.

 


I wondered if I would be in her thoughts.

 


I knew she would be in mine.
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Trolahmahr

 


The end

*****

 


There Is A Pleasure In The Pathless Woods

By Lord Byron (1788 – 1824)

 


There is a pleasure in the pathless
woods,

There is a rapture on the lonely shore,

There is a society where none intrudes,

By the deep Sea, and music in its roar:

I love not man the less, but Nature more,

From these our interviews, in which I
steal

From all I may be, or have been before,

To mingle with the Universe, and feel

What I can ne’er express, yet cannot all
conceal

 


 


Time Table

2039 – Tim is thirteen

2025 – Tim McJalister born

1975 – Microsoft founded

1969 – Appollo 11 lands on the moon

1948 – electric guitar invented

1939 – first commercial television sets

1908 – first model “T” Ford produced

1903 – first airplane flight

1879 – electric light invented

1876 – telephone invented

1869 – Trolamahr is twelve

1867 – Trolamahr’s mother dies

1865 – Civil War ended. Abraham Lincoln
assassinated

1863 – roller skates invented

1857 – Trolamahr born

1853 – potatoe chips invented

1844 – Morse Code invention first used

1832 – Daniel Boone born

1830 – Michael Faraday’s wire/magnet
invention

1826 – Stephen Foster born

1799 – George Washington dies

1791 – Michael Faraday born

1788 – Lord Byron born

1732 - George Washington born

 


References:

At the time these stories were written, the
following internet references were available

 


Michael Faraday

http://sln.fi.edu/franklin/scientst/faraday.html

 


Lord Byron

http://www.englishhistory.net/byron.html

 


Kalidasi

http://www.imagi-nation.com/moonstruck/clsc60.html

 


Stephen Foster

http://www.bobjanuary.com/foster/table1.htm

 


Inventions

http://www.ideafinder.com/history/of_inventions.htm
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