
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

 




[image: tmp_0dcfd52a9db21537355e96e5e058e3d6_2eNa98_html_4933e248.jpg]

 


 


 


SABRE-TOOTH SURF

Lost in Time

by

T.F. Silvestre

Published by T.F. Silvestre at
Smashwords.

Copyright © 2011 T. F. Silvestre.

ISBN 978-0-615-58444-7

 


 


 


Smashword Edition License Notes

This eBook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If
you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com
and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work
of this author.


 


To CC and Alden; you have fulfilled my life
in every imaginable fashion.

You are my inspiration.


Chapter 1

The Dead Scientist

 


“There, Jake, right there---I can see it!”
Adriana White whispered urgently to her boyfriend, gesturing
surreptitiously with her right hand as they both stared into the
waxen face of the corpse.

“Where?” Jake Stone asked, his laser beam
gaze nearly burning holes into the pasty white forehead of the dead
man.

“Look to the left almost exactly halfway
between his hairline and his left eyebrow.” She answered, glancing
over her shoulder at the loose line of other mourners standing
uneasily at the edge of the casket, waiting to pay their final
respects to Douglas Burnett, PhD, deceased.

“Whoa!” Jake said as he finally caught sight
of the vivid five inch gash across the temple of the now departed
Dr. Burnett. No amount of pancake makeup or embalmer’s embroidery
could totally mask the angry red scar that zigzagged across his
forehead like the Pasadena spur from the old Union Pacific
Railroad. “That’s nasty!”

“Come on, Jake.” Adriana tugged at his hand
She did not want to relive the scene from three afternoons ago when
she rushed out of her house to the horrifying sound of sheering
metal to find her neighbor, Dr. Burnett, sticking halfway out of
the front windshield of his Ford Explorer, which had T-boned the
200 year old oak tree that stood guard over the White family home
in Santa Monica, California. The sight of his face covered in blood
from the now hidden (almost) forehead gash sent a chilling shiver
down her spine and Adriana again yanked on Jake’s arm, half-pulling
him back to the safety of a row of chairs a respectable distance
from the front of the funeral home.

The two seventeen year olds sat holding hands
in silence as another two dozen or so folks shuffled past the open
casket, which was flanked by two massive flower arrangements that
looked to have come from orchids, ferns and other flora extinct
since the Jurassic Era. One young woman pausing to wipe a tear from
her cheek, an older man in a rumpled tweed blazer with elbow
patches hurried by the coffin with only the briefest of glances at
the dead man, perhaps fearful of the proximity of the grim reaper,
and a middle-aged couple in dark business attire dropped separate
keepsakes next to the corpse. Had they paid closer attention, Jake
and Adriana would have noticed a slight, rather awkward boy of East
Indian descent at the back of the line, his eyes red and puffy
behind spherical wire-rimmed glasses.

The Funeral Director, a tall stooped man,
glided like an apparition to the front of the gathering. His hollow
cheeks and near alabaster skin, starkly offset by a double-breasted
black suit and dark almost pattern less tie, befitting his
professional calling.

“Ladies and Gentlemen,” he began in a low,
some might say a touch sinister, tone, “I’m Dr. Banks, director of
the Last Wishes Funeral Home.”

“Dr. of what, death?” Jake asked under his
breath. Adriana elbowed him sharply in the ribs, flashing him a
dirty look. He could only sneer weakly back at her in response,
rubbing his side gingerly at the point of impact of the blow from
his girlfriend.

“Before we get started the Burnett Family has
asked that, in lieu of flowers, a donation be made to the Jet
Propulsion Laboratory’s Children’s Leukemia Fund. The address is on
the back of today’s program.” The funeral director held a folded
beige booklet with the caption, In Loving Memory of Dr. Donald
Burnett, Explorer, Inventor and Husband, for all 100 or so
mourners to see.

“I believe the family is ready for the
memorial to begin in a few minutes . . . .” the Director smiled
somberly to Mrs. Burnett, replete in black in the front row, but
she buried her face into her hands and let out a wail.

Unfazed, the good doctor continued, “So if
everyone would take his or her seat . . . .” Adriana did not hear
the rest of his opening remarks as her thirteen year old brother
Henry nearly dove onto her lap.

“Dreaa!” He said, using his nickname for his
sister Adriana. “You’re not going to believe this!!” He held a half
dozen sheets of paper rolled up like a mailing tube in his left
hand.

“Shhhh, Henry, be quiet!” Adriana said
between gritted teeth. She dug her finger nails into his arm to get
her point across as a couple of folks in attendance turned with
concern to see what was causing the commotion near the rear of the
room. One of the adults eyed the exchange between brother and
sister and shook his head knowingly, as if to say ‘darn kids these
days.’

“Dr. Burnett figured out how to travel
back into time!!” Henry hissed into his sister’s ear, dropping
the papers into her lap and breaking her grip on his triceps, red
half-moons notched in his skin from her claws.

“Little brother, you have lost your mind!”
She said, glancing at the first page of a memorandum with the title
“Wormholes Everywhere.”

“Be quiet now, the service is about to
start!” Adriana insisted sharply, gathering the papers in her hand
and shoving them into her backpack.

 


 


 



Chapter 2

Thirteen Year Old PhD

 


Adriana, Jake and Henry piled into the booth
at Milt’s Coffee Haus on Ocean Avenue in Santa Monica after the
mercifully short funeral of Dr. Burnett, Adriana and Henry White’s
neighbor; well, make that their former neighbor. Henry was
exceedingly quiet on the drive over, never once mentioning Dr.
Burnett, time travel or the wormhole memorandum that he had since
retrieved from his sister. After they ordered lunch, Henry unzipped
his backpack and removed a small briefcase that looked to have been
stolen from a homeless person who lived at the bottom rung of the
four level freeway interchange in East LA.

The letters “JPL” and “Top
Secret” were embossed under what was left of a shredded handle.
One of the corners of its frame was smashed and crumpled so that
the edges of some pages of paper showed through. The snaps on
either side of the briefcase were sprung, never to be closed
again.

“I think these must have come through his
windshield when he crashed.” Henry finally broke the silence,
pointing to a row of deep scratches in the leather on one side of
the briefcase.

“What did he actually do at JPL?” Jake asked
his girlfriend, eyeing the “Top Secret” briefcase with suspicion,
as it seemed like a lot of CIA nonsense to him.

“I don’t really know. He just used to say,
‘government job, government pay’ when I asked him how work was
going.” Adriana said. A little bird chirped up in the back of her
head, silently singing that “Top Secret” might actually be
spelled "t-r-o-u-b-l-e" today.

“Mostly Dr. B looked bummed out when he got
home from work.” Adriana finished her thoughts after clearing her
head.

“Yeah, and he and Mrs. Burnett used to do
some serious yelling at each other too.” Henry added.

“Did he usually have this briefcase?” Jake
wondered.

“Not that I remember.” Adriana answered.
“What about it Henry?”

“I never saw him with it before, sis.” He
said. “Anyway, it was open when I found it under our hedge and the
wormholes memo that I showed you was on the ground.”

“What the hell is a ‘wormhole’ anyway?” Jake
asked.

“A wormhole is merely a passageway through
space/time that connects one thread of a given gravitational body
with another.” A soft voice answered from the edge of their booth.
In unison the three kids turned to face a slender boy with a shock
of black hair complimenting the dark eyes that flashed with near
fathomless depth and intelligence behind his wire-rimmed
glasses.

“Who are you?” Henry asked with suspicion,
his hands encircling the battered briefcase protectively.

“I am Dr. Rajneesh Singh.” The young man
stood calmly in front of the others, his hands crossed behind his
back, as if he had just given the morning weather report on the 6
am news. “Most people call me Raj.”

“Doctor? You can’t be more than 12 years old
. . .”

“Actually, though slight, approximately
21.73% below the mean height and weight for my age, I am at the
midpoint of my 13th year.” Raj shrugged. “Before you ask
multiple questions of me and my background, allow me to present my
credentials for inspection.” He dug into his pocket, retrieving a
battered brown leather wallet from which he produced a laminated ID
card with a smiling picture that made him look even younger. A seal
with the words “California Institute of Technology” two
hands holding a torch and the date “1891” served as the
backdrop for the personal data on the card.

 


Rajneesh Singh, PhD

Richard P. Feynman Professor of Theoretical
Physics

261A Lauritsen Hall, ext. 6755

 


“You expect us to believe that you’re a
professor at Cal Tech?” Adriana finally replied after trying to
digest the startling information presented to them by the strange
youth.

“Not really.” Raj replied with a straight
face. “I’m quite used to reactions such as yours, one that I expect
to confront for the foreseeable future.”

“How do we know this isn’t a fake?” Henry
sneered, grabbing the ID card and held it up to the light, closing
one eye for his inspection.

“Yeah where’s your driver’s license?” Jake
got into the act rather belatedly, slightly confused by almost
everything that had transpired since Dr. Burnett’s funeral.

“It will be three more years before I can
drive, in compliance with the California Vehicle Code. But here,
use my cell phone . . .” Raj held out a purple Nokia 919, “I would
use speed dial for my office but you would doubt my veracity. Thus,
please call directly assistance in Pasadena, ask for the number of
Cal Tech, ask for the physics department and ask the woman who
answers whether I am on the staff there.” The three youngsters were
momentarily speechless. Raj failed to inform them that the entire
Cal Tech physics department had just attended Dr. Burnett’s funeral
and were not answering any phone calls any time soon.

“How do we know that your phone isn’t
rigged?” Adriana asked, though most of the energy had left her
inquisition.

“Use yours then.” Raj pointed to Adriana's
Silver Audiovox that sat on the coffee table, continuing his
gambit.

“Why are we talking to this twerp anyway?”
Henry slid the briefcase onto his lap and sat up ramrod straight;
folding his arms in front of his chest in an effort to look larger
and more muscular, though the effect was more comical than anything
else.

“Because Dr. Burnett was one of my
colleagues, the matters that we were investigating have been deemed
top secret by the United States Government and I would like his
papers and briefcase back, immediately.” Raj crossed his thin arms,
shooting his best “tough guy” glare at Henry. Adriana almost burst
out laughing at the tiny testosterone surge from the two
youngsters.

“Take it easy, boys.” Adriana said, hiding
her smile. “Let’s discuss this calmly, OK?” She waved Jake over
with a flick of her hand and directed Raj to take a seat next to
him in the booth.

“Listen, Raj,” she addressed the diminutive
scientist across their half empty lunch plates, ketchup congealing,
fries going cold, “this is all extremely confusing for us so why
don’t you start from the top, tell us what this is all about, why
we should give all of these papers to you instead of just calling
the cops and . . . .”

“But first tell us why I shouldn’t just pop
you in the mouth and knockout a few of your teeth.” Henry
interrupted, fists clenched, nostrils flaring.

“That would be quite difficult to do, as I
have braces throughout my mouth,” Raj smiled humorlessly, flashing
a mouthful of colorful metal, to prove his point, “and no one tooth
could be removed without some form of adjustment to the entire
apparatus. Further, though we appear to be approximately the same
age and while you are certainly larger than me, I have no doubt
that I am the swifter, and would be able to elude your attack, if
necessary. Also, please be advised that I am a second degree brown
belt in Tae Kwon Do and have successfully thwarted attacks from
boys of all sizes in many sparring sessions at the gym.”

“Yeah, I'll take my chances right here, Dr.
Twerp." Henry leaned forward and brandished a menacing fist in
Raj’s face.

“Henry, chill, let the kid, uh . . .,
doctor speak.” Jake warned, his brow furrowed with disapproval.
Henry sat back quietly at the reproach, looking as though someone
had just popped his special birthday balloon.

“Thank you.” Raj nodded at Jake. “Please stop
me if I either speak too fast or if you need further
explanation.”

“I presume that each of you is familiar with
Albert Einstein’s Theory of Relativity?” Raj asked without
presumption. Henry looked confused, Jake shrugged and Adriana
nodded tentatively.

“Why not refresh our memories.” She
suggested.

“OK, without getting into the theoretical and
brilliant underpinnings of his work, Dr. Einstein believed that
space and time were entirely relative, dependent on an individual’s
state of motion.” The three teenagers responded with blank stares
on hearing this revelation, and Jake’s mouth fell open slightly.
Fortunately no flies tried to land on his tongue.

“It’s elegantly simple, really.” Raj smiled
knowingly, stepping into the world he loved so dearly. “Let’s say
that you’re flying in a plane that travels west at 500 miles per
hour. From the ground, it will appear to a man that is riding a
bicycle in the same direction at 20 miles an hour that your plane
is traveling only at 480 miles per hour and it will appear to a man
driving a car in the opposite direction at 60 miles an hour that
your plane is traveling 560 miles an hour toward him. Does that
make sense?”

“Sort of.” Adriana said, though the brains of
the other two boys seemed to have frozen like old Lisa
computers.

“Well, allow me to jump over a number of
hypotheses and presumptions and tell you that, based on Einstein’s
Theory of Relativity, when combined with his assertion that nothing
can travel faster than light, over the last century, physicians
deduced that time is actually one large continuum of matter, a kind
of elastic fabric woven together in four dimensions. You know, kind
of a layer cake accordion.” Raj mimed playing the instrument,
moving his hand back and forth in the air while fingering its
imaginary keys. The other kids looked on in silent confusion.

“Anyway, this fabric is bound together by
various threads and if you can find the beginning of one of these
threads you can travel back in time anywhere along the thread.” Raj
crossed his arms and nodded again. “Or, so the various theories so
state, nothing has yet to be proven in this regard.”

“You’re out of your mind.” Henry stated after
a minute of silence. “This guy’s a nut ball, Jake, can I pop him
now?”

“Easy, buddy, easy.” Jake replied, more
gently than before, reaching across the table and putting a hand on
Henry’s arm. He then turned to Raj.

“You’ve succeeded in totally losing me and,
since I’m not so good with science, I can’t say that this stuff
will ever make sense to me.” Jake said. “I have a different
question; what does all of this Einstein noise have to do with Dr.
Burnett and the papers that Henry found under his hedge? Remember,
that Top Secret stuff that you got all huffy about?”

“Well, before his untimely death, Doug and I
were on the verge of announcing the most important discovery in the
world of physics, the confirmed existence of wormholes.”

“Wormholes? Who gives a rat’s ass about
wormholes?” Jake asked. “You can see hundreds of them in our yard
after a good rain.”

“I think he means a roadway for travel back
in time.” A girl’s voice answered softly from the edge of the
booth. The four youngsters turned in unison to stare at
bespectacled young girl with shoulder length honey-blond hair
pulled back in a pony tail, her azure eyes shining like the sky
just before sunset in the desert.

“Who are you?” Raj asked as he quickly
assessed the girl, his heart now pounding like a jack hammer in his
chest.

“I’m Jake’s sister, Katie, and I need a ride
to my piano lesson, remember Jake?”

“Oh, shit, sorry.” Jake apologized. “We’ve
been kind of focused on some of the stuff that Dr. Burnett left
behind.”

“Well, it’s too late now, mom will be pissed
off!" She smiled again, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "Anyway,
move over and tell me what all this talk about wormholes is about.”
Katie slipped into the booth next to Adriana and looked expectantly
at Raj to continue.

 


 


 



Chapter 3

Wormholes Everywhere?

 


“Well, uh, I . . . let me see.” Raj
stammered, unnerved by Katie’s arrival and the penetrating
intelligence evident in her stare. Katie’s lovely blue eyes drew
him in like superconductive magnets, and he could not look away
from her, altogether deeply smitten. After removing and polishing
his glasses with his shirt tail, to break her spell and allow
himself to catch his breath, Raj continued.

“Doug speculated and he and I recently
confirmed that wormholes can be found all over the world given the
right atmospheric and seasonal conditions.”

“Please explain what you mean.” Katie smiled
widely at the boy, displaying a mouthful of multi-colored
braces.

“Well, say you calculate that a wormhole is
situated at the front door of this café.” He pointed over his
shoulder and the four others duly looked. “Your formula says that,
on the fall equinox if the barometer is rising due to the impact of
a high pressure zone over the great basin, a Santa Ana day as it is
commonly known, then a wormhole on this spot on earth to the
identical location 100 years back in time that will open for
perhaps 30 seconds.”

“So, if you’re standing on the spot, you can
just walk back in time?” Katie asked, rather skeptically.

“Well, . . . yes, I mean, Doug and I believe
so.” Raj tried to sound more certain about this radical suggestion
than he really was at that moment. “We surmise that one would more
likely glide back in time, as one might do on a multi-level
carnival slide or perhaps down a garbage chute.”

“Do these wormhole things really exist?”
Adriana chimed in.

“Well, based on our calculations and
hypotheses, yes.” Raj replied, slightly less confident about the
practicalities of time travel and all its baggage, especially since
none of their theories had been tested, a fact that he conveniently
failed to tell the others.

“So why does the government care about this
stuff?” Jake asked.

“Because it would allow people to go back in
time to change things that went wrong.” Raj answered quietly.

“Like what?” Jake wondered absently, still
not focused.

“Like to stop the 9/11 hijackers.” Katie
replied and everyone’s eyes grew wide at the prospect.

“Yes, that would be the first thing to do,
along with killing bin Laden.” Raj agreed somberly. "Perhaps
assassinating Hitler would be the second."

The kids sat quietly for a moment, pondering
the implications of such a discovery.

“So, why haven’t 8,000 Homeland Security
Agents swarmed all over us and thrown us in some stinky military
prison on an island in the Caribbean?” Adriana asked, wondering the
truth.

“Well, Doug and I have yet to inform the
authorities of our findings.” Raj said meekly, clearing his throat
and looking down at his shoes.

“What? Why not?” Jake asked.

“Because . . . .”

“Because you haven’t gone anywhere yet to
prove that this isn’t a bunch of horse shit and you’re not some
kind of crackpot lunatic like that Korean cloning scientist guy.”
Henry interrupted.

“Yes, you are correct.” Raj nodded,
acknowledging the thrust of Henry’s assertion. “Doug and I were
poised to . . . .” His voice cracked and as a single tear rolled
down his cheek. The table again fell silent in remembrance of Dr.
Douglas Burnett.

“To do what?” Katie asked after a moment.

“To run a test on our theories and confirm
their accuracy.” Raj answered.

“So what do we do now?” Jake wondered.

“First, you must give me back Doug’s
briefcase.” Raj asserted, regaining his composure and command.

“Listen, Doc, we’re don’t have to do
anything.” Adriana wagged a finger in his face. “We’re going to go
over all of this stuff tonight and we can pick this up tomorrow and
figure things out here. Besides, don’t you have all this on a
computer somewhere? Why would you need the papers in the first
place??”

“Well, uh, . . . .“ Raj stammered. “Actually,
no Doug did not trust Cal Tech’s computer security and so
everything was done off of his flash drive, which I suspect you
will find at the bottom of the briefcase in a recessed
compartment.”

Henry pulled the bag open as wide as he could
and rooted around at the bottom before his hand surfaced holding a
green 5Gb pen drive the size of car remote.

“I will take that.” Raj reached for the mini
drive but Henry had already palmed it and buried his hand in his
lap, smirking.

“Why don’t you come and get it, Doctor
Singh?” Henry sneered.

“I should call the authorities and have you
taken into custody, which would realign your attitude quite
sharply.” Raj replied, glaring at Henry boldly.

“Give it a rest you two, no one is getting
anything or calling anyone until we can think this through some
more.” Adriana said, shaking her head. “After Jake wins tomorrow’s
contest we’ll meet you here at 10 am or so and decide what’s
next.”

“Contest?” Raj asked, for once completely
puzzled.

“Jake’s the best surfer in the town and he’s
going to take the crown at the Boys Division of the Malibu Open
Contest tomorrow morning.” Henry replied proudly.

“We shall see, my boy, we shall see.” Jake
smiled knowingly. With that, the four kids left some money on the
table and Raj to his own thoughts alone in the booth at the coffee
shop.

 


 


 



Chapter 4

Ocean Traffic

 


"You ready, babe?" Adriana touched her
boyfriend's shoulder as he stared motionlessly at the horizon, his
6'1" surfboard resting horizontally between flexed calves.

A sly grin crossed Adriana White's pretty
face, her perfect teeth breaking into a smile as she lost herself
in thoughts about Jonathan "Jake" Stone, surfer, high school
basketball star and paramedic/fireman to be filling her head. Man
she'd come a long way from the slightly pudgy mixed race girl with
braces and a mild case of acne when she graduated middle school,
offset by gorgeous blond hair and a lovely olive complexion. For
ten years she'd known Jake from the public school system in Santa
Monica and, even while she battled through puberty and awkwardness,
they were decent pals.

Jake never made fun of her like the other
boys had during her transitional, ugly duckling days. They shared a
number of classes together at Santa Monica High School and grew
closer, in a "best friend" kind of way, though Adriana probably had
a super secret crush on him that she never really acknowledged, let
alone told any of her friends about. Then, two years ago, after
seeing a Saturday matinee of a Harry Potter episode, Jake politely
asked if he could give her a smooch. Go for it, bud! One thing lead
to another and here they were.

"Huh . . . ?" Jake broke out of his revelry,
though his eyes remained frozen on the vibrant lines of surf off in
the distance that ribbed the otherwise glassy surface of the ocean,
a consistent pulse of powerful waves finding its way into the
bay.

"It's about time, babe, time to tear up some
turf." Adriana was used to Jake's single-mindedness before a
contest heat even with the overhanging distraction of a dead
scientist who might have discovered time travel.

"Right, right, I'm ready, I'm ready." Jake
turned around to check with his girlfriend and her tag along little
brother, Henry. "I was just timing these boomers in my head, you
know." Jake’s gaze went back to the surging sets of waves that
pounded into the beach.

"Two minutes, boys, two minutes! Please
gather in front of the tower for the horn!"

"Just have some fun out there, Mr. Jakey
Jake." Adriana drew his face down with her two hands and kissed him
lightly on the lips, giving him a quick, fierce hug with both her
arms. He broke free and joined his competition at the base of the
two story judging tower. Jake nodded to each of the boys, wishing
them all good luck. Jeff, the kid from the O.C., had his game face
on but the other two returned Jake's friendly smile.

"Thirty seconds!" Boomed over the
water.

"Now you boys know the rules--first one
around the buoy gets priority. Catch as many waves as you can, but
only your two best rides will count. Let's keep it a clean heat out
there--no interference calls, OK?" The head judge advised.

" 5 . . . 4 . . . 3 . . . 2 . . . GO FOR
IT!!!" A boat horn roared, and the four boys sprinted towards
the water with a chorus of rebel yells, flinging themselves into
the surf, heading due west with madly wind milling arms. Jake, the
strongest paddler of the group, soon broke free from the others in
the 150 yard dash around the priority buoy towards Malibu's second
point. First one out gets first choice of the waves, something that
Jake liked to do.

At 6:30 a.m. scattered rays of light
stretched from a yawning, just wakened sun that peered over the lip
of the Santa Monica Mountains, giving the boys a bit of orange
light to work with. Off in the murky distance the long gray shadows
of a herd of big rhinos moved towards them, endless lines of power
surging through the waters of the inlet, seeking to end a laborious
trip from points far to the south. As he headed towards the
incoming swell, a quick burst of anticipatory adrenalin merged into
Jake's bloodstream, sending tingles up and down his spine and
adding a little juice to his already strong paddling cadence.

Jake pulled up about thirty seconds ahead of
the others, finding his marker on shore through the pale light, a
craggy rock formation high in the hills of the surrounding Malibu
Canyon, so he could line up at his favorite takeoff spot. Soon the
others gathered close by, no one speaking, each boy mentally
visualizing his first ride of the heat. Suddenly, Jake popped his
board out from between his legs, shot forward and briskly stroked
off to the west, immediately pump-turning 180 degrees and paddling
hard towards the beach, trying to pick off the first big wave of an
incoming set he had spotted on the horizon, hoping to match its
speed seconds before it broke. The double overhead wave, about
twelve feet tall at its highest point, rolled forward, totally
oblivious of Jake's efforts.

Then, it was upon him, sucking Jake backwards
up its face--8 feet; now 10; 12 feet--before cresting and hurtling
him forward in front of a wall of frothing foam.

Jake paused in a half-pushup at the top of
the crest, stalling his entry into the wave just long enough to
maximize the steepness of his takeoff before jumping up onto his
surfboard. His thighs flexed instinctively as the wave rocketed
Jake downward towards the concave form created as the wave's energy
spread out over the perfect contours of the rocky ocean floor at
Malibu, caused by thousands and thousands of years of river flow
from the hills in the Malibu/Los Virgenes watershed zone.

Cranking a long, stylish bottom turn into the
face of the wave Jake whipped a nasty off-the-lip up top,
roostering ocean spray off in all directions. Jake repeated the
maneuver again and again as the wave surged towards the sand. This
was heaven, alone on a perfect Malibu right, 150 yards of flying up
and down the behemoth, timing smooth roundhouse cutbacks with
sharp, slashing J-hooks and a couple of tail slides all the way to
the inside. The rush came from hitching a ride for a few fleeting
seconds on an unseen force of nature that passed by for an instant
in time and was gone. This was what Jake lived for, and nothing got
him more charged then the perfect, crowd free ride.

Cuddling with Adriana and her svelte body
came in a close second, of course.

And so it went, with Jake dominating the
twenty five minute quarterfinals with his aggressive, stylish
surfing on the long lines at Malibu. The swell was pumping and the
other boys had their share of zippers, blazing wave after wave on
into shore and flying back out for more of the same. With about
thirty seconds to go in the heat Jake popped up on a jumbo bowler,
carving the wave wildly as the final horn sounded. Adriana ran down
to greet him as he walked up the sand to polite applause from the
thirty or so friends, family and miscellaneous onlookers in the
grandstand and on the surrounding sand in the early morning
chill.

"Nice heat, hon, I think you'll take it."
Adriana encircled him with her arms, then moved next to her
boyfriend as he headed for his towel.

"Yeah, whatever." Typical Jake Stone
reply--he didn't surf in contests to win, he surfed to catch waves
at hot California spots like Malibu and Huntington and Trestles
without all the hassles and crowds that made a regular day out at
those breaks a nightmare. No reason not to do well, though, because
the farther he went in a contest the more uncrowded surfing Jake
got to do.

"Here are the results from that most
excellent quarterfinals heat--in fourth place, with 10.51 points,
Jeff Brown, in third with 12.16, Artie Stevenson, second goes
to" the announcer paused to add a little drama, "Alden
Haughey, with 15.34 and the winner in Jake Stone with an impressive
18.57 points. Nice going everyone! First two advance to the semis
at around 8:45 am. See you boys then!"

"Man, they should've given you first out
there." Henry moaned a few hours later as Jake directed his three
year old silver Volkswagen Jetta out of the Malibu State Beach
parking lot and onto the southbound Pacific Coast Highway at the
end of his semifinal heat.

“Who cares man?” Jake finally replied though
his mind was miles away, thinking about wormholes and empty surfing
lineups.

"Heh, Jake, we need to pick up your sister,
eat and then hook up with that little scientist and figure out what
to do, remember?" Adriana changed the subject.

The mention of food broke Jake out of his
daydream sequence on a seemingly endless series of perfect
12-footers somewhere back in Malibu's early days back before . . .
.

 


 


 



Chapter 5

The Granny Paradox, with an Explanation (again
sort of)



Back at the Coffee Haus, with Katie in tow,
the kids ordered breakfast and took turns asking each other about
all of the time travel ideas and questions that had filled their
minds since yesterday’s funeral and their encounter with Raj the
scientist.

“What happens to things here when you’re back
in time? Does your life stop and then start again when you come
back?” Jake wondered.

“Can’t be, there are just too many people and
places and things surrounding you every day. I think that it would
be impossible for the world to come to a stop just for you during a
trip in time.” Adriana answered.

“That doesn’t make sense to me either.” Katie
agreed.

“What about that whole story in the first
‘Terminator’ movie?” Henry asked. “Remember how the machines sent
Arnold into the past to keep the leader of the humans from being
born in the future, and the humans sent someone back to protect the
mother of their leader from Arnold?"

“Yep, and the guy that came back in time was
the future leader’s father.” Jake said, nodding. “I never got that
movie. I mean how could a time traveler from a future that hadn’t
happened yet come back to the past, at least the first time through
the cycle?”

“I bet Dr. Raj knows.” Katie replied.

“Most certainly.” Raj answered for himself,
again standing next to the booth where the four kids were digging
into their food. “But before I explain, allow me to inquire about
the contest. I assume by your earlier than expected arrival here
that you did not finish victorious, am I correct Jake?”

“Not quite.” Adriana took the question. “Jake
came in second in his last heat but the final was moved to tomorrow
so we won’t know until then.”

“Ahh I see.” Raj nodded. “Well good luck
tomorrow then—‘surf on, dude,’ as they say.” Everyone cracked up at
Raj’s attempt with surf speak. Though reddening under his nut brown
complexion, Raj smiled widely for the first time around the others,
the silver wiring of his braces sparkling brightly.

“At any rate, when scientists first began to
think about time travel almost 100 years ago, the prevailing
theory, of which the Terminator story is derivative, is based on
the granny paradox.”

“Physicists study their grandmothers?”
Adriana asked skeptically. “You’re kidding right?”

“Allow me to explain before you pepper me
with questions.” Raj answered, sitting down in an empty chair at
the table. “Under a theory of a closed loop in time, that is to say
the past merely exists from today’s perspective and if you traveled
there you would find it as it happened. The theory states that the
past, present and future are really going on at once, perpetually,
in different dimensions.” The three others stared vacantly at the
young scientist, listening but not really understanding.

“With the continuous loop in mind, when
traveling in time if you accidentally killed your grandmother
before she gave birth to your mother or father, as the case may be,
then you would never be born, and you most certainly could never
travel through time to the scene of this tragedy. This hypothesis
made time travels seem very risky and theoretically impossible, as
the death of your lineage would effectively stop you in your tracks
and end your time travel trip.”

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/117865
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!

cover.jpg
SABRE
TOOTH
ISURE

T.E. Silvestre





tmp_0dcfd52a9db21537355e96e5e058e3d6_2eNa98_html_4933e248.jpg
T.F. Silvestre





