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Dedication

 


This one's for you, Dick

consider it a small gift among half-ninth cousins,
twice removed

 


And for Paris

thanks for the cologne, darling, but I already have
a BFF (my wife)

 


 



 A Note to the Reader

 


This book is a work of fiction.
Names, characters, places, and incidents are either products of the
author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Those items used
fictitiously have been exaggerated, re-imagined, and/or placed in
an entirely fictional context. Lest there be any doubt, both
publisher and author assure you: Dick
Cheney Saves Paris is not authorized by
former U.S. Vice President Cheney and none of it is true. We are
certain that in no way would the real Dick Cheney behave as portrayed herein,*
including traveling from the distant future, ordering two
Filet-o-Fish sandwiches (and a small fry), and working closely with
Ralph Nader. And we most definitely believe he wouldn't act as the
character "Dick Cheney" and release a memoir on August 30, 2011,
populated with made-up facts. It's not real, folks. No need to
sue.

 


* Exceptions
may include (among other things): voting against the safe water
drinking act and the release of Nelson Mandela; encouraging
Republican senators to not sign off on the Iran-Contra findings;
participating in the neo-conservative Project for the New American
Century; and disappearing to a secret location with Donald Rumsfeld
to plot altering the traditional line of succession for the
presidency—all of which Dick Cheney has done, though presumably not
for the reasons listed in this book.

 


 



 


 Believing as I do that man in the distant future will be a
far more perfect creature than he now is, it is an intolerable
thought that he and all other sentient beings are doomed to
complete annihilation after such long-continued slow
progress.

—Charles Robert Darwin,
Life and Letters

 


If reality becomes surrealistic,
what must fiction do to be realistic?

—Joe David Bellamy,
Superfiction, or The American Story Transformed:
An Anthology

 


 



DICK CHENEY SAVES PARIS

 


A man sits reading in a chair. Nearby stands
a younger man—no, he is a boy. A young teenager, though he is
confident, carries himself like a man. Really just a big kid,
perhaps a football player or a wrestler. The boy listens as the man
rages at his newspaper.

"I tell you, this all started with that
god-damn, no-good, good-for-nothin'..."

The boy shrugs his shoulders
and tunes out, tries to spin a basketball on his finger. Or rather,
the boy will shrug
his shoulders, will tune out, will try to spin the basketball. For
none of this has happened yet. Not unless you are reading this
sometime after the year 2791—has some rebel engineer hacked your
digital book to outlive its planned obsolescence? If so, maybe past
tense is more appropriate: the boy has shrugged his shoulders, has
tuned out, has spun a basketball on his finger.

Or: The boy did shrug, was shrugging, had
been shrugging—heck, he will have been shrugging. I could go on,
depending on when you're reading this: does shrug, will shrug, is
shrugging, etc. Let's just say the boy is always already shrugging
his shoulders, always already tuning out, always already spinning
that damn ball.

This is awkward. Maybe we can do without
tenses, without verbs altogether. Let's try...

A man. A younger man, no a boy. Confident.
Maybe a football player. Wrestler? Older man with his newspaper.
Rage. Words.

"I tell you, son, it all started with that
god-damn, no-good, good-for-nothin'..."

A shoulder shrug. A basketball. Still more
words. "Son, promise me this. If you ever get the chance to save
the world from that godforsaken Gore presidency, that you'll do
it." Silence. "Promise me!" A pause. A promise made. A laugh. And
then: "You're a good kid, Dick. You're a good kid."

A smile.

Okay, maybe we've moved a little farther
into the story. But this is even worse, if that's possible.

You know what? You're a bright reader, you
figure it out. Let's go back and begin again, but this time, choose
your own tense. If you must, alter the sense as you read, depending
on whether you're reading this before 2791 or after 2791, or at the
same time the action is happening. Whatever.

So, yeah. I call "do-over."

. . .

A man sits in a chair, a half-empty beer to
his side. Nearby stands a younger man—no, he is a boy. Obviously a
teenager though he appears more confident. Perhaps a football
player or a wrestler, he carries himself like a man. The boy looks
at his ball but is clearly listening as the man rages at the
newspaper.

"I tell you, son. This all started well
before your time. Centuries ago, with that god-damn-forsaken,
no-good, good-for-nothin' Gore. That's when the party went to shit.
I'm almost ashamed to call myself a lifelong Democrat. 'Party of
Zee-brox-K04,' my ass."

The man drains the bottle before tossing it
at the wall a few feet from the boy's head. The boy is not startled
by the pop against the wall or the falling rain of glass. He turns
away, but the man stops him. "Promise me, son. If you ever get the
chance to save the world from that Gore presidency, that you'll do
it."

The boy is unsure if the lecture is
over.

"Promise me!"

The boy pauses. "I promise." The first words
we hear from him, they somehow defy his stature. A body that exudes
strength, confidence; a voice of reserve. Withholding
something?

"What's that? Speak up, goddammit."

"I promise!" Almost shouting, before teeth
clench tight.

The man laughs. "You're a good kid, Dickie.
Yeah. You're a good kid alright."

The boy attempts a smile back, tries to
leave before any more promises must be made, before any more
questions must be answered.

"Ah, enough of this," says the man. Tossing
aside the newspaper, he calls out to the departing boy. "Hey Dick,
slow down. Come tell me how school was today. Hey—get back
here!"

. . .

The teacher stands in the classroom, talking
to himself. "Who can help me with this one? How about you, Richard
Bruce 'Ricky'? No answer? Okay, well then how about you, Richard
Bruce 'R.B.'?"

Richard Bruce "R.B." mumbles something
unintelligible.

"What was that, Richard Bruce 'R.B.'?"

"Oh, that wasn't me. Richard Bruce 'Dick'
was saying he had something to add."

"Oh, great. Go ahead, Richard Bruce
'Dick.'"

But Richard Bruce 'Dick' is not paying
attention. He is thinking of Katie Driscoll, the most popular girl
in his small town school of 912,897,300,982. Not that he ever gets
to see her, given all the class time she spends at her friend
Lynne's house.

"Richard Bruce 'Dick'? Are you there?"

. . .

In the future, state budgets will continue
to spiral out of control.

The bulk of budget cuts will fall on the
education system. With forecasts of record population growth in the
coming decades, politicians will worry. One plan, hatched in early
2019, will peg class size to the rate of population growth. Sure,
class sizes will only get larger, but at least there will be a plan
in place to handle it. Teacher unions will agree, mostly out of
fear that if they disagree they will be disbanded by government
fiat, as will have occurred in many states earlier in the decade.
Plus, they will know what to expect. A few more students each
year—at least they have time to prepare.

At the time, the average class size will be
36.9 students. But with an average annual increase to the
population of around 3.0% (though it will vary between .14% and
8.6% over the next few hundred years), class sizes will soon grow
out of control.

The formula for classroom growth is
this:

Cx = Co (1 +
y)x

where:

Co = Initial classroom population,

Cx = Classroom size after x years,

x = Years passed, and

y = Average growth rate of population

Hence, by the year 2791 we have the following:

Cx = 36.9 (1
+ .03)(2791 – 2019)

= 36.9
(1.03)772

= 300,167,617,784

 


Yes, average class size will top just over
300 billion. Those reading this in the present may find it hard to
believe they will be able to fit so many students in one class. But
with technology being what it will be, students can attend classes
while eating, exercising, or even shopping on their mallpods.

Sorry, reader? Say again? Oh—you thought
when I said the teacher was calling on the students, that he was
actually in the classroom? Oh, ha! That's rich. So pre-22nd
century. But no. I thought I made it clear when I wrote, "The
teacher stands in the classroom, talking to himself." Oh, you
thought I meant... Anyway, compulsory classroom attendance ends in
2107 with 512 students per class, when it is determined that
five-year-olds can't concentrate on the lecture. Too much squirming
in their seats. Sure, by second grade, kids are broken down enough,
er—let's just say "socialized"—are socialized enough to zombie
their way through a full day in the big classes. But no, the
kindergarteners won't be able to hack it, thus ruining for everyone
our once proud tradition of compulsory classroom attendance.

The politicians will revisit The 2019 Plan.
Rather than reconsider the population growth equation, they will
notice other budget areas they can further slash. One administrator
will realize that if they transmit the lecture via students'
videophones, they can drop the cafeteria, janitorial, and
administration budgets. And by outsourcing the actual teaching,
they will further cut costs.

So yes, one teacher lectures streaming live
to a class of 300 billion, give or take 167,617,784. This naturally
makes it difficult to differentiate among students, especially when
schools find it most cost-effective to organize the students
alphabetically—the first 300 billion on the list to teacher #1, the
next 300 billion to teacher #2, etc. One class could have several
million students with the same first, middle, and last names.

Hence, nicknames will be an absolute
necessity.

. . .

"Are you there, Richard Bruce 'Dick'? We're
still waiting to hear from you? Richard Bruce 'R.B.' says you had
something useful to add."

Dick suddenly realizes the teacher is
calling on him. "Shit."

"What? Who said that? Speak up."

"I'm sorry, Mr. Hillyer. This is Richard
Bruce 'Dick.' It's just that I'm, uh, feeling sick. I need to
unlink for a moment."

"Fine, fine. But hurry back. We're eager to
hear what you have to say."

. . .

As I sit revising this, a
story on NPR says a biography of Gandhi may be banned in India
because of suggestions he might have been bisexual. The book
mentions that he lived with Hermann Kallenbach in South Africa for
a while and wrote letters telling Hermann how much he loved him.
The book hasn't been released yet, but already it's getting four
minutes from Corey Flintoff, NPR News, New
Delhi.

It's amazing what hints about someone's
sexuality can do for a book's publicity.

. . .

Did you hear this? There's this book about
Richard Bruce "Dick" Cheney that suggests he may have been bi-. Or
was it sex with horses in Wyoming? I'll have to check my notes.

Oh, and I do of course
mean this book when
I say "there's this book." Don't want you to get confused and go
trying to ban some other book.

. . .

Eleven years pass in the blink of a
sentence. Richard Bruce "Dick" Cheney stops by to visit his best
friend and the only high school chum he still talks to, Richard
Bruce "Kimo" Levernson.

"Say—you wanna head over to Nebogipfel for
the long weekend?"

"Oh, I forgot to tell you. My bro is out of
town, so he said I could borrow his Filby. I was actually thinking
of checking out Firenze 1481 or maybe Nantes 1847. Wanna come with?
We could always hit Nebogipfel next month."

Dick smiled. "Dude, you've been wanting to
go to Nantes for years, but something always comes up. What makes
you think you'll actually make it this time? Let's just hit Natrona
2780."

"Hell, no. High school is a thing of the
past. You need to move on, dude."

"Well, Nantes 1847 is even more past."

"You're stupid."

"No, you're stupid."

"I'm not the 28-year-old with the hots for a
17-year-old."

"Hey—Katie Driscoll is not 17. She's the
same age we are."

"True," says Kimo, smiling. "But then you
don't want to go to Natrona 2791, now do you?"

Dick had been to Natrona 2780 a few weeks
earlier, but wasn't sure he wanted Kimo to know just yet. Even
though Katie Driscoll totally hated his guts back in high school,
2780 Katie was developing a crush on 2791 Dick. But that's not the
type of thing Kimo could ever let him live it down. So he let it
drop. "How about Rosebery the middle of next week?"

"Dude, the middle of next week hasn't
happened yet. How the hell are we going to know if it's worth our
time? Besides, I heard there were some super fine ladies in Nantes
1847."

"Whatever, Kimo. Count me in."

More than spending time with Kimo, Dick
looks forward to another weekend away from his old man and his
eternal "If you ever get a chance to save the world" lectures. If
his dad had so much as one ounce of booze or was anywhere near a
newspaper, he was off and running on his favorite topic.

They make plans to meet the next day at the
D & P.

. . .

Fortunately, Gandhi's great-grandson Tushar
opposes all efforts to ban the book. And I agree. Just because
someone questions another's sexuality, doesn't mean you should
repress their freedom to publish.

But you should definitely
give them four minutes on All Things
Considered.

. . .

If it's true what I say about Cheney's
sexuality, he would not be the first once and/or future V.P. with
such rumors.

William Rufus de Vane King, U.S. Vice
President under Franklin Pierce, was widely rumored to be gay. He
and James Buchanan lived together for fifteen years before Buchanan
became president. The wigs and scarves Pierce wore prompted Andrew
Jackson to call him "Miss Nancy." Aaron Brown called him "Aunt
Fancy."

. . .

While on the subject of
Cheney sexuality, I should note that I'm absolutely not going to
mention Lynne Cheney's romance novel Sisters or Dick and Lynne's lesbian
daughter Mary.

It may work for John Kerry, but let the
record show that such cheap jokes and references have been done to
death. Besides, in our tale, Mary hasn't been born yet. So why
would I mention her?

Nope, nothing to see here, move along,
please.

. . .

United States Senate Committee on Foreign
Relations

One Hundred Eighth Congress, First Session

November 23, 2003

 


Subcommittee investigation into the vaporization of
Paris Hilton

The committee met at 9:23 a.m. in room
SH-216, Hart Senate Office Building, Hon. Joseph R. Biden, Jr.
(chairman of the committee), presiding.

Committee Members Present: Senators Biden,
Lugar, Hagel, Chafee, Brownback, Boxer, Alexander, Coleman, Nelson,
and Rockefeller.

[Partial Transcript]

Senator Lincoln Chafee (R-Rhode Island): Mr.
President, I'm trying to understand something. Can you tell us
again what day it was that you discovered that the General Electric
Epoch Phase Transmitter 5400 DL 1.0 was not actually transmitting
individuals to different time periods, but was, in fact, vaporizing
these individuals in our own time period?

Senator Joseph Biden (D-Delaware): (Sighs.)
Can we please move on. Now, I don't know how many times President
Gore is going to have to answer this same question. I mean, have
each of us asked him this?

Chafee: If you'll let me pursue this line of
questioning, I think you'll appreciate where I'm going. May I
proceed or do you need to interrupt some more?

Biden: Alright, go ahead. Ask him what day
he found out, so he can tell us again it was June 16.

Chafee: President Gore?

President Al Gore: It was June 16.

Chafee: Mr. President, you say that you were
first informed on June 16 regarding Ms. Hilton. As we've discussed,
according to the timeline of events, the incident occurred late in
the evening on June 14. Now, I don't mean to be presumptuous here.
But it seems to me there was a breakdown in communication
somewhere. Paris is vaporized and the President of the United
States does not learn of it for forty-eight hours. Is that
correct?

Gore: It was thirty-eight, senator.

Chafee: Excuse me?

Gore: I learned about it thirty-eight hours
after the incident. The incident occurred at 8:47pm on the 14th. I
was briefed at approximately 10:45am on the 16th. That's just less
than thirty-eight hours.

Chafee: Fine, thirty-eight hours. Even so.
Would you like to explain for my colleagues here what exactly was
happening on June the 15th? And why it took so long?

Gore: As I've detailed at length, our
intelligence officials were examining the recording of the Iranian
scientist. The translator was relatively new at the department.
Naturally, they wanted to confirm his version. Unfortunately, the
agency has few members with advanced knowledge of contemporary
Persian.

Senator Richard G. Lugar (R-Indiana): Excuse
me, but wasn't it one line of dialogue that needed to be
translated? How much knowledge do you need to translate one
line?

(Gore consults lawyer.)

Lugar: Well?

Gore: I refuse to answer that based on my
fifth amendment rights.

Lugar: Can you at least tell us what he
said?

(Gore consults lawyer.)

Lugar: What was it that the good scientist
said?

Gore: I believe his exact words would
translate as "Oh, my god. They are being vaporized."

Lugar: Oh, my god. They are being vaporized.
Huh. Celebrities are being vaporized and the analysts decided right
there to slow down, call for a second opinion. Maybe brew up some
tea. I'm guessing stop and check their email, too. Mr. President,
these are difficult times and as Commander-in-Chief, I hope you are
not saying that we as a nation are not prepared for the response
that may be needed when an enemy nation vaporizes our cultural
landmarks such as Paris Hilton.

Gore: You don't need to lecture me, Senator.
You'll recall I saw this coming—I tried repeatedly to shut down the
time travel program.

Chafee: You
tried to shut down the
program? Perhaps you should have worked just a little harder, Mr.
President. Perhaps we as a nation would not be mourning the loss of
Paris Hilton. Or Rob Schneider, for that matter.

Gore: Yes, I should have tried harder. But
perhaps if a majority of the Senate had not overridden my veto,
including you, as I recall, Senator Chafee, perhaps I would
have—

Senator Sam Brownback (R-Minnesota): If I
may, Mr. Chairman?

Biden: Please.

Brownback: Thank you. Mr. President, we've
been hearing that there may have been conversation between some of
the Iranians and the U.S. scientists who built the machine that,
uh, vaporized Ms. Hilton. Is it true that a second cousin of Dr.
Ferdinand of Lawrence Livermore Lab had a brother who married an
Iranian?

Gore: Senators, there is no proven link
between the Iranian scientists who developed the faulty time
machine, and our scientific community who copied their work piece
by piece.

Brownback: What about the letter our CIA
intercepted indicating that the Iranians were trying to buy faulty
time machine parts from Nigeria?

Gore: Our intelligence community found no
basis for that letter. They were deemed forgeries, and poor ones at
that.

Brownback: Still, it sounds like our
intelligence community was a little unprepared for this time travel
debacle.

Biden: Moving on, gentlemen. Mr. President,
would you care to comment on why it took so long to notify the
national media? It occurred on the 14th, you learned about it on
the 16th. The White House press conference wasn't until the 3rd of
July.

Gore: When a popular celebrity is vaporized,
there is a fine line between the public's right to know and the
overriding concern for public safety. You're on the Senate Armed
Services Committee, Senator, so I'm certain that you're aware of
such considerations, through discussions we've had there. I met
with the joint chiefs, I consulted the members of my cabinet. We
all agreed informing the public would create a panic. We
anticipated heavy rioting in most major urban centers, a run on
banks and most financial institutions, dangerous upheaval in the
markets, and a resultant increase in unemployment, inflation, and
the value of the yen against the dollar. We took steps to shore up
these and other important institutions before the announcement.

Brownback: And yet, you still found time to
sell your shares of Hilton Worldwide before the press
conference?

Gore: As I noted earlier, my Hilton shares
are in a blind trust while I serve as President. At no point do I
have access to them, nor do I have the ability to buy or sell. It
is administered by Grants Global.

Brownback: I guess I find it a little
convenient that you would seem to have profited off the loss of Ms.
Hilton. Hilton shares were at an all-time high when you sold on
July 1st. On July 3rd, after your announcement, the stock plummets.
You sold high, and got out just in time.

Gore: Again, I did not consult or share any
privileged information with Grants Global, nor did I even speak
with them anytime prior to notifying the public on July 3rd. My
last contact with them was in February.

Senator Charles T. Hagel (R-Nebraska): I
feel this is not getting us anywhere at the moment. If I may, I'd
like to return to an earlier topic, that of your attempt to delay
the formation of this commission until December. Now I understand
your desire to delay this proceeding until after the election. It
will play better for your potential re-election if you're not under
indictment for murder, Mr. President.

Gore: I did not vaporize that woman—Miss
Hilton. The American people should know the pain in my heart for
the loss. And I resent the implication that I would delay anything
for political reasons. You may find it hard to believe, but as
President of the United States, I am an extremely busy man, and the
more I have to come here to answer the same questions from each of
you—

Biden: Gentlemen, gentlemen. Can we
please—

Senator Barbara Boxer (D-California):
Ahem.

Biden: And gentle-lady. Sorry. Can we all
please try to calm down. No one is trying to insult anyone here. We
are just trying to get to the bottom of things here. Mr. President,
I hope you can appreciate that we as a committee have been served
with a task, that of uncovering any relevant information. And that
means asking questions, lots of them. I do appreciate that some of
them may be asking you for personal information, ome may be asking
questions regarding classified information—

Gore: If you will allow me a moment to
respond.

Biden: By all means.

Gore: What amazes me here is
that we are focusing so much on what happened to one celebrity,
ignoring the larger questions of humanity. What does it say about
us as a people that we care so much about one vaporized hotel
conglomerate heir, and yet we neglect larger issues that
affect all Americans.

Chafee: Mr. President, I'm not sure what
you're getting at. But perhaps if you could enlighten us with an
example of one thing that would affect us more than this incident.
I think we'd be happy to hear it.

Gore: Alright. One example. We have recently
uncovered information that Saddam Hussein has been meeting secretly
with Kim Jong-Il and Rupert Murdoch to develop a terrorism shopping
network. Terrorists will be able to buy tanks, sorties, even
nuclear warheads, from the privacy of their own underground
bunkers. And if they can manage to steal credit card information,
who knows what damage could—

Lugar: Now call me a dumb hick from Indiana.
(Laughter.) But as best as I can tell, vaporizing Paris Hilton does
most certainly affect all people, moreso than some voodoo home
shopping network.

Boxer: Plus, Mr. President, if this was
something we should be dealing with, shouldn't it have been brought
to our attention earlier?

Biden: Uh, if I may interject. I think we're
approaching some sensitive areas of discussion. I'd like to move
that we discuss this in closed session. No media. A second?

Chafee: Second.

Biden: Any opposed? Seeing none opposed, I
now must ask the media to evacuate the room. In order that this be
accomplished in a timely fashion without disruption to the
proceedings, I move that we adjourn for thirty minutes.

Chafee: Second.

Biden: Alright. We'll reconvene here in
closed session at…10:50am. Thank you, all.

. . .

When I was thirteen or so, I wrote my first
political parody type thing: "Muammar Quadafi Wants to Rule The
World" sung to the tune of "Everybody Wants to Rule the World" by
Tears for Fears.

I think other seventh
graders had different concerns. And perhaps I too should have been
memorizing all the words to the Beastie Boys' License to Ill.

The next summer, I spent a
fair amount of my days watching the Iran-Contra hearings. Why
wasn't I off playing M.A.S.K. toys (Mobile Armored Strike Kommand)
or quoting Crocodile Dundee
while sucking on Jolly Ranchers and lounging in my
Jams?

Previous summers found me biking the nearby
trails or hanging around the pool. And I'm sure I did the same
those summers.

Just not until I got my daily fill of the
hearings.

. . .

I have the report for you, sir, said Lackey
#1. He handed it over.

The man quickly glanced over the document.
Good god, said the man. This says that it happened sometime between
2001 and 2008.

Yes, sir.

When exactly was it—I need to know.

It's not entirely clear, said Lackey #1. But
we've definitively pinpointed it to those coordinates.

Just the time, not even a location?

No, sir.

The man sat back and sighed. Well, then. I
hate to do this. But we have no choice. Alright. His entire
presidency has to go.

But, sir—that means no Declaration of
Universal Peace with North Korea! That means no 'Axis of Hope' with
Syria and Burma! Why, this would mean—(gulp)—no mandatory free
internet access at all filling stations.

If that's what it means, that's what it
means. We have no choice, Lackey #1. It's our last best hope for
survival. And if it began with him, then it must end with him.

Yes, sir.

Al Gore must go.

. . .

In the past, the record for distance
traveled into the future was 20 milliseconds (or 1/50 of a
second).

This method of travel was only used by
astronauts, as it involves orbiting the earth. The longer a person
is in orbit around the earth, the younger he or she will appear
relative to a person observing from Earth. Some believe the Apollo
astronauts hold the record for longest distance traveled into the
future. However, they were only in orbit a few days, which kept
them from getting more than a millisecond or two into the
future.

The 20 millisecond record was accomplished
by astronaut Sergei Avdeyey. He traveled in orbit around the earth
for 748 days, at a speed of approximately 17,000 miles per hour. At
that rate, Mr. Avdeyey could have eventually zoomed twenty-four
hours into the future had he continued orbiting for approximately
8.85 million years.

As can be seen, a process that takes 9
million years to move a person 9 million years and 1 day into the
future is not a highly efficient method of time travel. To get one
year into the future would take over three billion years.

So the scientists kept looking.

A second method is simply
traveling faster than the speed of light. However, it would
theoretically take an infinite amount of energy for an object to be
accelerated to a speed faster than the speed of light. And that's a
lot of energy—perhaps too much to make the trip reasonable for time
travel. Heck, even with traveling at almost the speed of light to a distant
star, then turning around and traveling the same speed back, the
amount of energy needed would make the whole thing
cost-prohibitive.

A third means is the use of wormholes and
what is known as Alcubierre 'warp' drive. A wormhole is a type of
warped space-time, permitted by Einstein's general relativity. But
let's just say travel through a wormhole is complicated, and leave
it at that.

A fourth means is the use of cosmic strings
and black holes. But even the scientists don't really want to test
them. Because if their theory is wrong, well—you know what they say
about black holes.

Other possibilities include time dilation or
suspended animation, which, while prohibiting travel to the past,
could potentially allow travel to the future. This is the time
travel that Walt Disney is hoping to make—should technology be able
to revive his frozen self. But this is technically not time travel,
as the individual wouldn't be able to make the return trip. It's
one thing to be dormant for thousands of years and wake up to a new
universe; it's quite another to be able to benefit practically from
such an adventure.

For the present, the scientists continue
thinking, theorizing, positing, postulating, discussing, debating,
examining, analyzing, and attending Star Trek conventions.

But there is another way. Or rather, there
will be.

Soon.

. . .

Actually, my first attempt at political
humor may have been the year before that Tears for Fears
rewrite.

Sixth grade, 1984-85. Ms. Stefancin had us
write a report on any country in the world. I don't remember why,
but I chose Syria. Perhaps it was assigned to me.

My report took the form of a faux travel
brochure. As best as I recall, the cover was something like
this:

Visit sunny Damascus!

—just be sure to leave your
binoculars at home

(or they might think you're a spy and arrest
you)

. . .

Dick and Kimo stop off in Natrona 2780
anyway, to pick up Mr. Hillyer, their history teacher. Sure he was
like thirty-five when they were in high school. But now that they
are almost thirty themselves, they find he's a pretty fun guy to
hang with. Plus, every year they look back it seems their history
grades get better and better. It won't be long before they can
expect straight A's in history.

"You know, Hillyer. If I hadn't had you for
sophomore history, I probably would have liked you a lot more. It's
too bad I got stuck with you, huh? Instead of Mrs. Watchett. Or
maybe we'd have been friends a lot sooner."

"No—I'm sure I still wouldn't have hung out
with you guys back then. I saw firsthand what happened to Mr. G.
Ever since I've made it a point to never chill with my students, or
their classmates, until at least five years after graduation.
That's my self-imposed statute of limitations."

"Whatever you say, Hill."

"I've told you guys before. Please. Call me
Larry."

"But, dude. You were always Mr. Hillyer to
your face. Or I guess I mean to your voice. We never really saw
you. And just Hillyer behind your back. I just don't know if I can
get comfortable with 'Larry.' Sorry, but anyhow—how's it been
hanging?"

"Oh, you wouldn't believe the week I've had.
In fact, it seems that since we started hanging out, your high
school selves have been giving me a bit of a hard time."

"Ha ha!" says Kimo. "Maybe we're just
jealous of all the time you're spending with us."

Dick knew that in high school he had no idea
that they were hanging out with Hillyer after school, but Kimo's
joke makes him wonder. Is it possible that he somehow could have
known? Perhaps it really wasn't Hillyer giving them a hard time
back then, but Kimo riding Hillyer's ass for fun or something.
Hmmm. What would Katie Driscoll say about him hanging out with
Hillyer after school?

"Hi, Dick."

There she is! Katie Driscoll.

"Hey, you! I had such a great time the other
week—how come you haven't called?"

Kimo's ears perk up. "What's this now?"

"Yes, well, no. I mean. I'm sorry, Katie—I
don't know what he's talking about. Kimo, can I talk to you a
second. In private."

"Sure thing, bro."

"Um, I'll catch you later, Katie. I'll call
you next week."

Around the corner, Kimo confronts Dick.
"You've been holding out on me, Dick."

"I know. I should have told you."

"Dude, she's seventeen. You're almost
thirty."

"I know, but please do not, I repeat, do not
ruin this."

"Let me say it again. She's seventeen. Gimme
five!"

"What?"

"High five, Bro."

"Wow. I definitely should have told you
sooner."

"Dang skippy you should have. Bitch."

"Sorry. I guess I didn't think you'd
understand."

"Well, now you know how understanding I can
be. But now you've totally got to forget about her. At least for
the weekend. Fine-ass Nantes bitches, here we come! Let's fill up
the yogurtank and get on our way."

. . .

Up next: another book scandal.

This time it's Greg
Mortenson, author of Three Cups of
Tea, joining the ranks of James Frey,
Jayson Blair, Stephen Glass, and others who have taken liberties
with the facts in their stories or books. A segment on
60 Minutes questioned the
truthiness of Mortenson's best-seller about building schools in
Pakistan and Afghanistan. Author John Krakauer wrote a 75-page
article on it.

But we all know that when it comes to
fabricating the truth, politicians put journalists to shame. So how
come these stories never mention political memoirs?

Or should we just assume
that when a memoir comes out, like, oh, I don't know, what's an
example? Hmmm. Oh! I got one. Let's say Dick Cheney's
In My Time: A Personal and Political Memoir
(available August 30, 2011, where fine books are
sold). When such a book comes out, should we just assume it will be
free of muddled facts and half-truths?

I'll be looking forward to how detailed John
Krakauer gets on that one.

. . .

In the present, time travel is no longer a
thing of the future. It is upon us.

In early 2003, the United States was
convinced that Iran had a secret plan to develop nuclear bombs.
President Al Gore worked closely with the United Nations to draft a
resolution calling on the Iranians to give up their plans. The
resolution was passed unanimously by all member nations of the
Security Council. The Iranians naturally complied, voluntarily
giving up all their uranium. There was nothing else they could do,
with the power and strength of several hundred words against
them.

Or so the U.S. government thought at the
time.

In reality, the words meant nothing. The
Iranians were not interested in having a nuclear threat, a nuclear
deterrent, or a nuclear arsenal. Nor were they concerned with the
nuclear family. For them, the extended family network was vital.
For in Iran at the time, as in the rest of the world, it took a
village to raise a child.

No, they were developing
something even more powerful. And once they realized that enriched
uranium had nothing to do with it, they were more than willing to
comply with U.N. demands to part with uranium. Of course, we'll comply with your resolution—especially if it
means those pesky weapons inspectors will lower their guard, skip
town, and let us continue business as usual.

It's quite amazing how long they managed to
keep it secret. Americans in those days liked to have their eyes
and ears everywhere. With their massive network of informants,
spies and double-agents, wiretaps, satellites, secret prisons and
torture tactics, and—most notably—their dexterity with search
engine Google, the government was able to know most everything
about most everyone.

Again: or so they thought at the time.

Perhaps the U.S. should have known better.
After all, science in Iran has a long and storied history.
Significant contributions in nature, mathematics, and philosophy
came from Iran—from the discovery of Algebra to medical uses of
alcohol. Persians invented the windmill, ornate carpets, chess,
venetian blinds, the postal service, chain mail, a uniformly
accepted currency, and lasers. And any culture responsible for both
the postal service and lasers has got to be considered a force to
be reckoned with.

Furthermore, Iran's theoretical chemists and
physicists regularly published findings in important journals.
Their scientists were at the top of their fields in experimental
areas such as polymer chemistry. On top of that, by 2003, Iran had
the world's fourth largest population of bloggers. So it should
come as no surprise that the Iranians continued breaking new
ground, blazing trails in new scientific and technological areas
such as the emerging field of bio-time-istry.

But in reality, it was a
huge shock. As finally became clear in the transcripts of the
Senate investigative hearings, it turns out all entry-level
administrative assistants in the U.S. intelligence community were
expressly told they just needed to be able to find out any
information using Google—they were not, in fact, required to find
the information using Google, or to even try to find it.

What the U.S. didn't know until it was
already happening was that Iran was developing a real-life,
honest-to-frickin'- goodness time machine.

The latter half of the
twentieth century saw the arms race develop and take root, with the
U.S. and the Soviet Union stockpiling surface-to-air missile upon
surface-to-air missile upon surface-to-air missile. But Iran's work
brought the start of the times
race. Granted, it wasn't much of a race with the
head start the Iranians had.

Once they figured it out, they kept going
back in time, to buy more and more time. They'd work on it for ten
years—say to 2006—and then take that knowledge back to 1996, when,
unbeknownst to the rest of the world, their time travel research
began. Then they would keep working, but with the ever-growing
knowledge they had. Imagine starting that second time in 1996
already with ten years of study toward time travel. But they kept
doing this, over and over again.

Of course, the more they did it, the harder
it was to keep secret. It was mid-2003 when the Americans finally
figured it out. By that time, the Iranians—working nonstop since
1996—had 397 years of study. Compared to nil for the rest of the
world.

Also again: it wasn't much of a race.

. . .

"Man, the I-5 has got to be the most
ass-crack boring freeway in the world. Why'd you take this
anyway?"

Kimo was at the wheel, with
Dick riding shot-gun and Hillyer perched in the center of the
backseat. Cruising down Interyear 5 toward Nantes 1847, Dick popped
in their favorite traveling music, Instrumentals for the Mental by
Generation Welfare.

"It's balls faster," said Kimo. "You take
those lame scenic roads and you're looking at forty extra minutes,
easy."

"But it leaves me staring at these god-awful
super tankers, making their way to prehistoric times. The fumes are
just killing me."

"You know what they say—steal from the poor
dinosaurs, give to the rich Americans." In fact, this was the
slogan of Texhobo Oil, whose tanker they were stuck behind. Late in
2064, they had abandoned the oil fields, mostly due to there being
no oil left in the world, and moved into polymers and finally
yogurt. But in 2193, CEO William "Burt" Langerson realized that if
they could go back millions of years, fill up some tankers, and
then deliver it to the 2060's, they'd be back in business.

"Thanks for picking me up, guys."

"No worries, Hill—it's the least we could
do. I mean, I understand not having your own wheels."

"Hey, I've got wheels."

"Sure you do. But bicycles don't travel
through time, Teacher-man."

Hillyer was well known throughout Natrona
High as that wacky teacher who rode his bike to school. He strongly
believed that if he could consume less, he would be doing his part
to help the nation become independent of the multi-national yogurt
companies. But he was generally open to riding along if someone
else was already in transit.

As they rode down through the centuries,
Kimo kept his eye on the road ahead, but Hillyer and Dick were able
to take in the scenery. Just as they reached the 2100's, the
Generation Welfare track "Across the Way" popped on, serving as
background music for a montage of famous moments. There was the
2198 inauguration of Canadian Prime Minister Peter "Rock" Mulvaney
and soon after, the keosturing of Naza. And—hey, look—it's the
Fourth World War in 2179!

"Looks like the U.S. was telling the truth"
said Dick, as they watched an asteroid nearly sink Cuba in 2150.
"They didn't have anything to do with it."

"You say that because you caught three
seconds of it while we were passing by at 200 years per hour?"

"I say that because I just saw an asteroid
nearly take out Cuba."

"I'm staying out of this," said Kimo.

"But that tells you nothing."

"It tells me the damn asteroid nearly
destroyed Cuba."

"And how does that say anything about any
possible U.S. involvement?"

"Because if the U.S. was involved, they
would have taken out Cuba."

"Hey, you guys. What's that?" asked Hillyer.
They were approaching Vreebul 2111 when something appeared up
ahead, just off the side of the road. "I think it's a hitchhiker.
Stop. Let's pick her up."

As they got closer, they
could see the woman. She held a hand-painted sign that read
DeS Moines 1996 or BuST.

"Damn, you got some eyes on
you, Hill. You must have spotted her from five years out. I'm not even sure how you
knew she was a she."

"Lucky guess. I guess."

"But I'ma gonna keep driving."

"Would you just pick her up, please?"

"Um, that would be…no."

"I'm staying out of this one," Dick
decided.

"She obviously needs a ride and we're going
right past where she wants to go."

"We don't have the space. Now drop it."

"What are you talking about? There's the
whole back seat here." Hillyer slid all the way to the left, behind
Kimo.

"Why would we pick up some roadside hag when
we could save the space for a hot chick we might run into later?
Think, Hillyer, thi—"

"Will you stop the car? She needs a
ride."

"What's your prob—"

"Just pick up the damn hitchhiker!"

"Fine. Fine. I'll pick up
the fricking hiker girl. But just know that if we find some piece
of hot candy, hag girl is back on the pavement. And you alongside
her, Mr. Hillyer.
Shit-ass. I knew we shouldn't haven taken the fuckin'
5."

Dick pulled over and Hillyer pushed open the
door for her. She stared at him a second before slipping in.

"What's your name, sweetie?"

"Call me…Apple pie."

. . .

You may be feeling a bit disconcerted over
the transition in that last section to the past tense. But now that
we've left the present, and are barreling through the past in a
Filby XJ, obviously the tense must keep up. Trust me, I know what
I'm doing.

I think.

. . .

In the future, time travel will be under
control. Totally figured out. But in the recent past, many mistakes
were made.

The earliest errors involved engineering.
Later lapses included flaws with the force of fluid flow, faulty
facilities, setbacks and slip-ups in set-up (not to mention
safeguards), problems purchasing the proper permits, mismanagement
of marketing methods, and many more miscellaneous mishaps,
missteps, and miscalculations.

One of the greatest blunders the Iranians
faced was when, convinced they had perfected the technology that
would achieve time travel in our time, they sent that first person
out.

His name was Mohammed Salami, a member of
the special Qods Force of the Islamic Revolutionary Guards Corps
and a volunteer for the cause. Though all operations were highly
classified up to this point, a grand parade was planned for his
return. This would be the announcement to the world. Take notice:
We have the power of time travel and you do not. And we are not
afraid to use this power. We will harness this technology to bring
every citizen of our nation to first world status.

This was a time when celebrities were
willing to pay $20 million dollars simply to leave earth's orbit
once. Imagine what the Iranians would make from offering short-term
guided visits to other eras. And yes, they absolutely would be
guided tours. You can't just rent people a time machine for a day
and ever expect to see it again. Or if you did see it back the next
day, you couldn't guarantee that they hadn't gotten more than one
day out of it. Someone would realize they could use it for 20 years
and just return it the day after they rented it. Similarly, they
would have to be all-inclusive package tours. You can't take 24
people to the Metazoic and have them wandering off to find lunch on
their own. Liability is too great. Lunch is included, the lawyers
would make sure.

These were but a few of the details the
Iranians were working out while awaiting Mohammed Salami's return.
Only he did not come back that day.

There was no parade and certainly no
announcement to the world. There were only questions: Did something
terrible happen to him? Did he get transported to a place where
there was not a place for him to be—what if we sent him to a place
where there was a brick wall—what would happen to him?

Or what if he saw something so unexpected
that he had a heart attack? How would we know if it is the machine
or his own machinery—a bad heart, say—at fault for his
disappearance? And what about the machine itself? Was every piece
in its proper place and functioning properly?

Perhaps traveling backward is always a
suicide mission, because you are changing the past and thereby
making the future different and so there is not a place for you to
return to. Once you change the past, the future of that past has
not happened yet—you just changed it—so there's no future to return
to until you experience it going forward.

Or maybe Salami found a place he wanted to
stay forever. Had this decorated military vet made the decision to
junk the time machine and flee to a quieter, happier time, perhaps
before tanks, missiles, nerve gas, fighter planes? Had he finally
found peace? He had a wife and child, but perhaps he was defecting
to this other era, his desire to flee Iran greater than his love of
family.

In fact, this was the chosen
rationalization. An official reason had to be given, always. And
thus Mohammed Salami was dishonorably discharged from the Islamic
Revolutionary Guards Corps. Not only had his wife lost her dear
Mohammed, but being the wife of a dishonorably discharged vet, the
law was clear: she was killed with large rocks.

Not knowing what was happening, the team of
scientists chose to push forward, try again. Of course, they had a
steady stream of volunteers. For success meant history. Everyone in
the world would know the name of this person: the first to travel
through time. And return.

The second was Mostafa-Hossein Safavi, a
strong patriot from a small oasis near the eastern desert basin of
Dasht-e Kavir. His comrades had been interviewed and all were
clear: There was no way he would defect—he loved his big salty
desert of a home just too much to live elsewhere.

He also did not return. Nor did
Mohammed-Reza Mousavi from Tehran or Abdol-Ali Hejazi of Yazd.
After these four failed attempts, they stopped sending members of
the elite Qods Force, and instead took volunteers from the people's
militia, the Basij paramilitary volunteer forces.

But after a few dozen of them went missing
too, the scientists revisited their work. They pored over every
calculation, then over every centimeter of machinery. They took the
thing apart piece by piece and reassembled it piece by piece.
Everything was in its proper place.

They decided to write out all the
calculations by hand. Perhaps in simply reading over them, their
brain missed something that their eyes would see.

They stared at the big wipe board,
scratching their beards. Finally, one man stepped forward and
stared at a spot in the lower right of the board. The marker fell
from his right hand as his left hand rose to cover his mouth.

"They are being vaporized," he said.

(Unfortunately, at the time in Iran this was
a euphemism for "The shepherd who carries his oldest lamb to the
slaughtering table must never choose the youngest blade." It
therefore took a while for his colleagues to get his meaning—why
was he talking about shepherds? But yes, eventually they get his
point.)

. . .

In November 2010, former
German Chancellor Gerhard Schroeder read George W. Bush's
Decision Points. "The
former American president is not telling the truth," Schroeder
wrote.

Let's let's not gang up on Bush just yet:
Couldn't Schroeder have been talking about any president's
memoir?

I mean any president but the first, of
course.

. . .

You remember George Washington?

Old guy on the almighty
dollar bill. He always told the truth. Age six, chopped down a cherry
tree.

Parson Mason Locke Weems
describes the scene in Chapter II of A
History of the Life and Death, Virtues and Exploits of General
George Washington:

"George," said his father, "do you know who
killed that beautiful little cherry tree yonder in the garden?"
This was a tough question; and George staggered under it for a
moment; but quickly recovered himself: and looking at his father,
with the sweet face of youth brightened with the inexpressible
charm of all-conquering truth, he bravely cried out, "I can't tell
a lie, Pa; you know I can't tell a lie. I did cut it with my
hatchet."

How come we don't expect the same integrity
and honesty of all our politicians today?

. . .

Sirs, if I may.

Yes. Go ahead.

If we don't act soon, we are going to lose
our chance—

No, no, no. From our perspective, 2000 is
not going anywhere. It's been history for over 500 years—501.46 to
be exact. I think we can afford to wait a few more years to deal
with it.

You're wrong, gentlemen. We've got to do it
now.

Tell me again, Agent 4. Why it is you refuse
to wait for the ballot?

I'll say it one more time. There is no
guarantee that if we do wait, that it will even make it on the
ballot. Hell, it's almost five years until the next vote
anyway.

In time—

I mean, the Irish potato famine, the
Crusades, the World Wars—these are all pet ballot measures of some
wingnut group or other. But they've all been around for years. You
know that unless it's a slam-dunk first-ballot like the
introduction of slavery or when Yoko met John, then we'll be
expected to wait our turn, like everyone else.

But we have connections with
F.R.M. We may be able to sway the counting of the vote. Plus, don't
forget the power of effective advertising. When you've got five or
nine World Wars, why is someone going to care about erasing any one
of them? You've got to make
people care. Advertising can do that. The WWVI
guys have just never taken advantage of that.

I have to agree with my colleague. The
Crusades, the potato famine—these guys have never mounted an
effective ad campaign. I mean, It's right for the people, it's
right for the potato? What is that?

Yes, yes. You're right, gentlemen. The right
advertising can help. But at the same time, it can hurt us. I'm not
so worried about the issues that have been around. I'm worried
about the new old issues that the historians trot out every few
years. Twenty years ago no one cared about Princess Di. And look
what happened. A flashy ad campaign. Free sneaker giveaways. And
boom—they win the vote and her limo never shows that fateful night.
I fear, gentlemen, what it will mean to wait.

If we…if we go along with this, Agent 4,
would you object to our continuing to work toward the ballot on
this issue?

I suppose that would be fine, sirs. That way
we at least have the chance that we're operating legally.

No, actually it would still be highly
illegal. You'll recall that if our campaign wins, we can't choose
the agent. That's still the F.R.M. guys. So even if it wins the
vote, we'll never be authorized.

Then why proceed?

If we win the vote and Gore
has not been eliminated as of yet—that is, if you, Agent 4, have
not been successful, then we will see to it personally that
all evidence of this
present discussion is eliminated. Do we make ourselves
clear?

Yes, sirs.

Good, then it's decided. We will proceed
with the ballot initiative. And if we can swing the vote before you
succeed, then you are history, Agent 4. Get me Hillyer on the
line.

You're not going to—

Yes. We have no other choice.

But—

Apple pie time.

. . .

Maybe because it never happened. The cherry
tree story, that is. That's why we don't expect the same integrity
in our politicians.

Parson Weems says of his anecdote, "It is
too valuable to be lost and too true to be doubted." But doubt it.
I mean, you ever hand a hatchet to a 6-year-old and let him wander
off? No, Weems totally made it up. And was there any scandal about
Weems playing with facts? Actually, we value the story for its
moral lesson on integrity. We fill children's books with its
heartfelt story of honesty.

Maybe Weems didn't have the time for
fact-checking. George Washington died December 14, 1799 and the
book was published in 1800. Weems had to rush to get his tome to
the people while still timely.

. . .

We the people, in Order to form a more
perfect Union, do ordain and establish that the manufacture and
fabrication of lessons on truth are even better than the real
thing, in particular when such fabrication doth provide for the
common Hero mythology, promote the general Bestseller, and secure
herein the Blessings to ourselves and our Posterity of blissful
ignorance.

—Done in Convention by Unanimous Consent, In
witness whereof We have hereunto subscribed our support.

. . .

In the past, very few countries actively
pursued a time travel program.

The U.S. eventually got their act together
and found out what the Iranians were working on. Their spy cameras
and microphones caught everything—the calculations, the movement of
large trucks through the desert, the long nights scribbling on the
giant wipe board.

The U.S. immediately went to work to
replicate the technology. Within his administration, President Gore
was against funding the program, but he supported it publicly in
hopes of firming up his base of liberal electric car-driving movie
stars prior to the 2004 election. The word was out: for a mere 100
million dollars, the U.S. would offer a trip to anywhere in the
world—any era.

With the proceeds, Gore was able to fix the
deficit, strengthen the worsening education system, shore up social
security, fund a universal healthcare program, and get homeless
people off the streets in popular tourist destinations.

For celebrities, it became the in thing—each
trying to outdo the others with their intended destinations. Who
was hipper—Madonna with her goal to visit Jesus Christ in 32 AD to
warn him about this Judas character? Or Michael Jordan with his
plan to bring $10 million to Rome 742 to develop basketball
programs for inner city kids? Or Michael Jackson heading to Motown
1968 where he was universally adored?

NBC debuted a new reality TV
show, Only Time Will
Tell, with Regis Philbin interviewing the
celebrities both before and after: Tell me, Robin Williams, what do
you hope to achieve by bringing comedy to Hitler in 1937? Do you
really think that you can penetrate that cold heart and make him
more accepting of all people? And later: Now that you've returned,
how did you find Hitler? Did you find his humor a touch
anti-Semitic?

Many of the "Before" segments were taped and
aired, but NBC was having trouble getting the celebrities to return
for the "After" segments. Where were they? Lawyers were consulted,
lawsuits prepared.

The Iranians watched in horror as one U.S.
celebrity after another signed on, paid their money, responded to
softball questions from Regis, and went on their way. Their
scientific community debated: Is it our duty to tell the Americans
they are vaporizing their movie stars, musicians, athletes,
comedians, and CEOs? Will we jeopardize our own classified
program?

Most agreed: We will keep an
eye on which celebrities are going. Tom Cruise, okay. Michael
Jackson, yes, fine. Mel Gibson, definitely okay. But if Beyonce or
LeBron James or Jennifer Garner sign on, that would be it. We would
have to come forward to stop it. After all, all Iranians love
Jennifer Garner. Just try having a conversation with one without
the show Alias coming up. Can't be done.

But LeBron never offered his wad, nor
Jennifer her purse. Nor Beyonce or Andre Agassi. So the Iranians
never came forward with their secret. They kept an eye on the U.S.
while continuing to perfect their own time machine.

In trying to understand what was happening
to the celebrities, U.S. communications officer/translator Bobby
Thornton began reviewing the surveillance tapes of the Iranian
scientists. As the words flowed through his headset, he examined
the pages of the official transcription. In the background, a
monitor repeated last night's "Before" segment. Paris Hilton would
be leaving in the morning to a secret time and place, and not even
Regis could get it out of her. Thornton paid no attention to the
screen, other than taking his headphones off to sing along as
Satanic Puppeteer Orchestra performed the show's theme song live
onstage for Regis and Paris.

"Will things change or stay the same?"
Thornton sang. "Only time will tell."

Back to work, Thornton read something on the
transcript about a shepherd. But the words in his ears were
different, quite a bit shorter. Thornton looked up at the screen,
then frowned. He rewound the tape and listened again, slowing it
down twenty percent. As the words of Iranian scientist Habib Hazhir
Yari entered his ears, the pages of the transcript fluttered to the
ground. It was June 14.

Thornton swallowed hard and covered his face
with his hands as he ran to his lieutenant. "Excuse me, sir,"
Thornton said, fighting the tears. "I think we just...we
just..."

"Spit it out, goddammit"

"We just vaporized Paris Hilton."

"Good god, no!"

Thornton explained that the Iranians hadn't
worked all the kinks out yet. There was a problem. They had written
E = MC2, when it should have been E = MC². All the work that
followed was based on the wrong calculation.

"But that means…"

"Yes, sir. Not just Ms.
Hilton—all the others, too. No more Lethal
Weapon sequels. I'm…I'm sorry,
sir."

"Ah, don't worry about me—I'll get over it.
But President Gore is going to be pissed. Listen, you're sure about
this? I think I'm going to need extra verification. Let me call for
another translator."

. . .

I've had the same title for
this book since I wrote the first draft in 2006. In the process of
revising, I thought about these characters and wondered: Was I the
only person who imagined some kind of connection between Paris
Hilton and Dick Cheney? Using the Google search engine, I entered
the phrases "Paris Hilton" and "Dick Cheney." [Note to Google lawyers: I did not say I googled it, though
that is of course exactly what I did. I'm just not saying
it.]

Turns out I am not alone.

On April 9, 2008, Comedy
Central's Root of Evil pitted Dick Cheney against Paris Hilton to determine which
held the title of—yes, you guessed it—root of all evil in the
world.

Comedians Greg Giraldo and Patton Oswalt
squared off on the topic, with Giraldo taking the pro-Paris
position, though perhaps it was really an anti-Paris position,
given the nature of the program. Oswalt defended Cheney as root of
all evil.

I'll leave it to you and
your Netflix account to see who Root
judge Lewis Black declared as winner/root of all
evil.

. . .

She's here, sir, said Lackey #2.

Well, send her in.

Of course, sir.

And Lackey #2—close the door behind you on
your way out.

So, she said. We meet again.

Yes, he said. Though I'd been hoping it
would have been under different circumstances. Something more
pleasurable.

Ah, but you called my business line. And
since I never mix the two… She licked her lips. You'll just
have…to…wait.

Hoo daddy, he thought.

You have some work for me…sir?

He sighed and looked down at his papers.
Yes, he said, looking up. Same as before. You don't know me. I
don't know you. No one knows anything about anything. Yadda
yadda.

Sir—I'm insulted. My past performance isn't
enough? You have to sink to remind me of protocol?

This time is a little different.

She frowned. How so? I've seen the results,
I know where I'm going, what has to be done. It's not like Sylven
2405. This seems pretty cut and dry.

No, no Sylven. Thank god for that. But let's
just say, there may be some competition. And I don't like to
lose.

Nor I.

Good. I'll be honest. I didn't want to
contact you for this assignment. I was hoping for someone with a
little less flair.

Thanks for the vote of confidence.

No slight intended. I know you'll get the
job done. But I also know that your methods are
sometimes…unpredictable.

You say that like it's a bad thing.

Fortunately for you, my superiors are more
familiar with your results than your means.

You didn't tell them—

No. That's not my place. Besides, they
aren't big talkers. Wouldn't have listened to me anyway. But the
point is I need there to be no diversion from the stated goal. Can
I trust you?

Trust me? Of course not.

I didn't think so.

Hell, can I trust you?

Well…no. Probably not.

So there you are.

Correction. Here we are.

. . .

"What the hell kind of name is that?"

"American."

"American, huh? How come I never heard
anyone called that?"

"Maybe you don't get out much."

"I bet I'm not the only one. How 'bout you,
Dick. You ever hear that name?"

"Nope."

"Hey, Hillyer. You ever heard anyone called
'Apple pie'?"

"Yes, Hillyer. Tell us, have you ever in
your life heard of anyone with a name like mine?"

"What, me? Let me think a sec. Apple pie,
Apple pie. You know. I'd have to say—"

"Hey. Why are we slowing?"

"I don't know. It can't be the gas. We've
still got half a tank."

"What!? Dammit, Kimo. That means we're
completely out of gas."

"I'm jumping out here."

"Hey, don't blame me, Dick. How was I
supposed to know half empty actually meant totally empty?"

"Maybe, just maybe, you reject, because it's
standard on all Filby XJ's since at least 2780. Doesn't your Dad
have an XJ?"

"He has an '81 XT. But I never drive it. You
know I stay away from his place as much as possible, so it's not
like I need to know when to fill up the damn tank."

"Where are we anyway?"

"Washington DC. I think we just passed 1975,
though I don't remember if the numbers were going up or down. We'll
have to get a newspaper to check the date."



"Are we going to have to walk? This vacation
is so not turning out as I expected."

"Shut up, let me think."

"And why did Apple pie just jump out?"

"What?"

"You said we are completely out of gas and
then she opened the door and jumped out."

The car came to a stop and the three men
stepped out.

"I don't know. Just help me find some more
yogurt so we can fill up and get back on the road."

They left the car and walked into the nearby
town, but they had to ditch their Nantes clothing. Because when
heading to Nantes for a 3-day weekend, of course you get dressed up
before heading out. No one wants to be seen in Nantes wearing a
Kinofi or a Lemeksiw—28th century fashion be damned.

There they were in their traditional
embroidered waistcoat, felt hat with ribbons, and baggy
knee-breeches, when they spied a trio of nitwits in the traditional
outfit of the day. Well, Dick and Hillyer used their kyloptigurd on
those fellows and walked away in some fine three-piece Armani
originals.

"Man," Kimo said. "We looking so fine! Even
better than Miss July!"

Hillyer said he needed to check on something
and disappeared. But Dick and Kimo stumbled around, found a bar,
and drank themselves sick, as their future constitutions were as
yet not accustomed to the high grain content of twentieth century
alcohol.

They woke up at three in the afternoon and
realized they still didn't know the date.

"Where the hell are we?"

"Don't know, man. But I've got a killer
hangover. Remind me what you take for a hangover."

"I've always heard more beer."

"Yeah, me too. What are we waiting for?"

Once he had downed a few more, Dick asked
the bartender what day it was.

"Today is Thursday, gentlemen. All day
long."

"No—what's the date: I need to know the day,
the month, the year."

The bartender chuckled. "Sorry to do this.
But once you don't know the year, you're cut off. And you're
lucky—most of the other bartenders cut you off when you don't know
the month."

"Fine—don't serve us. But tell us the
fucking date."

The bartender just chuckled and continued
cleaning the glasses.

"Come on, Kimo. Let's just go to the liquor
store. It'll be cheaper, and besides, we can pick up a paper."

But on the way to the liquor store, they
passed a pizza joint. Realizing they hadn't eaten since 2791, they
popped in.

"Man, this twentieth century pizza is some
good shit."

"As they say, don't know what you've missed,
'til you have it."

Then they drank more beer.

. . .

The nineteen-nineties? That sucks.

Yup, and I've got no time to waste. Throw me
that shirt, would you?

Catch. You're not taking your stilettos are
you?

Never know when they might come in handy.
Besides, they're the only things that go with my faux cowhide mini.
But I think I'm going to leave the kovy kyupulitres at home.

Hey, promise you'll bring me back
something.

What could you want from 1996?

I don't know. Maybe one of those early MP42
players that they were known for.

Those don't come around until 2047. No one
will even be thinking about them in 1996. The closest thing is an
MP3.

Damn, girl. You know so much about the time.
I'm impressed.

I have no choice. It's my job. Can you
imagine if I was caught talking about the latest Yleuro in 1996.
I'd certainly lose my job if I was found out, but it could even be
worse. No, I have to know my shit, Weena.

Still, I don't know if I could keep it all
straight if my life depended on it. I probably wouldn't know 2071
from 802701.

Give yourself more credit, girlfriend. You
know a lot about geothermal nuclear warfare.

Sure, but what good will that do me if I was
a proud member of the—

Shhh!

Oh! Yeah, sorry.

Not out loud, Ween. You know
better than that. Remember—we don't know who might be listening.
Now I am going to finish packing. For my
vacation. And when I am gone
on vacation, I will be
sure to send you a postcard. It will be so nice to
not be working.

Yeah. Have a great vacation. When will you
be back?

I don't know. I've got to see it through to
the 2000 election. So I'm figuring I'll be back next Saturday.

Cabron's playing Saturday night, if you're
back.

Alright. I'll try to be back.

I'd ask you to call me, but the reception is
so damn fuzzy on those cross-time phones.

I know. Still, I'll try to leave you a
message, to let you know I made it safely.

Thanks.

Be sure to water Fifi for me.

I love you. Now give me a hug.

I love you, too. Good-bye, little Weena.

She then walked outside and stuck her thumb
in the air. What seemed like months later, Weena looked out the
window to see a beat-up Filby heading down the road.

With that, she was gone.

. . .

In the future, man will travel to the past
in order to destroy the present. Ah, but destroy in a good way.
We're talking change for the better.

Drought in Africa? Fly back 300 years and
flood the region with seeds and irrigation pipes. Earthquake levels
a town? Jump back to planning discussions and move the whole damn
town to a different, better spot. Tornadoes, tsunamis, hurricanes,
floods, etc.—their effects will be minimized by going back in time
and making changes, whether by creating more structurally sound
buildings or removing the buildings from the area.

At first, the changes will be greatly
appreciated. Families who lose everything in a hurricane will have
it all back. A man who watches his dog Fifi sucked into a tornado
can enjoy a tornado-less and Fifi-ful life.

But these changes will wipe away people's
history with an area, and worse, their memories. That hurricane
leveled our ocean front home, goes the theory, but at least we had
that ocean view for thirty-seven years. And oh, watching the kids
grow up, too! Much better to take the bad with the good than to
live in some hick town with no ocean view.

And so, eventually it will fall out of
favor. Sure, it may be used for small changes. That street was in a
flood plain and if they knew what would happen, the planners could
have built it on slightly higher ground? Well, alright then. But
following natural disasters, drastic changes will rarely be
implemented.

That said, the concept of
visiting the past to change the present will be considered a brilliant method
of battling terrorism. Let the terrorists have their way. They want
to blow up a tanker outside of an embassy? That's fine, no worries.
Then instead of spending millions to freeze their assets,
infiltrate their hideouts, hunt them down, kill them, and spin it
for the press, simply wander back in time and kill their
unsuspecting great-grandparents. Poof. The terrorists were never
born in the first place.

Of course, this will create something of a
laissez-faire approach to crime. Police will get lazy, military
will stop pre-empting, U.N. peacekeeping forces will stop wasting
their time on promoting peace.

Crime will skyrocket, but
the liberals will register no complaint. Amazingly, that much less
money for police and military actually will translate to more money for
schools and social programs. Heck—even the Department of Homeland
Security will suggest their budget might be better spent on
providing affordable health care for homeless inner-city children.
No sense spending your moolah on trying aimlessly to stop that one
person from taking down a bridge. Because the truth is that you can
throw billions and billions of dollars at the problem, and still
not catch the one crazy bastard with a chest full of dynamite who's
going to do you in. No, much better to wait for it to happen. And
then scoot backward a few decades, sack the vandals, and then smack
the fast-forward button pronto.

The powers that be will offer a typical
"Well, we have to spend all the money in our budget even if we
don't need it, or else we won't get it next time" sense to the
thing. They'll throw money at all sorts of social programs, even
making up new ones.

Pharmaceutical companies will take advantage
of the government's largesse, through developing several new
"conditions" that will require treatment. To their credit, many
such companies will feel they are providing a service to the
public. After all, what value is a low-cost prescription drug plan
to the citizenry if there is not a wide variety of prescription
drugs to purchase? And is it not discrimination to only offer cheap
drugs to people with diseases? For the benefit of all those
perfectly healthy people out there, the drug companies will help
them understand how they too can take advantage of the drug plan.
By not being perfectly healthy.

Just a sampling of the new conditions
include SBT, EG, and HBO. SBT will be one of the more popular
conditions, affecting only those people who bite into something
that is too hot before it cools down. Of course Slightly Burnt
Tongue can also affect stupid people playing with matches. Apply
the topical cream Tongutrin directly to the pain. Elbow Grease (EG)
will tend to affect mechanics, both amateur and professional, and
is highest among men ages 27-45. Fortunately, it can be treated
with several immediate doses of Elboavox. And while Heavy Body Odor
(HBO) was actually first diagnosed by elementary school children in
the 1980's, doctors were unable at the time to develop an effective
drug to combat the effects. It will be available in a lozenge
called Odorararal.

Consult a physician if
taking any other medications. Please note possible side effects of
Odorararal, Tongutrin, and Elboavox include fatigue, dizziness,
minor or severe headaches, fever, vomiting, congestion,
constipation, miscarriage, impotence, nausea, sleeplessness,
restlessness, irritability, cramps, diarrhea, rash, memory
impairment, genital warts, intestinal bleeding, and death. Do not
take if you are under the age of thirty-six, over the age of
twenty-one, generally active, sluggish, pregnant, menstruating,
have heart troubles or open sores, suffer obesity, eat a high
protein diet, avoid red meat, take Drugippimax™ or Drugippimax
Lite™ with new Ortodots™, or have experienced any of the above side
effects either before or after taking any of these drugs
previously.

. . .

From the Journal of Dick Cheney

September 20, 1969

So I woke up from my drunken stupor to
discover that Kimo and the Filby were nowhere to be found, all the
pizza had been eaten, and I was in the Nixon administration.

Wow, I thought—that was some bad shit. But
no—the more I tried to wake up, the more I realized it was all
true. At least I have my own intern now to tell me the date.

So now I'm settling in comfortably in the
Office of Economic Opportunity, as special assistant to this Donald
Rumsfeld guy. He's a hoot. I think I'm really going to like it
here.

Sure it's a different life, perhaps most
notably the ability to destroy enemies with a few well-placed phone
calls. But I'm getting used to it.

 


September 26, 1969

Man, can I use a vacation. I
know, it's only been a week, but Mr. Rumsfeld has been running me
ragged. I haven't had a moment to breathe. I think I might ask him
if I could maybe cut back to part-time, just so I could have more
time to try to track down Kimo. Don't get me wrong. I love the
people and Mr. Rumsfeld especially is a riot and a half. But I come
from a time where we have the nine-hour work week and this guy
wants me to put in nine hours a
day.

 


October 3, 1969

Today I finally had a moment to stop and
think. For some reason I got to thinking about my father's words.
So often he's taken me aside and said, "Son, if you ever find
yourself in a position to bring down the presidency of Al Gore, you
do it. You will save the world."

He would then go on and detail how the root
of all suffering in the world was in Al Gore's first term. Since he
said this in like the 2700's, and Al Gore was like a thousand years
earlier (and please note, dear diary: this is what I thought as a
kid, now I know that it was actually like 750-790 years earlier), I
ignored him.

But now I realize that I am stuck here in
1969 with little or no chance of ever returning to the future. I
mean, unless someone comes to get me, that is. I don't think the
U.S. gets the technology for time travel until 2007 or so. So it's
possible that some day I'll find myself in the year 2000 and then I
would have the opportunity to change history and stop Al Gore. And
then when I'm growing up and want to be chilling with Kimo or
spying on Katie Driscoll, Dad won't have any reason to pull me
aside for a lecture.

So there it is. My new reason for existing.
Sure, it's not romantic. I'm sure it's not what my obituary will
say. But it's the truth. My goal in stopping Al Gore is to keep my
old man from bugging the crap out of me some 800 years from now.
Even better, if I can actually do this, I might actually make the
old man proud. Nothing I've done was ever good enough for you, Pop.
But I'm going to change history.

Shit, now I have to do this. It's on.

By the way, I'm adjusting to the schedule a
little more. It turns out that even though I'm putting in up to ten
or twelve hours a day, mostly I'm sitting at a desk in my own
office. So I can nap or eat crackers, and no one is the wiser.
Well, except maybe my secretary—she seems to know what's up. But I
think those first few weeks, I was stressed from trying to set a
good first impression with the boss. And I didn't realize I could
have just closed my door and sat around dreaming of Katie Driscoll
if I wanted.

. . .

In late 2006, I discovered Miss Snark's
blog. Miss Snark is/was a literary agent who disbursed wisdom for
writers wanting to get their foot in the door with agents and
publishers. She has since stopped writing the blog, though it
remains out there in the world.

Miss Snark would hold an occasional
"Crap-O-Meter Extravaganza" in which writers could submit their
hooks for a book proposal. She would then comment on whether it was
any good from a literary agent point of view.

For kicks, I submitted a
synopsis/hook for this novel I was calling Dick Cheney Saves Paris.

And I got a response.

. . .

Playing bocce and drinking beer in late
August 2791, Kimo Levernson invites buddy Richard Bruce "Dick"
Cheney to join him for a weekend trip to Nantes 1847. Along the
way, their time machine runs out of yogurt, causing them to stall
out on Interyear-5. Kimo and Dick stumble around, find a bar, and
drink themselves sick. Soon Dick wakes from his stupor to find that
Kimo and the time machine are missing and he is in the Nixon
administration.

Recalling his father's lectures on the
terrible no good Gore presidency—the source of all suffering in the
world after national treasure Paris Hilton was vaporized in a freak
time travel accident—Cheney realizes he has an opportunity to
change history. If he can ensure Gore loses the 2000 race, he can
guarantee that 770 years later, he will never have to endure dad's
rants.

Excited that he has finally found his life's
calling, Cheney dedicates the next thirty years to the task. Will
the assistance of alien pinochle player Donald Rumsfeld be enough?
Or will he have to enlist both foul-mouthed mob boss Ralph Nader
and the secretly Republican robot Joseph Lieberman? And what does
the Iran-Contra scandal have to do with any of this?

oh dear dog, this IS funny.

It's not exactly a hook, and dog knows it's
all going to come down to the entire novel not just the first
pages, but hell yes I'd read this, if only as the antitode to...um…
other stuff.

-Posted by Miss Snark at
12/29/2006 05:33:00 PM 15
comments

. . .

Hey, honey.

Yes, dear. What is it? Dear?

Wait—I'm reading. Okay. It says here the
Gore election is in trouble. Oh, this can't be good.

Come on, what's past is past. Gore was like,
what, five-hundred years ago.

Don't you get it? They want to do away with
Gore's entire presidency. If Gore is not elected in 2000, then he
won't be elected in 2004 either, or if he is elected in 2004, he
will have a different running mate—trust me, he wouldn't run with
the same VP candidate if he lost in 2000. And if Lieberman is not
his running mate, then Lieberman won't be caught up in those robot
scandals, so he won't resign midway through Gore's second term and
then Hillary will not become VP. And then she probably won't run
for president in 2008 and lose in a landslide due to her gender—oh,
they were so backward in those days about gender, weren't they?—and
so Hillary won't take her free time and go on the motivational
lecture circuit, making millions, and so she won't be able to
invest in TrinitiCorp, in which case they won't split into Eloi,
and Mordocks, and without the split Mordocks will not have a focus
on—

Wait. Is this going anywhere? I thought for
sure you had a point when you began?

Um, hello? I'm trying to explain. Please try
not to interrupt.

What are you talking about? I have no
connection whatsoever with Mordocks.

We've got to save Gore or trust me, Mordocks
will never raise billions in their initial public offering, and
so—okay, okay, I'll skip over some of the minor details. Mordocks
becomes—okay, not important—blah blah blah, and then, blah blah
blah, and okay, more bladdy blah. And then, Marsden Dash becomes
Speaker of the House in 2508. But please trust me, honey, it is all
connected back to Mordocks and further back to Gore. Meaning that
if Gore is not elected president in 2000, Dash will not become
Speaker of the House. And if he is not speaker of the house, then
his having oral sex with robots will not matter to the country.

Oh, I see—

And Nancy Chose will not move up to speaker,
upon his resignation. Meaning you, honey, upon Chose's resignation
for having oral sex with Dash—after it comes out that Chose is
herself a robot—then you will not move up to—

Oh. Shit. We need to do something.

Okay, here's what I propose: The election is
a week away, and besides, your office advertising budget was maxed
by April. But—

Ha! I see where you're going with this.

Your transportation budget has hardly been
tapped at all.

Yes! We'll drive around, towing a large
sandwich board asking people to vote against the vote against
Gore.

Um. No. As I was saying, it's probably too
late to influence the people's vote this year. But we can buy more
yogurt, and send someone back. The reason people are voting for—or
against, rather—Gore's presidency is because they trace all pain
and suffering in the world to his administration bungling time
travel. It was under his watch that Paris Hilton was vaporized.

That's where it all began.

So if we can stop him from hiring Bill
Richardson as his Secretary of Transportation, we should be able to
keep Richardson from requesting a 4782% increase in his budget,
which should keep them from being able to fund the initial time
machine research. And no time machine means no vaporized Paris.
That should keep Gore from being listed on the ballot for the
6-years vote, which will save his presidency. And, more
importantly, it will keep your assistant under-deputy position
safe.

Alright, fire up the T-bird, baby. Set the
course for 2003. Al Gore's meeting with Transportation chief
Richardson.

Uh—no. We should go back a little further, I
think. I'm not convinced the Transportation chief decided anything
there—I'd bet it was all written ahead of time and just
rubber-stamped then. No, let's set the course for Gore's
inauguration.

That far back?

Trust me on this, darling.

Okay, if you think it makes sense.

Trust me.

. . .

If Miss Snark liked your hook, you would
basically advance to the next round: send the first 750 words or so
of the novel, and she would comment further.

Off went my 750 words, which I'll spare you
right now. Besides, you've read many of them already, though
perhaps not in the same order.

Miss Snark's take?

I'd read this. I doubt I could sell it. On
the other hand, who knows. I'd be worried about the freshness
factor past 2008 but I'd still probably read it.

I'd want it to be something different than
Bill and Ted's excellent White House adventure though.

-Posted by Miss Snark at 1/15/2007 02:20:00
PM

. . .

"I know this sounds weird, sir. But I have
reason to believe that future generations will be suspicious of
whether you played any role in the Watergate break-in.

"That's ridiculous—I had nothing to do with
it. Couldn't have—it hasn't even happened yet."

"I know that and you know that, but unless
future generations have some evidence, they're going to think you
did."

"Well, tell me this, Dick. In the future, do
people believe I'm one of the better presidents. Am I on any, you
know, top five lists?"

"No, and it's precisely because of the
suspicions."

"So you're saying if I can manage to
secretly record instances of me denying that I know anything, then
potentially these could be admitted as evidence of me not knowing
anything."

"I think so. At least if I remember my
history correctly."

"Well then, let's go shopping."

Nixon took Dick to his favorite electronics
store and showed him a Sony tape recorder. "How about this one?"
Nixon asked.

"Oh, the 800B," the clerk jumped in. "That's
one of our top models."

"He's right," noted Dick. "In 2791, I have
the 800G and it works like a charm. Of course that's before next
year's vote that might do away with monopolies, so it's quite
possible that Sony in 1969 will no longer have a monopoly on such
tape recorders, so perhaps things will turn out different in the
future as we come to know it, as opposed to the future I've come to
know."

"Dammit, Dick. What the hell are you talking
about?"

"Perhaps there will be a few other companies
making tape recorders and the competition will drive Sony to do
something other than update their 800B every 230 years.

"Fine," said the president. "We'll take ten
of these."

"Grab some of those lavalier microphones,
too."

. . .

Note those words from Miss
Snark: past 2008. I
had a deadline. And I missed it.

Please note, especially if you happen to run
a publishing company, that this is not a common experience for me.
I generally adhere quite well to deadlines. Just ask any and/or all
bosses and/or teachers I've ever had.

But, as they say, life happened. A new baby.
Changing jobs. Travels. Et cetera and so on. By the time I was
settled and ready to focus on my writing yet again, the world had a
new world leader supreme, Paris Hilton had been usurped by Lindsay
Lohan and then Gaga in the celebrity yellow papers, and then
Charlie Sheen was somehow winning, and no one save a few thousand
liberal tree-hugger Alternet subscriber types and maybe several
million Europeans were interested in Dick Cheney.

Here's one response from past 2008:

"Thank you very much for your query, and for
your patience in waiting for a response. Your idea seems
interesting, and I have no doubt there are readers for it out
there. However, our press is a boutique publishing house, and that
means its list is shaped entirely by my whims.

"Unfortunately,
Dick Cheney Saves Paris does not sound quite like something I am looking for at the
moment. It is a matter of my rarely explicable taste rather than a
comment on your talent or the potential of your work."

No, the message doesn't explicitly say the
idea is "Yesterday's news." But that's the sense I get.

. . .

As the months passed, Dick periodically
stopped by to check on the microphones. See how they were working
out.

One day, Nixon was talking to Haldeman and
both stopped when Dick came in.

"Hello, Dick."

"Mr. President, sir. Bob. What are you guys
up to?"

"Nothing, don't worry about it."

"Hey, don't think I don't notice you never
include me in your conversations." Dick was angry. For the longest
time these guys would shut up whenever he came around.

"Well," said Haldeman. "I think we have very
different interests. After all, we want total world domination, but
you—what was it you wanted to do again? Your little pet thing? I'm
sorry, I keep forgetting. Tell me again."

"I'm here to keep Al Gore from becoming
president, so I can prove my worth to my father."

Nixon glared at him. "What the fuck are you
talking about?"

Cheney sighed. "Jesus Christ. How many times
do I have to explain this to you two? If I've said it once, I've
said it a hundred—"

"Don't be an asshole, Dick." Nixon pressed a
button on his desk. "Rose, can you get Dick here a good strong
drink. And get me one, too."

"I made a promise to my father. I must stop
Gore."

"Raisins! I need raisins!"

Dick was confused. "What?"

"He wants some raisins," Haldeman said.

"Dick's outta his fucking mind and I can't
have raisins. Somebody's going to pay for this."

"As I was saying. I'd appreciate if you
wouldn't just shut up as soon as I walked in the room. Is that too
much to ask?"

"You're right. We're not respecting your
feelings. And for that I apologize."

"Thank you. And how about you, Mr.
President."

"Yeah, yeah. I'm sorry."

"Thank you, sir. I know that was very hard
for you, but I want you to know I truly appreciate it. Both of
you—it means a lot."

"Can you please go now?"

At this point, Dick left, but he was curious
as to whether Nixon and Haldeman were talking about him, so he
drained his highball and held the open end of the glass to the door
and the other end to his ear. This is what he heard:

"That's innovation for you, Haldeman. See
what you can do about getting Cheney a promotion. I need to reward
people like that."

"Yes, sir. Of course, sir."

"Make him my deputy assistant. Oh—and let's
delete this conversation from the tapes—I don't want future
generations to think I have anything to do with whatever he has
against this Gore kid. That's his thing, not mine, and as such, it
has no place on my tapes. Delete the last eighteen minutes or
so.

"Yes, sir."

"Now what the hell were we talking
about?"

. . .

Sir, the latest vote is in, said Lackey
#3.

Hell, I thought we just had an election. Has
it been six years already?

No, sir. You're just visiting us five years
in the future. You were running low on office supplies, so you
popped here for Sharpies and Post-It notes.

Yes—well which is it? The Western Schism of
2419? Maybe the potato famine has finally taken it. Ha! I jest.

No, sir. It's the 2000 election of Al Gore
over John McCain.

You're shitting me, right?

No, sir. A huge advertising push the last
week won it. Great campaign—

God, I hate this job, he said.

Don't you want to hear the jingle? It's
quite catchy. It goes like this. Can't get up from down on the
floor? Stay there if you stay with Gore—

Fuck. Fuck!

Sir? Isn't this good news? They'll take care
of Gore. Isn't that what we want? I mean, those guys never
fail.

Lackey #3, I just sent an agent back to deal
with Gore. And she never fails either. Which means one is going to
get in the way of the other. And if it's mine that gets in the way
of F.R.M., well, let's just say they're not going to be too
happy.

Can we bring her back, sir?

No. She knows the rules all too well. No
communication. We won't hear from her until the job is done.

Oh.

And besides. She's the least of my worries
right now. I don't have much time to stop them from
eliminating…me.

. . .

For several years, the novel remained in my
computer's hard drive, unnoticed, unconsidered, unloved.

Until this past January,
that is, when Simon & Schuster announced that Dick
Cheney's In My Time: A Personal and
Political Memoir would be released August
30, 2011.

I began thinking of my Cheney novel. What if
I could revise and release my book on the very same day? Maybe it's
time. After all, this could be the only day for the rest of my life
that the book might be considered timely.

I'd have to think about this.

. . .

In the present, there is ongoing debate on
the many issues surrounding time travel.

The Iranians realized they had a
philosophical can of worms, just on one topic. Consider the issue
of immigration: what if people could immigrate across time, such as
across China before the Great Wall, across Germanys before the
Berlin Wall, or across the U.S. border any time? Would they lose
the bulk of Iranian citizens to Los Angeles 1984?

But there are many other questions being
examined. Consider just a few:

Should time travel be something left to only
the most well-off, people who can afford their own time machines,
or should it be part of the public transportation system? If it is
the latter, how much money should the nation invest in time travel
infrastructure? Should there be senior discounts or monthly passes?
Should food stamps be accepted for time travel?

Should there be a tax on time travel, and
how would it be collected? How would it be enforced?

Should individuals, upon their death, be
allowed to bequeath their estates to themselves at an earlier point
in time? If so, should the state be responsible for carrying the
deceased's effects to the person in the past, and for telling the
person, "You just died—here's your belongings"? Or would it be up
to the deceased to have planned that out in advance?

Should individuals be able to travel across
the borders of time to buy cheaper prescription drugs?

Should history teachers be required to teach
students the history of the future, or continue to limit coursework
to past history, in which case students might not be as prepared as
citizens of an increasingly global society?

Should CEOs be required to include the
actual future cash-out value of stock options when they list the
company's overall net worth?

Should death row inmates be allowed to
travel to the past and stop themselves from killing?

Should a pregnant teenager
be allowed to return to the past and decide not to have sex,
thereby effectively aborting her child, without notifying her
parents? Or should the child be required to gain parental consent?
If so, what does it say about our society once we are effectively
requiring parental consent for a child to not have sex?

Should the government be allowed to
extradite prisoners of war to other centuries, such as medieval
times, when less humane torture tactics were considered humane?
What if the prisoner has knowledge of an imminent terrorist
attack?

Should there be a universally accepted
driver's license for time travel?

Should there be age restrictions on time
travel? After all, we have them on vices such as alcohol,
cigarettes, gambling, pornography, and voting.

All important questions that require careful
attention.

The U.S. will strongly insist that
regardless of any conclusion regarding these issues, once the
technology is developed, it must be used primarily to protect us
from danger. They will view time travel as primarily a weapon of
defense, against natural disasters. Against terrorism.

Ultimately, it will be determined that this
approach—going back in time to destroy unseemly things—is a good
idea, but there will be concerns as to who gets to determine what
is unseemly. Should the U.S. be Time's police? Because the
Americans just might have a different opinion than France or China.
And how often should this be allowed? If the Americans are changing
history every week, it might not leave time for other countries to
get their affairs in order.

It will be left to a U.N. committee to sort
it out. The end result of which will be the every-six years vote.
Every six years, everyone in the world can vote for what they deem
the most unseemliest historical event.

This conclusion will not be without
controversy, with smaller nations arguing that large countries like
India, or even countries with lower voting ages, could stack the
ballot. So there will be compromise: each and every person will get
one vote to determine their own country's vote. That is, a majority
of votes by the people of a country determine that country's vote.
But each country will have but one vote. The U.S. is equal to China
is equal to Lichtenstein. Is equal to Argentina plus Malta minus
Fiji divided by France. And the event that receives the most votes
wins. Or loses, as it were.

There will be additional controversy over
whether additional votes should be granted to countries that no
longer exist. For a temporary fix, it will be decided that only
currently existing countries will get a vote, though it won't
necessarily have to come from the current head of state. If England
wants Queen Elizabeth or even Maggie Thatcher to cast the vote from
England, that is fine. If China would rather have Chairman Mao
present the vote from China, that too is acceptable. But the
question will be revisited in time.

The one thing everyone will agree on,
however, is the timeline: six years gives enough time for careful
reflection, as well as plenty of time to develop and implement
multi-billion dollar non-stop around-the-clock in-your-face ad
campaigns, targeted primarily at the youngest voters, to promote
eliminating one event or another.

. . .

From the Journal of Dick Cheney

February 8, 1973

So it has become an obsession. I've been
thinking more and more about how to get from here—the Nixon
administration—to there: Stopping Al Gore from winning the 2000
election and becoming president. I think I've got it.

What I'll do is hang out here a bit, working
as Rumsfeld's special assistant in the Office of Economic
Opportunity, then slide over to assistant director with him at the
Cost of Living Council. Then when Nixon resigns, I'll cozy into the
Ford administration by getting Rummy to name me his deputy chief of
staff, and then when he gets the Secretary of Defense gig, I'll be
set to replace him as chief of staff.

When Ford loses, I'll run
for Congress in some small state—say Wyoming—where I can be the
sole congressperson [Note to self: develop
a biography that involves growing up there in the ‛40s and ‛50s and
not being born in Sebald 2754]. Eventually
I'll work my way up to head of the House Republican Conference and
then Minority Whip. From there, in order to get me some street
cred, I'll position myself for a cabinet position under George
Bush.

I had thought education might be interesting
or even environment, but if I truly want to stop Gore, I'll need
some real munitions like I could get from the military. So I'll
worm my way to the position as Secretary of Defense, which I can
hold until Bush loses his bid for a second term. That's all I've
worked out so far, but that will take me clear to 1993.

Hmm, what then, what then… Think, Dick,
think.

 


February 12, 1973

I got it! I'm going to get myself a position
as CEO for a large corporation, something to do with oil, so I get
the business connections to go along with my government
connections. And then when McCain runs in 2000, I'll be able to
stop him from losing to Gore by tossing bijillions of dollars at
his campaign. Heck, that ought to influence something. Because if
anyone is going to take an unlimited amount of campaign finance,
it'll be McCain.

Huh. This is all so crazy, it just might
work. I can't wait to see the look on my father's face when he
finds out that I saved the world! No more lectures on bringing down
the presidency of Gore—probably no more lectures on being a
worthless slob. It's like a two-for-one. Buy one, get one free.
Two-for-Tuesday. Boo-ya!

Damn, I better get going—I've only got the
next 26 ½ years to pull this all together.

 


February 13, 1973

Tomorrow is Valentine's Day and once again I
will be without a Valentine. I probably wouldn't have one back
home—I'd probably be splitting a case with Kimo right now—but who
knows? That last time I saw Katie Driscoll 2780, she mentioned she
had had a great time.

Heck, right now I'd settle for Lynne
Vincent.

 


February 14, 1973

Craziest thing happened. I wrote in my
journal yesterday that I'd settle for Lynne Vincent and when I woke
up today, there she was! She says we've been married for nine years
and have two kids!

I feel I must have somehow slipped into a
parallel vortex in time. This will require much study, probably
hundreds of scientists and a huge laboratory. But hell—it's not
like I don't have the budget of the U.S. government to work
with.

 


February 15, 1973

Learned it was Rummy playing a joke on me!
No parallel universe. Apparently he'll get his own time machine in
2011, and just for kicks he'll pop over to my place 1975 when I'm
not there and read my journal entries. Upon seeing Lynne's name,
he'll jump to Natrona 2780 and ask if she wants to play a trick on
me. I tell you, that guy is a hoot. A hoot!

Part of me wants to ask
Rummy if I could borrow his time machine to go home, but I need to
think this through. I mean, I love my life back in the future. As
they say, home is where the heart is. But I kind of hate that life,
too, if that makes any sense. (Cue "Lost
in a Hole" by Jeph Preece, from
the Love Earth Music soundtrack music from
and inspired by the novel Dick Cheney
Saves Paris.) Partly it was my
circumstances—those lectures from Dad, etc. But partly it's who I
was. I had no drive, no real purpose—something I definitely have
here, even if it is to please someone in the future that I'm in no
hurry to rush home to see.

I do miss Kimo and it would be great to see
him back home,. But then I'm not even sure he would be there, given
that the last time I saw him, he was passed out in 1969.

Maybe I should be thinking of more than just
myself—this is the suffering of the whole world we're talking
about.

Shit. I've got to stay and see this through,
no matter what it takes. There's too much at stake.

 


February 21, 1973

Back to the Gore thing. I know, I know, dear
diary: My favorite topic. Well, excuse me if it's on my mind.

Part of me thinks I could just take the easy
way out and just track down Al Gore and destroy him right then.
Here in 1973, he must be what—just out of high school? He'd be an
easy target—I could probably sit in a car outside his house and
pick him off with one bullet. But aside from the fact that I have
people to do my dirty work for me, so it would never do to sit
outside some punk high schooler's house—aside from that fact, is
that I really have nothing better to do for the rest of my life
while I wait and hope for someone from the future to come and get
me and take me back to my own time. I mean, if I just off him now,
what will I have to live the rest of my life for?

Hmm, knowing that if I took the long way
around—instead of just offing him today—I have 27 years to
prepare—well, that gives me many many ideas. Maybe I could try them
all.

Okay, okay. You got me, dear diary. You know
me too well. The reality has nothing to do with offing high school
kids or that I have nothing else to do. The reality is that things
are going really really well with Lynne and changing things now
might jinx it.

I know it's only been a few weeks, but I
could see this really working out and I don't want to screw it up.
I think she may be the one. And I don't care if I haven't really
dated anyone else.

 


March 7, 1973

Lynne and I talked it over and she says she
wouldn't mind staying here permanently, rather than going back to
Natrona 2780. Now we just have to develop a past for her, which
shouldn't be too hard as yes, one again, I've got the whole U.S.
government working for me. Cool.

Also, today I was buying some more crackers
when I bumped into this guy. He looked familiar so I asked "Do I
know you?" But he acted confused and just shook his head. Later, I
stood behind him in line when he was paying with a check. The name
on the check was Shep Nirtley.

Shep Nirtley…Shep Nirtley. I know that name
from somewhere. But where?

I've got a bad feeling about this.

. . .

The week after hearing about
the Cheney memoir, I learned Eric Martin and Stephen Elliott were
releasing Donald, a
fictional depiction of Donald Rumsfeld caught in his own prison
system.

Their book's release was
timed to coincide with the February 8 release of Rumsfeld's
autobiography, Known and
Unknown. Though actually they claim it is a
coincidence that their book and Rumsfeld's book appeared the same
week. Interesting, I thought. So they had a similar idea. Maybe the
world is ready for this sort of thing.

I felt a kindred spirit with
Elliott. A few years earlier, I was fortunate enough to read an
advance copy of his book The Adderall
Diaries. To get the word out, he made his
own lending library, mailing out 40 or 50 copies of the book to
interested readers, who each had one week to read and then mail on
to someone else. Over 400 people had the chance to read and pass on
his book, at the cost of media mail postage. Here was someone not
afraid to take chances and try new things in publishing.

I immediately ordered a copy of Donald as a
birthday present for myself. On my birthday a few days later, while
awaiting the book's arrival, I emailed Stephen to describe my
project. Would he consider blurbing my book?

I was excited when I opened my Inbox later
that day and found an email from him!

I thought of putting his words on the cover.
Maybe his name really big and bold:

STEPHEN ELLIOTT, AUTHOR
OF HAPPY BABY AND THE ADDERALL DIARIES
SAYS:

And then I'd put his words
really small: "Nice to hear from you. I'm
afraid I've stopped doing blurbs. I'm not blurbing anyone.
Sorry."

Do people actually read cover blurbs
anyway?

New plan: be the first author to fill the
back cover with quotes from famous people saying they don't do
blurbs.

. . .

I know you just checked the back to see if
there are any blurbs there. Don't feel bad. I even checked
myself.

Just don't forget to check the very first
page of the book.

. . .

A crime is a crime, a dime is a dime—

Excuse me, sir.

Oh, Jimmy. There you are—have you heard the
new Versa? Fucking brilliant. A rhyme is a rhyme and I be on—

Sir, you said to notify you when the vote
came in. The chosen event was the victory of Al Gore in 2000.

Fucking A! That's great.

I don't see how—

You don't see? This changes everything. It's
just the chance we need against the dipshit wankers.

What, for McCain to win? As far as we're
concerned that's just slightly worse than Al Gore. Tweedledee
and—

No, asswipe. The event that will be
eliminated is Gore winning. Simply removing a Gore victory does not
guarantee a McCain win in its place. No. This is our chance.

I still don't get you.

Listen. What if taking away
a Gore victory meant bringing one, not to McCain, but to someone
else? What if all the nutsacks and queefburgers that
would have voted for Gore
instead voted for someone like…me?

Sir, the F.R.M. handles this. They've
probably already sent someone back and I hardly think they would
help us. They probably financed most of the campaigns to vote
against Gore in the first place, just so they could bring victory
to their party of favor.

Yeah. But perhaps we can beat the dickwads
to the punch.

What are you thinking?

If they do eliminate Gore, all the
progressives will be looking for a candidate who believes in gun
control, a progressive tax system, more money for education and
less for military, less environmental pollution, increased
regulation of business, campaign finance reform—shit like that.
Does that sound like a fucking Republican?

You don't mean—

Yes. The absence of Gore will create a
vacuum. And I will fill that void like a bitch.

But, sir, you don't believe in any of those
things.

That's true. Taxes, gun control, education,
financial regulation. Punk-ass hippies.

So why would anyone vote for you?

I don't know. Maybe I can make 'em think I'm
for all that bullshit. Regardless, I'm going back.

But what if they don't eliminate Gore—what
if they have other plans, and there is no void? And what about our
work here? Everything we've built? The drugs, the cars. The whores?
Sir, you have an empire here and you want to throw it away?

The fuck you know about empire, Jimmy? We
spent decades developing this. But do you have any idea how much
time I've wasted on blow and pussy? But shit, if I could be
president. It'd be like going from fucking crime overlord to master
of the bitch-ass motherfuckin' universe! Why I'd have the backing
and support of the U.S. Government. Aw, yeah. A dime is a dime, a
crime is a crime, and I be on mine—

Well, give my regards to DC 2000, sir.

No, my boy. You have much to learn. I can't
just show up in 2000 and expect to win a presidential election. I'm
going to have to go back much further, maybe all the way to the
1960's. Heck, I'll probably even have to run a presidential
campaign or two prior to 2000, just to get the hang of it.

You really think you can win a presidential
election?

Of course I can win. I'm Ralph motherfuckin'
Nader.

. . .

In the past, people lived in fear of
terrorists. But in the future, terrorism will not be so
terrible.

With the program to go back in time to
eliminate the grandparents of terrorists, terrorism will lose its
ability to terrorize, and hence it will lose its appeal. And also
its stigma. Terrorists will come out of the closet and develop
support networks. The 12-step Terrorists Anonymous will become
popular in major cities, as will Suicide Bomber Hotlines. In fact,
programs such as these will be some of the primary recipients of
the money formerly used for fighting against terrorists. Terrorists
Anonymous, and M.A.T.T., the Mothers Against Tipsy Terrorism, will
become the most well known, but others will prosper as well, such
as Terror for America which will train former terrorists to teach
in low-income schools, while also forgiving any student loans they
may have incurred.

No Longer Future Parents of
Terrorists (NLFPT) will be a dating service that will match people
whose spouses were killed in the quest to stop future terrorists,
widows and widowers who never had the chance to have a son or
daughter, let alone a terrorist grandson or granddaughter. Or
rather, never had the second
chance, as they did have the kids at some point in
time.

Of course, all the support for the
terrorists will have its own backlash: How come the terrorists
don't have to find real jobs? Why is it that the terrorists can
just cross our borders without registering or getting a driver's
license? Do they even pay taxes? If they want to live here, the
terrorists should have to learn English. The terrorists want to
have their cake and eat it too. My daughter's terrorist sister in
Terrorist Big Brothers/Terrorist Big Sisters is teaching my little
girl to create incendiaries. And so on and so on.

If anything, it will be believed by those of
the extremist middle that such programs create more terrorists.
After all, what motivation will a terrorist have to find real work
when he or she could hint at blowing up a school and then live on
public support?

Soon after the backlash begins, most
terrorists will have to live in fear for their lives. Even people
who have never considered committing an act of terrorism in their
lives will have to stay off the streets, as more and more average
citizens are mistaken for terrorists. Terrorists will go from being
the feared to the living in fear. It will be a sad day for these
formerly proud people, when they must resort to hiding among us,
living on food stamps.

In the end, many of the programs will be
dropped when fiscally conservative Democrats are returned to power.
And the terrorists will move to Canada in order to regroup and plot
their next strategies. And of course to take advantage of universal
healthcare.

. . .

"Hillyer!"

"We meet again, Dick."

"No—you're wrong on that. We meet for the
first time."

"What?"

"We will know each other in the 2770's.
You're my History teacher. But it is now 1982—so we haven't
met...until now!"

"Well, what about when we arrived in
1969—wouldn't that have been the first time?"

"It would have. Except, we
already knew each other on the ride down, so at no point were
we meeting, as it
were. I would say this is our first meeting."

"Fine. Point taken. Can we start over,
please? I fear the moment has lost its dramatic tension."

"What? Oh. Sure." Dick pauses.
"Hillyer!"

"We meet…uh, for the first time.
Congratulations on your re-election, Dick. Third term now, huh? And
Republican leader on the House Intelligence Committee. Very
impressive. If I didn't know you better, I'd say you had some
ambition in you."

"Well, you don't know me better—we've just
met for the first time. Or have you already forgotten?"

"Fine. Let me rephrase. If I wasn't so
familiar with your work, I'd say you had some ambition in you. You
see, Dick, I am familiar with your work. 'Abraham Lincoln: A Very
Brave Man' seems to ring a bell. Yes, I think to the tune of a C-,
it sounds familiar. Though I'd suppose you might say it hasn't been
graded yet. Not for another seven-hundred years. So perhaps when it
does get around to receiving a grade...hmmm, let me think. Oh,
yes...perhaps a solid F might be appropriate."

Dick gasped. "You wouldn't."

"Oh, I would. Unless..." Hillyer smiled.

"Man, I can't believe it. I'm going to fail
History! Shit. My dad is going to kill me—that's his favorite
subject, you know. I mean—"

"Stop, stop. You were supposed to say
'Unless what?'"

"What?"

"No—'unless' what?"

"'Unless what' what? I have no idea what
you're talking about."

"I said 'Unless…' and that's when you should
have said 'Unless what?' and then I would have told you how to save
your History grade."

"Oh! Um, unless what?"

"Close enough. Dick, from your work back in
the Nixon administration, you know how important it is for a
president to have just a tiny bit of freedom to operate without
pesky senators or congressmen interfering in his everyday business.
Rather soon, you will discover that our heroic and patriotic
president—or perhaps I should say he doesn't know about it at
all—has created a privately funded offshore foreign policy
initiative, designed to help our dear friends, the Contras in
Nicaragua. Congress will investigate, and of course they'll want to
question everyone—from the lowest level military officer all the
way up to the White House."

"Well, if we are helping our friends, why is
there an investigation?"

"Because the enemy of our friends is our
enemy. That's all you need to know, Dick. But with your leadership,
you can block these nasty Democrats from questioning people like
our good friend Vice President Bush. I also want you to ensure that
not a single House Republican signs the committee's final report.
The committee will want to charge the administration with disdain
for the law and deception. But you will see to it that Republicans
issue their own report. And of course this report should claim no
wrongdoing on the part of the administration."

"So you're saying that if I fight
congressional limits and oversight of presidential authority, and
if I fight against the investigation of this secret program, you'll
give me the C in History."

"C? Oh, Dick, you have much to learn about
negotiation. If you can accomplish all that, it'll be worth an A,
perhaps even more. But I'm willing to compromise on this. Hmmm—you
say C and I say A. Alright—I'll give you a B. But that's the best I
can offer."

"Alright, Hillyer. I'll do it."

"Oh—and Dick. Until you graduate Natrona,
please call me Mr. Hillyer."

. . .

Apparently nonfiction authors sometime grow
to identify pretty strongly with their subjects. So does it happen
to fiction authors writing about real people?

Me and Dick Cheney?

Well...maybe.

In learning about him, I've come to find
that we were both born under the sign of Aquarius. Both married
Leos. Both one of three children, both with a brother named Robert.
Neither of us served in the military.

And how about this: Dickie Cheney's mother's
maiden name was Dickey. His parents were a Dickey and a Cheney.
Dickey and Cheney—Dick Cheney. My mother's maiden name is Ryan.
Yup, my parents are a Ryan and a Forsythe. Ryan Forsythe.

Okay so it's not an exhaustive look, but you
can see that it's almost like we're blood brothers.

I get you, Dick Cheney. You
had me at "Go fuck yourself." (Cue "Go Fuck Yourself, Cheney!" by
+DOG+, from the Love Earth Music soundtrack music from and inspired by the novel Dick Cheney Saves Paris.) That
Senator Leahy deserved it. Standing there all smug on the Senate
floor.

. . .

Interviewer: Mr. Levernson, before we begin,
you should know that we ran a background check and there is no
record of anyone named either Kimo or Levernson living where you've
claimed to have lived for the past several years. Now, I'm inclined
to say this interview is over right now.

Kimo: But I can totally explain—

Interviewer: Hold on, hold on. Let me
finish. I was going to say, I'm inclined to say this is over right
now. But. But I'm intrigued enough by some of the other things on
your resume, that I'm willing to hear your explanation of who you
are and where you've been. Please shed some light for me on just
who you are and where you are from.

Kimo: I've been living in the greater
Metropolitan Washington DC area for approximately—

Interviewer: Snore.

Kimo: Sir?

Interviewer: Snore. As in, you're putting me
to sleep. Spice it up if you want another minute of my time.

Kimo: Alright, you want the truth? I've come
here from the future. I was living in the year 2791 and wanted to
check out the scene in Nantes 1847, because I heard there were some
fine ladies there. But I ran out of fuel in Washington DC 1969, and
I've pretty much been here ever since.

Interviewer: Well, if we handed out jobs
based on creativity, you'd probably score a few. Unfortunately,
this is a serious job and actually, we have already filled it. But
thank you for your time. You know where the door is—

Kimo: It's true and I can prove it.

Interviewer: Yeah, yeah. I've heard it all
before.

Kimo: See that cup?

Interviewer: Let me guess—it's a cup from
the future.

Kimo: It's your cup. What are you
drinking?

Interviewer: Water.

Kimo: You're sure?

Interviewer: Yes, I just filled it. Listen,
I've got—

Kimo: When I leave here today, I will go
back in time to right before this meeting and I will fill your cup
with coffee, so that right now you are drinking Sanka.

Interviewer: I'm telling you—hey, what
the…this is coffee! Wait. You're not joking.

Kimo: No.

Interviewer: So...you could really visit the
future? You can tell me what happens?

Kimo: Of course. Whatever you want to
know.

Interviewer: Like how stocks
will do, or where I should invest in real estate? Or who wins the
next season of The
Apprentice?

Kimo: Oh, I don't really pay attention to
that stuff.

Interviewer: Well, could I go? I mean,
through time. Could I time travel?

Kimo: As long as you've got the wheels.

Interviewer: You...you have wheels? Could
you take me?

Kimo: Sure, that'd be totally fine. I mean,
just as long as you promise not to change anything there.

Interviewer: Well, how would I even know if
I was changing the future if I don't know how the future turns
out?

Kimo: Huh. Good point. You're the first
person to ever ask that. But on the steering wheel of every Filby,
there's this warning that says you can't change history. I guess if
you change history, you totally void the warranty. You're also not
supposed to drive faster than so many years per minute and you're
supposed to change the oil every three-thousand years. It's just
like on the fuel tank where it says no fruit-on-the-bottom type
yogurts.

Interviewer: Maybe the changing history
thing only applies if you're going to the past?

Kimo: Maybe. But I'd still think you should
be careful if you're visiting the future. I mean, dude. The
warranty.

Interviewer: And you'd give me a ride? I
could visit New York in 2100 or Paris in 2450. Or even someplace in
the past, like Rome in 766 A.D.?

Kimo: Sure, man. But those places are like
so last year. If you really want to see the future, you should
check out places like Natrona 2791 or Rosebery the middle of next
week. Though I've never been to Rosebery, so I can't really speak
for it.

Interviewer: Well, Mr. Levernson. This is an
offer. Do you want the job?

Kimo: I'm sorry?

Interviewer: The job. That's why you're
here, right? For the associate executive managing director position
with the Gore/Lieberman campaign.

Kimo: But you just said the position was
filled.

Interviewer: Well, now that I think about
it, a position may have just opened up. Yes, Billy Thornton won't
be needing his computer anymore.

Kimo: Don't you want to know about my
qualifications?

Interviewer: Oh, uh, sure. Tell me your
qualifications.

Kimo: Well, I ran my own summer painting
business when I was in college. I actually didn't make any money,
though, after I had to pay my crew. So that was kind of a scam. Oh,
and I worked for three summers at the Dip n' Go, but they didn't
hire me back after that, so I was unemployed for a few years. Since
arriving here in 1969, I've mostly done freelance stuff. You know,
mowing a lawn here, raking some leaves there, chop down a tree over
there. That sort of thing.

Interviewer: Okay, great. So?

Kimo: Excuse me?

Interviewer: Great. Do you want the job?

Kimo: Um, Yeah. That sounds cool. When do I
start?

Interviewer: So I'll just go talk to
Billy—you wait right here—and then I can show you to your cubicle.
And then after that, we can go for a ride, right?

Kimo: Sure thing.

Interviewer: Just one sec. Be right back.
(Interviewer leaves.)

Kimo: I just better remember to go back and
fill his cup after I leave. Although, now that I think about it, I
obviously won't forget. Because there it is.

. . .

There's more. Between me and Dick Cheney,
that is.

I'm writing a novel about Dick Cheney and I
do genealogy research. So of course I was curious if I could find a
connection. Maybe we aren't really blood brothers. But are we
family?

Turns out that Cheney's ninth
great-grandparents were Percival and Rebecca Lowell. And my
eleventh great-grandparents? The same Percival and Rebecca.

Hmmm...Ninth and Eleventh
great-grandparents. Nine... eleven. 9-11.

Emergency? Conspiracy?

. . .

Percival and Rebecca's
daughter Joanna was Cheney's eighth-great-grandmother and my
tenth-great-grandmother. But we have different grandfathers. My
tenth-great-grand-father was Joanna Lowell's first husband John
Oliver, while Cheney's eighth great-grandfather was her second
husband Captain William Gerrish. That makes me and the big guy
ninth cousins, twice removed. (Editor's
note: For those confused by the above, we have documented the
genealogical connection between the author and Dick Cheney in the
bonus features at the novel's conclusion.)

So, yeah. If you haven't started on your way
back to the 2790's, call me, Dick. Let's do lunch. We have a lot to
catch up on.

. . .

Okay, okay—you're right. This actually makes
us merely half-ninth cousins, twice removed. So I guess we don't
have much in common after all.

Nevermind.

. . .

"Come on, Rummy. You've got to let me take
your Filby. The Natrona prom is next weekend and I have to be
there. Puh-lease!"

"You can't fool me with your
arguments, Dick. Prom next week? Everything is next week. And tomorrow
and last Tuesday. Everything is all the time when you can travel
through time with a brand new state of the art Filby XJ convertible
with new SupaFly™ technology. Why don't you just go to prom in a
few years, once you can afford your own?"

"You're right—I could go anytime. But my
anniversary is this week. When she came to live with me in 1973,
Lynne gave up her senior prom. And I totally promised her I'd take
her for our anniversary. We've been planning for this day for
months!"

"And you've only just now thought of
securing transportation? Isn't that a little short-sighted,
Dick?"

"Come on. Do you have plans or
something?"

"Okay, fine. I'm just dicking you around,
Dick. Of course you can go, but on one condition."

"You name it. Anything."

"You have to vote against extending the
Civil Rights Act."

"You're opposed to civil rights?"

"Do you want the car or not?"

"Yeah, I want the car. But geez, man. If I
had a dollar for every time I had to vote against something just so
I could borrow your car. First it was cleaning up hazardous waste,
then the release of Nelson Mandela from his jail cell, funding for
the Veterans Administration—actually, you had me vote against that
one a few times. And remember when you had me oppose the Clean
Water Drinking Act?"

"I remember, Dick."

"There were like only twenty other House
reps against that one. That was kind of lonely. You don't think
this Civil Rights Act thing will be like that at all, do you?"

"It could be. But hey, if it's not worth it
to you to take Lynne to the prom. I mean, it is only your
anniversary—"

"Sorry, sorry. Okay, fine. I'll vote against
the Civil Rights Act."

"Thataboy. Just make sure you have the car
back by midnight."

"Of course, Rummy. Hey—maybe we could
double-date! After all, you've never been to one of our earthling
dances. Perhaps you could report on it to your people, so they
understand some of our world's mating rituals."

"Nah—Joyce isn't really into that kind of
thing. And I'd love to go myself, but I'd just be a fifth wheel, as
I believe your people say."

"Uh, something like that."

"But you know, Dick. I would like to take a
ride with you through time sometime. Get a better understanding of
the significance of various events in your world's history. I've
been reading these books and I'm unclear as to why certain things
are more important than others. I think your perspective would be
quite helpful. Plus, it would be great to be able to spend some
quality time with you, so I can better understand what humans do
when there are no witnesses—er, observers. That's what I mean."

"That sounds cool. You mean we'd pretty much
go cruising through history, maybe bring along a case or two?"

"Precisely."

"Well, what are you doing right now?"

"I have to report back to my mother ship in
forty-five minutes, but I think we could squeeze it in before
then."

"Cool. Oh, and hey—maybe you could show me
again how to put the top down. I keep messing up. And I want to be
pretty suave for the anniversary prom thing."

Wanting to make sure he didn't miss his
report-back, Rummy just drove Dick to the Civil War, and asked Dick
a few questions. Dick didn't miss the opportunity to share his
knowledge.

"Abraham Lincoln was a very brave man, I can
tell you that."

Later, Rummy dropped Dick at his front
door.

"Hey, Rummy. This has been awesome. We
should definitely do this more often—maybe even make it a long
weekend—three or four days. Then we could really go far."

"Well, Dick. What about making it an annual
trip? Every year, perhaps I could take off from Searle and you
could get away from Congress for the better part of a week. Just
the two of us joyriding through time and drinking beer. Even keep
it secret from our wives."

"What will we tell them—what if they're
suspicious?"

"We could tell them something outlandish and
ridiculous. Say we're developing a super-secret classified program
designed to set aside the proper and traditional line of succession
for the president."

"That's hilarious, Rummy. I love it."

"They wouldn't ask any more questions after
that, would they?"

. . .

When I was a kid, one of my
favorite book series was called Time
Machine. It was sort of like those
Choose-Your-Own-Adventure books, but the focus was time travel, as opposed to the whole
"If you surrender to the pirates, turn to page 43. If you stand and
fight the pirates, turn to page 97."

In time travel philosophy, one of the great
paradoxes is known as the grandfather paradox. But times change, so
let's call it the grandmother paradox.

It goes something like this: Suppose a
person traveled back in time and killed his or her biological
great-great-great-great-great-great-great-great-great grandfather
before he met the traveler's
great-great-great-great-great-great-great-great-great grandmother.
As a result, the time traveler would never have been conceived,
which would mean he or she couldn't have traveled back in time in
the first place. Which means the
great-great-great-great-great-great-great-great-great grandfather
would still be alive. Which would mean the traveler would be
conceived. Allowing him or her to travel back in time to kill...oh,
you get the point.

So my question: If Dick
Cheney traveled backward from 2792, could he keep
me from being born? Want a
taste of those Time Machine
books? Here you go:

If you think Dick Cheney travels back in
time and kills his
great-great-great-great-great-great-great-great-great grandfather,
Percival Lowell, before Percy and Rebecca get it on, thereby
ensuring their
great-great-great-great-great-great-great-great-great-great-great
grandson (me) is never born, further ensuring that this book is
never written and is therefore not released the same day as
Cheney's memoir (because presumably Dick Cheney also would never
have been born), turn to page 195.

If you think Cheney is unable to alter the
course of this author's writing life, keep reading.

. . .

Okay, so maybe that doesn't
make so much sense in the ebook version, what with the lack of page
numbers. If you had the physical version, you'd see that page 195
held the closing epigraph, so I'm basically sending you to the end
of the book. If you're curious, you can find it immediately
following the end of the epilogue (the non-bonus one). Oh, heck, I
can do links with this thing, can't I? Just go here.

. . .

Hey, what's this?

Oh, some article about the whole Lieberman
robot thing. It's quite interesting.

What Lieberman robot?

I don't know—when I'm finished, you can read
the article.

Let me see that...You idiot! This is us!

Oh. I thought it sounded familiar.

I am Dr. Lieberman! I make robots! And this,
this looks like a call from the past! Obviously someone is trying
to get a message to us and they chose to put the message in a time
capsule! We must do something about this. This is my chance to stop
Al Gore from becoming president! Just think—I will be a hero of the
people! I will be responsible for stopping all the pain and
suffering in the world. Me, Dr. Joseph Lieberman.

But how?

That's what I still need to work out. Think,
think. Perhaps if I…no, too risky.

In the article, it says you created a robot
and sent it back to infiltrate Gore's campaign.

I've got it. I will create a robot.

I just said that.

Yes, but I will create
a Republican robot
that tells everyone he is a Democrat—ha ha!—until he is even
believed by the Democrat Party elite. And in a time in our nation's
history when all parties are doing whatever they can to move closer
to the center, in order to steal votes from the other side, they
will deem him the only viable choice for vice president.

But why a robot, sir? Why not just send a
man?

You fool! Only a robot can parrot the same
line over and over with such conviction. What if we sent a real
person and he was offered money or free airline flights, or perhaps
hookers or worse, a young male page? Why, a real senator would cave
under that kind of pressure. He would tell his innermost dreams in
exchange for a twenty-dollar steak dinner. But not a robot. Robots
do not eat steak, nor do they care much for young boys.
Furthermore, if we send a Republican to infiltrate the team, we
definitely need his secret Republicanism to remain just
that—secret. And that means no man. No. A robot must be sent. Who
was it that said all it takes for evil to triumph is for good
time-traveling robot-producing scientists to do nothing?

I guess I still don't understand. Why is it
that we would send a Republican robot to join the Democrat party?
Why not a Democrat robot?

Because! Then even if the Democrats win,
they lose! Regardless of who wins the election, there will be a
Republican in charge! Bwah-ha-HA! HA-ha-ha!

Um—that doesn't seem to be what the article
is about, though. If you're the one they're talking about here,
shouldn't you do what it says here?

Two answers: First of all,
free will, my boy. There is no preordained action I am supposed to
take. And I can prove it. I will do what I want and send this robot
to the past, and only then will this article be written. And
only then will I
learn that I must send a robot to the past. Wait—I'm not sure this
makes sense. Let me think about this a second.
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