Anything for Love

  David Noir drummed his fingers to the beat of the radio as he drove along the highway. He was happy. The happiest he’d been in a long time. Four months and six days ago he’d proposed to the love of his life, Katie Benson. She’d said yes, and they had set a date of Aug 19th, only two days away.

  David crooned along with the radio. He was off key, but he didn’t care. In two days he was going to be married to the most amazing girl in the world. A month after that he would start his new job on the west coast. Everything was going great. 

  David’s car crested the hill, and before him lay the small town of Westfield. He shifted down a gear as he approached the exit. This was where he got off. Then it was only a quick five-minute drive to Katie’s parents house, where they were having supper tonight. David slowed down on the off ramp, signaled left, and then pulled out from the stop sign. He tried to keep himself confined to the speed limit, but he found himself slightly heavy footed. He made the trip in a mere three minutes and 42 seconds.

  As he pulled into the driveway David could smell the barbeque already. Frank, Katie’s Dad, was already decked out in his “Kiss the Cook” apron and had the steaks on the grille. He spotted David as he got out of his car and grinned.

  “Hurry up Davy lad! Katie’s been pacing in circles waiting for you to get here!”

  David looked slightly puzzled. He glanced at this watch. “She said to be here for five, and it’s only four fifteen?”

  Frank smiled. “Aye lad, but she misses you something fierce when you ain’t around.”

  David smiled and blushed slightly. He walked up to Frank, studied the steaks for a moment and commented, “They look a little burnt…Dad.” Then he turned and hurried to the house.

  “Arg! Go on with ya!” Frank called after him, waving the tongs in David’s direction, yet smiling all the while.

  “Honey I’m home!” David called out as he entered the house. He heard a shriek of delight from the living room, then the sound of running feet. Katie came around the corner and ran straight into his arms. She kissed him loudly on the lips, then held on to both his hand.

“I thought you’d never get here!” she said.

“You said five, and its only twenty after four,” David replied.

“I know,” Katie said, pulling him along as she walked to the living room, “but it seemed like forever.”

They sat down on the coach and discussed the events for the next few days, working out all the final little details. Katie’s mom, Carla, came into the room and started to fuss over David.

“There you are Davy! Katie was wondering when you’d get here.” She reached for David’s hair and mussed it up a bit. “You’re a good lad, Davy”.

David blushed again. He was about to say something when the doorbell rang.

“Oh, that’ll be the other guests,” said Mrs. Benson, and headed off to answer the door.

David turned to Katie. “Guests?” he asked.

Katie smiled. “Oh, Mom and Dad invited a few friends over to have supper with us.”

David was about to ask who, when in came Aunt Glenda. Her rather large body, quivering with every step she took. She wasn’t really Katie’s aunt, but she had always called her that. Aunt Glenda was so close to Katie’s mom that it was as if she were part of the family. David gritted his teeth, and tightened his cheeks in a permanent smile. He knew what was coming next.

“Oh Davy,” Aunt Glenda started, “It’s so good to see you again!” With that she pinched his cheek with such force that David thought it’d turn black and blue! He was use to it though. Sort of. He knew that Aunt Glenda always pinched his cheek when she saw him, but the ritual always left his cheek so numb, that he’d almost cringe every time he saw her.

  Aunt Glenda turned and gave Katie a huge hug. David took the opportunity to vigorously rub his cheek, trying to get the feeling to return. He looked up and saw Mrs. Benson watching him with a smile. He grinned sheepishly. Mrs. Benson’s smile widened.

“Glenda,” she said, “Why don’t you and I go outside and say hello to Frank. We’ll let the kids talk for a bit.”

Aunt Glenda nodded to Mrs. Benson. “Of course, Carla dear.” She turned to David and Katie as she headed out of the room. “I’m sure you two and Chad and Jane will have plenty to chat about.”

David turned to Katie. “Chad and Jane are here too?” he asked.

“Yep. Right here Dave.”

David turned suddenly to the source of the reply. “Chad! Jane!” he said, as he saw Katie’s long time friend and his girlfriend standing in the archway Aunt Glenda had just left by. He got up from his seat and shook Chad’s hand and gave Jane a hug. Katie hugged Chad and gave him a quick peck on the cheek, then gave Jane a hug also. Chad was Aunt Glenda’s only son and childhood friend of Katie’s. The two had practically grown up together. After Katie and David had been going out for a couple months, Chad had met Jane and the two had been dating ever since.

“It’s so great to see you guys!” David said.

“You too,” said Chad.

“So what’s new with you two?” David asked.

“Oh nothing too much, nothing like you two” Chad replied with a grin.

The two couples chatted for the next ten minutes until Frank let them know the steaks where all done. Then the entire group gathered around the table and had an enjoyable meal. After desert was served, strawberry shortcake, they took turns playing Hearts for a while until Frank was declared the undisputed champion. 

“Whew!” said David as he pushed his chair away from the table, “I think I’ve had enough for the night!”

 Chad tossed in his cards. “Mmm. Me too.”

“So what now?” asked David glancing at this watch, “It’s only 8:30.”

“Movie?” Chad asked.

“Sounds good,” replied David. He turned to Katie. “Is there anything you wanted to see?”

Katie smiled. “I have one in mind. How about Jane and I run and pick it up?”

“I can run and pick it up if you like,” said David.

“That’s okay Sweetie,” said Katie, patting David’s chin, “Jane and I can handle it. Besides you’re still not real familiar with the roads around here, even more so at night.”

David rolled his eyes. ”Don’t remind me. I still find pieces of wheat blowing out of the heater vents once in a while.”

Chad laughed. “Is that from when you missed the corner by old man Dawson’s farm and ended up in his field?”

“Yes,” said David with a slight sigh.

“Aye!” interrupted Frank. “The lad’s fortunate he didn’t go off the road coming from the other direction. He would of ended up in Old man Sedgwick’s Pig farm! That’d be a might tough job to clean out pig…”

“Frank!” said Mrs. Benson sharply

“Ack, woman! I was gonna’ say manure! Ya’ crazy lass! In the near 30 years we’ve been married never once has I said a cuss word! Why ye gets all excited when I says ‘poo’!”

“Frank!”

“Ack!”

Everyone laughed. “We’ll be back soon,” Katie said, as she and Jane headed out the door. The remaining group chatted for a minute then Jane came back inside.

“Something wrong dear?” asked Aunt Glenda.

“No,” replied Jane, “I’m just not too feeling well and thought it best to stay here.”

David got up from his chair. “Does Katie want me and Chad to go with her?”

“No,” said Jane, “She said she’d run and get the movie.” Jane smiled, and then added. “She said with you two in the store it’d take three times as long to pick out a movie!” 

“Mmm,” said Chad, glancing at David and smiling. “That’s true.”

David grinned and nodded in agreement.

The group seated themselves in the living room and started to discuss the wedding. The conversation centered on the happy couple and the events of the next few days. David took it all in, enjoying every moment. It had been several years since he had felt like a part of a family. His parents had died when he was only five and his Grandmother, his only living relative, had raised him. She had passed away over two years ago and David had felt completely alone in the world. It wasn’t until he had met Katie that he had felt connected again. He smiled and looked at Aunt Glenda who was bubbling over with excitement about the upcoming wedding. 

 “I can’t believe our little Katie will be married in two days! Why it seems like it was just yesterday that Katie and Chad where young children playing in the back yard.” She rested her hand on Chad’s knee and squeezed it gently, “Those two were inseparable,” she said, “always together. But one can’t stay young forever. They both grew up and went their separate ways. You and Katie met, and Chad went and found a lovely girl too!” she said, gesturing towards Jane.

David smiled and looked toward Chad and Jane. Chad was flashing a wide smile, but Jane looked slightly uncomfortable. David caught her attention and she gave him a halfhearted smile, then excused herself to the restroom.

“She’s still not feeling well, the poor dear,” said Aunt Glenda.

The small group continued talking for a while. David glanced at this watch. It was quarter after nine. He frowned. Katie should have been back by now. “Wonder what’s taking Katie so long?” he asked to no one in particular.

Before anyone could answer his question the doorbell rang. Frank rose out of his easy chair, walked to the door and opened it. There before him stood a police officer. Frank was slightly startled to see the officer and took a moment to gather himself together.

“Yes officer?” Frank asked, his tone somewhat shaky.

“Mr. Benson,” the officer began, “I’m afraid I have some bad news sir.”

As David listened, his eyes filled with tears, and his entire world came crashing down.

*     *     *

The funeral was held four days later. It still hadn’t sunk in. Katie had apparently lost control of her car going around a corner, careened through the guardrail and gone over the steep embankment to the rocky shore below. Her family and friends laid her to rest, but it was no comfort to them, especially David. He had searched his whole life to find Katie, and now she was gone. He stayed with Katie’s parents for a week, and then decided it was time to return to his own apartment back on the mainland. There were many hugs and tears shed when he had left, and the promise to keep in touch. Mrs. Benson was especially tearful. She had lost her only child and now her once future son-in-law was leaving. Frank, Carla, Chad, Jane, and Aunt Glenda saw him off at the ferry terminal.

The six-hour ferry ride back to the mainland seemed to pass in the blink of an eye. David’s thoughts were still in a haze, and time felt meaningless. He sat by the window during the entire trip and stared out the window. He didn’t even realize the ship had docked, until one of the crew came over and tapped him on the shoulder.

“We’ve docked sir,” they said.

“Oh. Thanks,” said David sadly.

“Are you okay sir?” the crewman asked.

“No,” said David as he grabbed his stuff and headed to the lower deck.

David reached his apartment late that evening. He tossed his gear on the floor, called Katie’s parents to let them know he had made it back okay, and then threw himself on his bed and weep bitterly until he fell asleep.

The next day it was raining. David lie in bed until well past noon, staring at the ceiling, wishing this was all a bad dream that would soon end. He got up, made himself something to eat, forced himself to eat it and then sat down in front of the picture window, staring off into the distance for the rest of the day.

He did this for the next couple of days, calling Katie’s parents every now in then just to talk, but still expecting that Katie would answer the phone. They tried to cheer him up, even though they were feeling devastated themselves. They encouraged him to keep his spirits up, but nothing seemed to really help. He was alone again; nothing could change that.

David decided not to take the job out west, despite Katie’s parents’ encouragement to go. Nothing seemed to matter now that he was alone. He quit the job he had, and took a job at the local university as a custodian. It paid less then his old job, but he didn’t want to be around people. As a custodian he got to work in the evenings after the students and teachers had gone for the day. No people, no hassles, no problems, just empty classrooms to clean.

Any necessary contact with the outside world was conducted by mail if possible. His grocery shopping was done at night at the 24-hour grocery store. He’d quickly locate the items he needed, find the checkout clerk who looked the most tired and least likely to talk, pay for his groceries and leave as quickly as possible.

A couple years rolled by and things were still the same. David still called Katie’s parents to see how they were, but the calls were less frequent. A year after the accident Chad and Jane had gotten married and invited David to the wedding, but he couldn’t make himself go. The thought of seeing everyone again, and at a wedding no less, dredged up to many painful feelings.

Cleaning the university became an unthinking routine for David. He went in at seven p.m.; cleaned until two a.m., then went home and slept until noon. Then got up and waited until he had to start all over again. The quiet, empty, halls became a sanctuary where he could hide from the outside world.

Then one evening, as David entered the Physics lab to clean up as usual, he was startled by a friendly voice.

“Hello there! Hope you don’t mind cleaning around me. I’m working a bit late this evening,” the voice said.

David wheeled around quickly, almost knocking over his mopping bucket. Before him stood and older gentleman, maybe in his early sixties. His hair was a brilliant white that seemed to stand straight out from his head, as if he had stuck his finger in a light socket. Large glasses exaggerated his eyes. David just stared.

“Are you all right sonny?” the old man asked.

“Uh, sure,” David stammered, unaccustomed to speaking with a real person and not over the phone.

“Good,” the old man said, “I was worried for a moment. You look a little pale.”

“I don’t get out in the sun much,” David said, finding his voice, which seemed to squeak a little.

“Oh, I see,” replied the old man. “ My name’s Professor Hans Dockerson, but everyone just calls me Doc.” He extended a hand to David.

David regarded the Doc’s hand for a moment, and then looked the Doc in the eye. The old man smiled, and his eyes seemed to radiate kindness. He slowly reached out for the Doc’s hand and shook it gingerly. “David,” he said.

“There,” said Doc, “Now that the introductions are done perhaps you could give me a hand.”

“A hand?” David asked.

“Yes. I need a bit of help moving some equipment. Bad back you know”

David glanced at this watch. “I don’t think I have time,” he said.

Doc laughed. “My boy,” he said “If you can help me out, you’ll have all the time in the world!”

“Excuse me?” David said, puzzled.

Doc smiled. “Never mind son, just grab that piece of equipment over there,” he said pointing at a large metal object in the corner.

David glanced at his mopping bucket then at the large metal object in the corner. He shrugged his shoulders then pushed the mop and bucket over against the wall and went over to the large piece of equipment.

“Where do you want it?” he asked

“Here, in the middle of the room,” said Doc who was clearing desks from the center of the classroom.

David wheeled the large heavy piece of equipment over to the Doc. “There?” he asked.

“Yes. Perfect. Thank you,” said Doc.

David nodded then headed towards his mop and bucket.

“Don’t leave yet, son!” Doc called after him.

David turned to face Doc. “Is there something else you need moved?” he asked.

“No, no, son, but I would like to have someone else here while I try out my latest experiment. Another set of eyes to back me up,” replied Doc.

“Back you up? I’m afraid I wouldn’t have a clue what you’re doing, so I wouldn’t be much help.”

“No, no, son. I just need someone else to see the experiment to say it actually worked. None of my colleagues believe it to be possible, and my word alone won’t be enough to convince them to come and see that it works.”

“And you want me,” David asked, “a custodian to verify a scientific experiment?”

“Your as qualified as the next fellow,” Doc responded. “Now then come stand over here with me.”

David walked over to the Doc and leaned back on one of the desks. “So what are you experimenting with? Is it dangerous?”

“No, not dangerous in the least son. It’s an experiment in time travel”

David was halfway to the door before Doc caught up to him. He grabbed hold of David’s arm. “Hold on now, son! What’s wrong?”

David wheeled around to face Doc. “Time travel? Are you out of your mind? That’s impossible! I’ve got to get back to my cleaning.”

“Another doubting Thomas I see,” said the Doc with a slight grin. “You never know until you try son. My colleagues all think it’s so impossible that they won’t even research the matter. I thought like that to for the longest time, but the boundaries of science were meant to be tested son. ‘Nothing ventured nothing gained’ as they say. Come now, what will it hurt.”

“My whole body if it blows up in your face and mine!” David retorted.

“Now son, I’ve taken every precaution so that won’t happen. Why this is only a small version of what my finished machine will be like. I’ll work all the bugs out of this small prototype before building the larger finished project.”

David pondered the Doc’s reply for a moment, and then shrugged his shoulders. “Sure. Why not,” he said. He had nothing to lose he thought. Heck, if the machine did blow up it might just put him out of his misery.

Doc pulled a remote from his lab coat and pointed it towards the machine. The machine hummed to life, and then extended six metallic arms in opposite directions in a circular pattern. A beam of light went from the top arm to the other arms in a counter-clockwise pattern until all arms were encompassed in a circle of light. Then the machine flashed a brilliant white light from the center of the circle that joined the extended arms, creating a screen of rippling white energy. David stared in awe.

“It didn’t blow up!” he said, shocked.

“Of course not, son!” Doc replied. “Now then what time frame would you like to see, hmm? How about when you first entered this room this evening?” He dialed something into the remote and on the screen appeared the classroom door. The David watched himself enter into the room.

David frowned and got up off the desk heading towards the door again. Doc turned to him and looked at him questioningly. “What’s wrong son?” 

David wheeled around and almost shouted, “Some time machine! Where’s the camera hidden?” 

“I don’t understand?” Doc said.

“That,” said David, thrusting his hand towards the machine, “is just some fancy movie theatre screen! You recorded my coming into the room and are just playing it back!”

Doc allowed a slight smile to creep across his face. “Is that so son? Well then what if I were to do this?” He punched a couple of buttons on the remote and the screen zeroed in on David’s mop and bucket. He went to the supply closet and removed a long steel bar about five feet long that had some sort of claw extension on one end.

“My version of a plumbers snake,” Doc said. Then he put the claw end of the tool into the white screen of the machine and moved closer to the machine until only about two feet of the steel pipe remained. “Watch your mop,” he said.

David looked at his mop and bucket. It looked the same as before. Then the top of the mop handle began to disappear. Down and down it went, getting shorter and shorter. David stared in disbelief. He turned to Doc, who was backing away from the machine, holding the steel bar with the claw attached to the top of a mop handle that was being drawn out of the machine. His mop! David wheeled back to his mop bucket just in time to see the mop completely disappear, then he turned back to Doc who was now holding the dripping mop in his hands.

“Satisfied?” Doc asked.

“But, but, how did you…” David stammered.

“All in good time, son. All in good time,” Doc said. “Right now I need your help to put this away.” He pushed a button on the remote and the screen of light disappeared and the hum of the machine died.

“I’ll need to run more tests, and complete the larger version before I need you to verify my success to my colleagues.” He said. “ Do you think you’d be interested in giving me a hand until then.”

David just stared. A million thoughts ran through his head.

“David?” asked Doc, “Are you alright?”

A smile formed on David’ face. “I’m great Doc! I’d love to give you a hand!” His smile grew. He had something that he hadn’t had in a long time: a reason to go on.

*    *    *

David could hardly sleep that night. One reason was he was afraid the night’s happenings had just been a dream and when he woke up his one chance for happiness would be dashed to pieces. The other was if it wasn’t a dream he didn’t want to waste a moment on anything else but completing the project.

Seven o’clock finally came and David rushed to work, even saying hello to some of the remaining students and teachers that were leaving the building as he went in. He had promised to meet the Doc around ten. That would give him some time to work on his cleaning Doc had said. David cleaned his portion of the university in record time and was waiting for the Doc in the physics lab at quarter too.

Doc entered the room at ten to, and noticed David sitting anxiously at one of the desks in the front of the class. “Your early,” he said.

David leapt from his desk with such force that he almost knocked it over. “Sorry,” he said sheepishly.

Doc smiled. “I can see you’re anxious to get started,” he said as he slipped on his white lab coat from the closet. “Here,” he added as he handed David another lab coat, “You may want to wear this.”

David took the coat and put it on. “Do you think I really need this?” he asked. “I’m wearing work clothes already. It doesn’t matter if they get dirty.”

“I’m not worried about you getting dirty,” Doc replied. “It’ll be easier to explain that you’re my assistant if the night guard sees you in a lab coat.” He paused. “Of course if he already knows you’re a custodian then the coat isn’t going to help much.”  

“I doubt he knows,” David replied. “I tend to keep to myself when cleaning and not disturb anyone.”

Doc smiled. “Good. Now I imagine you have some questions, so why don’t we take care of them before we start?” He saw David’s brow crease as he pondered numerous things. ”Within reason,” Doc added. “Try to keep them to a minimum of ten if you can.”

David nodded, took a deep breath. He opened his mouth and the most important question he could think of leapt off his tongue. “Can people go through your,” he searched for an appropriate word and came up with, “time screen thingy?”

Doc ran his hand across his chin. “Good question,” he said. “Quite frankly I’m not sure. That’s why I used my ‘plumber’s snake’ on your mop” He noticed a look of disappointment on David’s face. “That is I’m not sure yet,” he added and David’s face brighten somewhat. “I haven’t come to the point where I’ve felt confident enough to test it on living matter. And this,” he smiled as he spoke, “’time screen thingy’ isn’t quite big enough for a person. I mean they could squeeze through it if they had to, but the larger version would be much easier to use.”

“How far back or forward can you go,” David asked so quickly that the words almost tripped over one another coming out.

“My, my,” Doc said with a smile, “I can see this is going to take a little while.”

“Sorry,” said David, not wanting to upset Doc and blow his chance to help. “I’ll stop now.”

“No, no it’s quite alright son, I don’t mind really. I’m glad to have someone to discuss my work with,” Doc said eagerly. “It can’t go forward. I tried to view a few minutes into the future and all I saw on the screen was static, until the time I had entered had gone by. Which leads me to believe that right now, this very moment, is as far as time has advanced, and the future hasn’t happened yet, which is why I, we, can’t view it. As for the other part of your question, how far back can it go? Well I imagine as far back as you would like. I ran a couple of tests on my own, and visited some time periods I thought would be interesting, but I still hadn’t worked out the bugs on the locater device and got a little more then I bargained for.”

David looked at him questioningly.

“One should never see ones self born in the back seat of a Winnebago!” Doc said shaking his head.

David laughed, and then looked shocked. He wasn’t shocked from Doc’s story, but from his own laughter! It was something he hadn’t heard in a long time.

“So you find it amusing do you?” Doc asked trying to look stern but fighting back a smile.

“Just a little,” David said.

“I’m glad someone does,” Doc said with a slight shudder. “Now anything else?”

“Your sure you don’t mind?” asked David.

Doc leaned up against the lab countertop. “Not in the least David. Ask away.”

“I’ve seen you take something out of the past, but could you send something inanimate into the past?” David asked. 

“I think so,” said Doc, “Well find out later on this evening.”

David looked slightly puzzled. “What do you mean?”

“You’ll see,” said Doc with a slight smile. “Although if one sent something back they couldn’t leave it there or it could damage the future,” He looked at David who once again looked disappointed. “Of course it would all depend on which time theory is correct.”

“What do you mean?” David asked.

“Time travel is an entirely new field of science David. Its uncharted territory, with many possible theories. Some say that once time passes it’s fixed nothing can change it. They say if you tried to, time would find a way to stop you. Then there are some people think that if you change a past event so it won’t occur then you shouldn’t have any knowledge of it, which will mean you won’t have a reason to go back to change it. Do you follow me?”

“I’m not sure,” said David “But I think we’re going around in circles and I’m getting dizzy!”

“Exactly!’ responded Doc. “It’s a paradox of sorts. Your attempt to alter the past will make it so you don’t have to alter it in the future. When you reach this point in time after altering the past you won’t need to change the past, which will mean you won’t go back to change things, causing things to stay the way they were originally!”

“I think I need to sit down,” said David sliding into a nearby desk. “My head’s spinning and so is half the room!”

“Of course those are just a couple theories of many,” said Doc.’ There’s not way of really telling what will happen.”

David perked up. ‘So it might work?”

“It might,” said Doc.

“Um,” David started, another question forming in his head. “What if, provided it’s possible, a person went back to change something?”

“Possibly any of events we already talked about.” Doc said. “Of course I think it’s more likely that a person who alters the past will cause his present self to cease to exist, which may cause him to fade from existence in the past, or be permanently trapped in the past.”

“Wouldn’t that be like the first situation you described? Wouldn’t they come back if it didn’t work?”

“It could be like that David, but I tend to think that where a person is involved it would upset the time line in such immense proportions that time would have to erase the future and start over from the point of interference in order continue. If that occurred the individuals’ future self would simply be vanish from time, or be stuck in the past for good. Time would be altered permanently from this point of interference. The future individual would become an enigma of time, either existing for just a brief period in the past then fading away, or time wouldn’t know what to do with them and they would just stay in the past until they expired from old age. They would exist just long enough to interfere with time, or be stuck there for as long as they lived. Either way time would reset and continue from that point on, creating a new future.”

“So why did you invent the machine, if it could cause so many problems?” David asked.

“History son! History!” Doc replied excitedly. “To be able to view the past and clear up many of the mysteries of mankind! What an achievement that would be! To have and accurate history of the events of this world. To be able to solve the great mysteries of our day and age.” Then he added with a gleam in his eye, “And it would hurt to know where certain pirates hid their ill gotten loot that has never been found. That could help out my retirement fund immensely!”

David chuckled. 

Doc smiled. “Is that the end of the questions David?”

“Just one more. Why me? Why not someone else who is more qualified?”

“All my colleagues think this is nonsense. I needed someone with an un-biased mind who was willing to consider the possibility. That and I’ve noticed you around the college, and you looked like you could use a little excitement in your life.”

David glanced at the time machine. “You didn’t view me with that did you?” he asked.

“No, David,” Doc replied. “I just observed you while you were working. You looked like a hard worker and where you kept to yourself I thought you wouldn’t be likely to say too much to others about this project.” Doc tilted his head slightly. “I did look into your work history files though. You never really looked like a custodian. According to the records you took engineering in college and graduated at the top of your class. I’m just curious why you would take a job as a custodian?”

“Personal reasons,” David said, suddenly uncomfortable. “I’d rather not discuss it.”

“A man’s entitled to his privacy,’ replied Doc, nodding slightly. “So are you ready to begin?”

David nodded, and the two began working on the Doc’s project for the evening, which consisted of tuning the time screen into the first showing of the old movie ‘Captain Blood’ staring Errol Flynn.

“This is work?” David asked as the movie began.

“Shhh, son,” Doc whispered as if in a movie theater, the added with a wink, “It sure is. We’ve got to see how we can get an autograph somehow!”

*    *    *

Two weeks, (and one autograph later) David and Doc worked on assembling Doc’s larger version of the time screen. During the past couple weeks Doc had familiarizing David with the time screens controls, how to view a certain time, hold onto a particular moment, and how to remove insignificant items from the past, (David’s mop was the usual item of choice.) Doc had also explained some of the fundamentals of how his machine operated to David, who was beginning to understand somewhat how it worked. Right now David was struggling with a large extending arm, trying to fit it into place. He sighed as it once again refused to cooperate and fasten properly.

“Why do you need a larger version of your time screen to show your colleagues anyway?” David asked, getting frustrated with assembling the machine. “Can’t your small version suffice?”

“The prototype only gives you a limited field of vision David,” Doc replied. “With a larger screen you can watch more of what is happening with more detail. It would be similar to a wide screen movie. You’re able to see more of the ‘action’ so to speak. And larger screen will allow me to show it to a larger audience. That and if people see a large unusual piece of equipment they are more likely to wonder what it does. Pips their curiosity more. ”

David grunted something inaudible and continued trying to install the arm, which finally went into place. He tightened the bolts that held it in place then went to work on connecting the wiring.

The machine was about five times the size of the prototype, and David wondered how Doc was able to teach any classes with all the equipment lying about. He decided to ask him about it.

“How do you teach any students in here with this equipment? There’s hardly enough room for the two of us.”

“Students? What students?” Doc replied.

“The students you teach.” David said, slightly puzzled. It seemed like an obvious question to him.

“Oh, them! I don’t teach them here,” Doc said.

 David’s heart lodged in his throat. He imagined Doc just walking into the university one night and commandeering a lab and storing his equipment there. But that couldn’t be, someone would obviously notice the large amount of material suddenly appearing overnight in his or her classroom.

Doc alleviated his worries with his next statement.

“No, I don’t use this lab for teaching, I use one of the new classrooms in the Stelerton wing. This lab hasn’t been used for over a year since they renovated. It was just going to waste as storage space. Since it wasn’t being used I asked the Dean if she would mind my conducting some private research. She was reluctant at first, but I turned on the old Dockerson charm and she caved in.”

David smiled. “You charming?” he said mockingly.

Doc threw back his shoulders and puffed his chest out as if insulted. “I’ll have you know, young man,” he said, with extra emphasize on the ‘young man’, “that I was quite the ladies man in my day. Yes sir, all the young ladies where hot to trot after this young buck!”

David shook his head and broke out laughing, which was becoming easier for him to do as the weeks went by and he learned more about Doc’s machine.

Doc stuck his jaw out defiantly, as if he was perturbed, but David could see a playful gleam in his eyes.

“You don’t think I’m charming?” he asked, trying to sound upset, but with a hint of amusement in his voice.

David composed himself. “Doc, you the most charming character I’ve ever had the pleasure of knowing,” he said with a smile. 

“Good,” said Doc, “I’m glad we both agree on it.” He smiled, and then turned to look at the large prototype. “We should be able get this completed within the next two weeks, then another two weeks of tests and it should be ready to show my colleagues.”

Another four weeks, thought David. Four weeks to learn as much as he could so he could operate the equipment on his own if he had too. He didn’t want to ask a barrage of questions all at once, or Doc might wonder what he was up to. And he didn’t want to come right out and tell Doc what he wanted to do. After all the man was leery about trying to send a person through time until he had enough fact about what could happen. And what David had in mind would definitely involve a person going through time.

*   *   *

The four weeks went by quickly. The machine was complete and the tests were well under way. Insignificant items were removed from the past, examined, and then returned. Doc viewed a few great moments in history, the building of the pyramids; the siege against the island city of Tyre; the battle of Waterloo, and a number of others. He absorbed in every little detail, taking numerous notes and sketches. David watched also, interested, but his thoughts elsewhere, on the time period he wanted to visit.

Doc shut down the machine for the night, rubbed his hands together and then turned to David.

“Now comes the most crucial part of the experiment David,” he said. “Getting my colleagues to come to see my invention. I’m going to be gone on a trip for a few days to gather some evidence to back us up, just incase they don’t believe your testimony.”

“Trip?” David asked.

“Yes,” Doc replied. “Those items we removed and then returned have never been discovered by any archeological team. I catalogued where they were left and I intend to go and retrieve some of them as added proof that I can indeed travel into the past, in a manner of speaking.”

“If your going to get those relics for proof, why did you want me as a witness? Won’t those artifacts be enough evidence?” David asked.

“It may be for some David. But others are going to be so pig-headed that they won’t believe me. Your being here and working on the project with me will add to my case and may be enough to get then to come and see my invention,” Doc said.

David thought for a moment. “Why didn’t you just remove a few items that belonged to your colleagues through the time screen, then return them in person. That should convince them.”

“They would be more likely to call the police and say I had stolen them,” Doc replied. “You haven’t met these colleagues of mine David. They’re as stubborn as pack mules. They won’t believe anything unless you slap them up the side of the head with the evidence!”

“What if you removed the item while they were watching?” David asked. “Like you did with my mop the first night we met?”

“Some would dismiss that as being the side effect of outside influences,” Doc said, then made the “drinky-drinky’ motion with his hand.

“I see,” said David, “These colleagues of your sound like quite the bunch.”

Doc sighed. “They are not the easiest to get a long with at times David. Granted a few will likely come just because I ask. But the majority will demand proof, before they are willing to leave the projects they are working on to see my work. Don’t misunderstand me, they are fine scientists, just rather hesitant to explore the…supposed impossible.”

“So what should I do while your gone?” David asked. He whole life for the past several weeks had revolved around working with Doc at night. He was at a loss as to what to do with his free time.

Doc reached into his lab coat and removed the remote for the small prototype. He tossed it to David. “Catch a movie,” he said with a smile, “I hear the new Rowan Atkinson film is pretty good.”

“You’re leaving me in charge of the prototype?”

“The small one, yes. Not that I don’t trust you with the large one, but I don’t want anything to happen, Murphy’s Law you know. Scan the past; catch a movie, or whatever you want to do. Just check in on the equipment every night until I get back to make sure it’s all right.” Doc pulled out a piece of paper form his pocket and handled it to David. “Here’s the number for my Sat phone if you need to reach me. I’ll be on the other side of the world for part of the time I’m away so this will be the only way to get in touch with me.”

David nodded and tucked the note away carefully. 

“Now,” said Doc, “Help me arrange all the chairs so they face the big screen.”

“Just like a movie theatre?” David asked, grinning.

“Just like a movie theatre,” Doc said, smiling “I’m hoping to have a full house once I get back.”

*   *   *

David could hardly sleep that night. He was excited. His chance had finally come to try his idea. He tossed and turned until he finally fell asleep. When he woke up it was noon. Doc’s flight had left a 6 am and he would be gone for five days. David showered, grabbed a quick bite to eat, and the anxiously paced around his apartment until it was time for him to go to work. Once it turned 5 pm he was out the door like a shot and off to the university.

He quickly cleaned his assigned sections, and then headed for the lab. He went inside and locked the door behind him. He literally ran to the front of the classroom where Doc stored the small prototype. He wheeled it out to an open area of the room and then removed the remote Doc had given him. His hands shook as he entered a date on the keypad. The machine sprang to life, looking like a giant insect spreading out its legs. The white energy screen flashed and rippled as it solidified. Then David saw the face he had longed to see for what seamed like an eternity, Katie’s. She was in the living room just before David had entered the house. He watched as he heard his own voice call out “Honey I’m home!” and found himself mouthing along with the words. He saw a look of pure joy on Katie’s face as she leapt up from the coach to rush out to meet him. David rubbed his eyes and found he was crying, not from sadness but from the emotion he was feeling about being able to change what was about to happen. He punched the keypad again and moved closer to that dreaded point in time. The scene focused in on the stretch of highway Katie had gone off of. David took a deep breath. He knew what he had to do. He had to stop Katie from driving around that fateful corner. But there was only one way to do that. David closed his eyes and slowly put his hand into the machine and, nothing. He pulled his hand back out. It felt fine, a little tingly, like it had fallen asleep, but that soon passed.

“And now the big test,” he said to himself, and stuck his head into the rippling white light.

David felt slightly strange for a moment, like waking up from a dream. The feeling passed and he looked around his surroundings. He was looking over the highway where Katie had crashed. He heard the rolling surf on the beach, and the sound of seagulls flying overhead. He looked down to where his body would be and saw only the highway guardrail and grass growing under it. It was an odd sight, seeing nothing where his torso should be. He struggled until he had managed to work his shoulders and arms through the time portal. He was able to grasp the guardrail and pull the rest of his body through, and he collapsed heavily to the ground. David got up and brushed himself off. He looked around, and glanced at his watch. It had stopped. He glanced up at the sky, hoping to get some indication of the time. It was dusk and the light was fading. Then he heard the sound of an approaching car. He turned toward it and smiled. It was Katie. 

 David felt a great joy in his heart. Things were going to change, things where going to get better, he was going to be able to get married and live happily ever after, just like in the fairy tales. He ran out into the middle of the road and started to wave his hands back in forth in a large circular motion to get Katie’s attention.

The car didn’t slow down. David waved faster and started yelling. The car kept coming. David could see it clearer now. It was Katie’s car but she wasn’t looking at the road. She was leaned over fiddling with the radio controls!

“Katie!!” David screamed so loudly that it sounded like thunder in his head.

Katie looked up and saw David illuminated in here headlights. She screamed and yanked the wheel hard to the left. The vehicle spun out of control and hit David with such force that it threw him 20 feet down the road, before it veered through the guardrail and over the embankment, crashing on the rocks below.

David lay crumpled in the road. Every bone in his body felt shattered. He struggled to move his hand up to his face. Everything felt numb. He looked at this hand, blood dripping down into his eyes. His hand looked hazy, as if it was fading away.

He chuckled ever so slightly. “They were right Doc, you can’t change the past.” Then with his last breath he whispered, “Katie…”

*   *   *

David glanced at this watch. It was quarter after nine. He frowned. Katie should have been back by now. “Wonder what’s taking Katie so long?” he asked to no one in particular.

