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1
SLIPPAGE

Silas yawned lazily as he shifted his body and put both feet on the floor in some sort of attempt to “ground” himself, while the room seemed to slowly pulse with his own heartbeat. Talk about a hangover, Silas thought. He had been through quite a few in the last three months, more than he probably cared to acknowledge, but this one...this one was harsh. It didn't help that it was a painfully early 5:05am and the last thing he remembers was watching a re-run of Friends somewhere around 2:30. These things combined really nailed home the fact that he was running on fumes, probably still drunk, and looking at a full day of work ahead of him. Why do you keep doing this to yourself?
Maybe drunk was an overstatement, but Silas was still buzzed, or else he'd be in way more pain he reasoned. Somehow, an almost empty bottle of Kentucky Straight Bourbon Whiskey had followed him to his nightstand, a wince forming on his face.
Silas reached over and picked up his smart phone, touched the fingerprint lens to unlock it, and made the always pleasant discovery that he'd missed several calls. Several calls all from the same number. His father's number. Silas didn't answer his phone often, hardly ever, but the one person he did make an exception for was his dad. Not only was his father in somewhat failing health, he also lived alone in his mid 70s, something that subtly terrified Silas. What was he going to do though? His dad had a fiercely independent streak in him, that sort of Clint Eastwood pissed off look in his eyes, and a small arsenal that would most-likely come in handy should the zombie apocalypse begin. Silas had offered repeatedly to let his father stay over indefinitely, but the answer he always got was a thankful but firm, “I don't need you changing my underwear and wiping my ass, son.” Gerald Andersen was salt of the Earth, strong in spirit and brimming with grit and confident resolve- a true-blue American relic, but everyone gets older, Silas had reasoned, and even old dad needed a hand these days. Scrolling to the call back button, Silas redialed his father's cell and waited for an answer.
“Silas? Jesus Christ...where are you and why didn't you answer, man?” It always cracked Silas up that his dad still said things like “man” after a sentence. “Seriously had me up all night, I almost called the cops to have them come do a wellness check on you!”
“I'm alive dad,” Silas mumbled, realizing that his speech hadn't quite come “online” yet as his mind was stumbling to catch up with his body.
“Rough night, man?” Gerald fumbled the phone from one ear to the other, a sound that always seemed amplified for some reason on Silas' end and which right now seemed deafening.
“Um, yeah I guess you could call it a rough night, although after a couple of drinks it's not so bad, you know?” Silas suddenly felt a sharp and throbbing pain pierce his right temple and immediately applied his index and middle fingers over it with as much pressure as he could muster. Great, here comes the headache, he thought to himself as he groaned slightly into the receiver.
“Si-las?” Gerald said slowly.
“I'm good, dad. Just overdid it a bit last night and had my phone on vibrate, sorry. I need to get ready for work but...wait, why were you calling me in the middle of the night anyway, and like eight times? Everything OK?” Silas suddenly felt bad that this hadn't been the first thing he'd asked his father, his left temple now joining in on the headache assault.
“Yeah, everything's fine, Silas, but I was just calling you back. I got a missed video-chat, or whatever you call those things, at three-something this morning. You never call me any time after ten or before seven, so I figured something was up.” Silas thought about it for a second then figured that if he had accidentally called his father there is no way he'd remember it.
“I don't remember calling you at all, but let's see.” Silas backed out of the call screen to check the call log.
Gerald laughing slightly, “You do realize that calling your old man in the middle of the night is on the laundry list of things that cause heart attacks, right?”
“Jeez, it looks like I did call you...at 3:03am,” Silas replied, ignoring the heart attack reference.
“Ah ha! I knew it boy-o,” Gerald said. “Thanks, I thought I might have been going crazy for a minute.” Silas kept looking at his phone screen and trying to figure out why he would have dialed his father at such an odd hour.
“Dad, I don't know, I mean I didn't mean to call you, sorry.”
“What do they call that? Butt-dialing?” Gerald laughed out loud followed by a heavy cough, the thick kind that sounded like a cold. It never failed to impress Silas that at half-way to 80, his dad was up on most things, to include a phrase like “butt-dialing”, not to mention current seasons of shows like Game of Thrones and even the animated Castlevania series. Who else could he think of that was almost a century old yet could give a recap on a current anime cartoon that was based on an 80's Nintendo game?
“Nice one dad, and yes, it's called butt-dialing, but I've never done that. One, I don't keep my phone in my back pocket like a teenaged girl and two, if it was anything it was by mistake. I was probably checking my email or playing a game. I told you I was a bit out of it last night, so who knows. Everything's fine though, so again, sorry I freaked you out.”
Gerald sighed. “Silas...it's fine, I just wish,” he paused, and Silas could hear him take a deep breath. “I just wish you'd...cool it on the booze, ya know, and try to get more sleep.” This was the part where he'd remind me that it would all catch up to me some day.
“Dad, I know...I know. I'm trying to keep it only to weekends, at the most, and you know I've been hitting the hay way earlier than I used to.” Why is it you never stop being a child and they never stop being the parent?
“Silas, I know you're trying, and trust me, I know what that's like, but you have to think long-term, man. You're 47 years old and I want you to live another 47. You can't get in bed at 10pm and play on your phone 'till one in the morning and say you're getting more sleep. You have to set some ground rules, Silas.”
Gerald had a knack for repeating himself, a lot. Silas sometimes wondered if his father didn't realize this or did and kept doing it until it finally got through. Either way, Gerald always looped back around and realized that he wasn't speaking to a little boy anymore, but his adult son.
“I just know you've been through a lot, especially lately, kid, and I want you to know that while I'm still here, I'm going to keep reminding you that you have a lot of time left on the clock. Love it or hate it, you’ve gotta make the best of it. I'd hope you'd want that too.”
The pain in his right temple eased and Silas laid down on his back, switching the phone to his other ear. “Thanks, dad. Look, what are you doing later? Mind if I stop by and maybe watch the game or something?”
The father-son baseball night was always something Silas could use to level himself after a rough patch and he was pretty sure that his dad didn't mind his company in the slightest.
“I'll be here, no problem,” Gerald replied with a smile that Silas could almost hear in his father's voice. “But you'll have to bring the beer, I'm out. Or diet soda…if you’re dieting.”
“Is that a fat joke?” Silas laughed. The recent fast food miles had really been tacking on while gym time had not. Gerald always liked to poke innocently at his son on this topic and it usually worked. Silas remembered his YMCA membership and made a point to go tomorrow afternoon. “It's not that I'm lazy, dad. It's that I'm...,” he paused.
“Lazy?” his father finished.
“Ok, alright, I’m lazy. Anyway, dad, I gotta get. Clock's ticking and I need a shower before work. Catch you after for the game?”
“Indeed.” Gerald coughed again. “See you later.”
“Bye, dad.” Silas pressed the red button on his phone and let it drop out of his hand. He stared up at the ceiling, still feeling his left temple throb. He needed two things right now. Aspirin and a shower, and hopefully one was on the way to the other.
• • •
Silas opened the pill bottle and took out twice the recommended dose, threw them in his mouth, and gulped water like a mad dog straight from the sink. Why was it that water tasted like the elixir of life after a long night of booze-induced pandemonium? Maybe because it was, Silas thought?
He reached around the corner into the shower stall and pushed the lever over to turn on the hot water. This house was notorious for taking literally 2-3 minutes before hot water would emerge from the shower head. Silas had developed a routine based around this “warm-up” time which included brushing his teeth and getting his shaving stuff ready for after the shower. But to hell with all that jazz, he thought. Right now, Silas could barely stand upright and all he wanted was the warm embrace of the shower. He pictured it as a sort of watery womb of replenishing comfort, able to wash away sin and regret. It almost took on the properties of a church confessional, except in this one, Silas didn't have to say a word, he just had to stand and let it pour over his soul, dragging the negative with it down the drain into oblivion.
Silas propped himself up, both hands on the sink as he looked in the mirror. 47 years old. His father's words echoed in his mind, fighting for space with his throbbing temple. The sound of the water shooting out of the shower head changed slightly, a sound he could discern as the point where hot water was arriving on its lengthy journey from the water heater that was seemingly millions of miles away.
Silas undressed and rounded the corner into the small bathroom that also housed a toilet and a small window. Built well before 2-acre, opulent mega-bathrooms were the norm, this one only had three purposes, shit, shower, and shave.
Stepping in, Silas immediately turned the water from the hot setting to the 12 o'clock position, which on this dial meant medium-high. He didn't like extremely hot showers, like Kate did. She'd practically bathe in what Silas would consider boiling water while simultaneously emptying the water heater. Thanks, Kate. He didn't mind even lukewarm to cold, depending on the mood, but today called for mostly hot and needed to burn the booze out if he was to have any shot at a normal morning.
Silas stepped directly under the stream and closed his eyes. The hot water felt great as it ran down over his head, face, neck, and shoulders. His thoughts drifted, not quite focused on any one thing.
He thought more about Kate, and how nice it would be to step out of the shower, put on some sweat pants, and go watch a movie with her on the living room couch instead of having to go to work. He thought about his grandpa, whose living room that had been...whose house this had been, before he had passed away. Silas really had no idea that his grandfather was planning on leaving this place to him, and truth be told, he and Kate would have never thought they'd live this far away from work, which was over an hour each way for both. Then again, he thought, when someone leaves you an entire house, free of charge, an hour or so drive to work and back isn't the worst deck of cards you can be dealt in life.
Silas' thoughts drifted to his parents as the water poured lazily over him. He slowly opened his eyes and gazed down at the circular silver drain in between closing his eyes and opening them again. His mom had stayed here with her parents while Gerald was overseas during the Vietnam War and for a short while, they had both lived here once he had returned in 1968. As a kid, Silas himself called this his second home during the summers, spending the night, staying up late with his grandfather, and learning about everything from the Great Depression to geopolitical affairs. The water swirled and went down the drain slowly. Silas noticed that the water was pooling slightly under his feet and he made a mental note to try and remember to get some drain cleaner at the store although he knew he'd forget.
He continued to watch the water as it formed into a tiny whirl pool and spiraled down the drain. Silas remembered playing with little toy boats in the bathtub that sat in the bathroom down the hall and pretending like they were caught in some giant storm while the mega whirlpool of doom brought them closer and closer to their watery demise. He heard the sound effects that he used to make, the hiss and boom like a mighty thunderclap exploding as the tiny vessels circled the funnel, crying desperately for salvation.
Silas replayed this scene over a few times in his mind as he looked down at the little drain. He blinked a few times, the boats swirling around down there, their ill-fated crews clamoring helplessly across their decks trying to steer their ships to safety before the dark abyss of the bathtub drain swallowed them forever. Some of them even looked up at Silas as if he was the mighty Zeus, towering over them as God of the Sea, dooming them to their dark graves.
Silas blinked a few more times and then kept his eyes closed, feeling the water and letting his mind wander. The drone of the shower and the light buzz of the bathroom fan which was barely audible over the stream had a hypnotizing effect on Silas and he began to drift farther and farther into a feeling of relief and relaxation.
He slowly opened his eyes and for a brief few seconds experienced a strange sensation of falling and tunnel vision. The drain seemed so far away now, and his feet looked like they were miles below. Had he become the mighty Zeus, God of The Sea? Silas very quickly became light-headed and a bit nauseous. He didn't feel the need to vomit, but the sense of vertigo was heavy, and he instantly felt that sort of off feeling you get when taking a nap too late in the day and wake up feeling disoriented.
He stepped back from the water and opened his eyes fully, shaking his head from side to side as if to snap out of it. The water now beat down onto his chest and he was instantly aware that it had become ice cold and that he was fighting to catch his breath, almost as if I had been holding it. Silas wondered why in the world he would have been holding his breath and suddenly felt a massive chill run up his back. He audibly shivered and realized he was freezing. He fumbled for the faucet and clumsily turned it to the off position as he pushed open the shower door and searched for his towel, which hung haphazardly on a silver hook next to the toilet.
Silas exited the bathroom and sat down on the bed, his senses fully coming to as he wrapped the bedspread over him for added warmth. He had only been in the shower for a few minutes, he thought, so why had the water already gone cold? He recalled the tunnel vision and replayed it in his head several times. He pictured how his feet seemed so far down, his legs like massively tall tree trunks connecting him to them.
“What the hell,” Silas sound out loud, laughing mildly while shivering at the same time. “I really need to cut back on the sauce, like REALLY cut back.” His shaky voice echoed off the bare walls of his bedroom. It used to be much warmer in here, Silas recalled. Kate used to hang beautiful artwork on the walls and keep various candles and vases with fresh smelling flowers on the dressers. The room used to be bright and alive. Right now, Silas thought it cold and alone.
After a few minutes, he stood up and walked over to the dresser. He reluctantly shed the warmth and safety of the comforter and opened a drawer to get some underwear, socks, and a tee shirt. The first shirt he grabbed was a retro screen print he had found at some antique toy store in upstate Oregon that had a picture of a brown owl licking a lollipop and the words, “The World May Never Know” on it. It was Friday, and Silas figured he'd be able to get away wearing something a bit on the casual side to the office. Besides that, he was afraid that having to put any more thought into today's attire might bring back the temple twins to wreak havoc on his head, so a tee shirt it was going to be.
Oh, and pants. Pants would be good, Silas thought. He grabbed yesterday's pair off the floor and did the smell check. Still fabric softener fresh, they'll do.
Walking down the hall, he passed his favorite San Francisco Giants cap laying on the ground. He picked it up and threw it on as he rounded the corner to the entry way in search of his wallet. Silas spotted it sitting on the key rack, next to his ever-growing key chain collection and a stick of cherry lip balm. As he sat down on the small bench next to the front door to put on his cross-trainers, he was amazed that his headache was finally starting to let up. Given that he was operating on just south of two and a half hours sleep, he figured he might have dodged a full-blown hangover bullet.
Silas grabbed his keys off the rack and ducked into the adjacent kitchen momentarily to grab a cornbread muffin that was sitting out on the sink from last night. These things never go stale, he thought, and filled up a to-go coffee mug with tap water before heading back to the door. As he did, he shot a quick glance up to the wall clock that hung over the kitchen entrance and he froze mid-step. Silas stared at the clock, the self-assured smile that the day was going to be alright after all now started to fade. He remembered waking up at a little past 5am, talking to his father on the phone, and taking an odd, but semi-short shower.
He backed up slowly and sat down on one of the bar stools that stood next to the counter, continuing to look at the clock, trying to understand what had happened.
It read 1:43pm
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GROGERS

It was early evening when Silas opened his eyes slowly and realized it was starting to get dark outside. He glanced over at his phone that sat upright on the nightstand.
5:22pm
“Ugh...” Silas blinked a few times and reached his arm out from under the covers to grab his phone. “What do you know,” he grumbled, noticing there were 3 missed calls. “This should be good.” Silas hit the voice mail button and when prompted entered in his 4-digit password.
“You have 2 new messages,” said the familiar voicemail lady. Silas took a deep breath and noticed his nose was a bit stuffed up. Oh great.
“First new message.”
“Silas...Rick. Where are ya dude? It's like almost seven thirty bro. Alice needs to get out of here for a thing and we need to have a production meeting before she leaves. Call me back as soon as you get this.”
Silas groaned again, not wanting to process the message too deeply or think about the fact that the day was now almost over, and he'd completely flaked out on work.
“Next message.”
“Hey Rick, what's up. Hope you’re okay…it's Ali. I know you probably have a good reason for not coming in, even though you kinda screwed Moses today, but hey, it was sorta fun to watch. Anyway, like I said, it's all good here now, but call me or call Rick when you can and let us know you're alive. Or text. Whatever, I’d just would like to hear from you. See ya.”
“End of messages. First save messa…,” Silas pressed the red hang-up button and set his phone down, stretching his arms straight up towards the ceiling and letting out a long and audible yawn that sounded something like a dying Wookie. This wasn't the first time he'd ever skipped out on work, but he carefully reserved those days for absolutely
can't-go-in situations, and he'd always at least call in or text that he wouldn't be there.
Sitting upright, Silas immediately realized he was starving. Missing breakfast and lunch will do that, he thought. He got out of bed and threw on the same tee shirt with the owl on it, some jeans that sat on the chair next to the bed, and a pair of ankle socks. He grabbed his phone and went to the missed calls screen and tapped “Alice Jurgen.” It rang a few times before his boss answered.
“Well speak of the devil,” Alice said, lively as always, even on a bad day when her Production Manager had been a no-show. “We were just saying that without you here, shit falls apart really quickly! Good thing we fired you and have a replacement coming in tomorrow.” Ali's quick wit was always refreshing, and for someone with her level of authority at the company, it was nice that not all the higher-ups were stuffy golfers and unapproachable suits.
“Ha.” Silas pretended a laugh but instantly settled into apology mode. “Ali, look, I'm sorry. You know this isn't like me to completely go missing for an entire day.” He walked down the hall as he spoke, feeling a cool draft from somewhere and absently looking for open windows in the bedrooms off the hallway.
Ali laughed in an almost sympathizing tone and said, “Hey, Silas, it's all good. Like I said, I know you probably have a good reason, but I'll be honest, I don't really need to know about that right now. Which isn't to say I don't want to know at all, I just need you to check your email asap and get a response over to R&D before 10pm when Rogers gets there with the rest of Logistics. He's already pissed we didn't get the flow chart over to him this afternoon, but I was able to cool him down by saying you had come down with dysentery.” Silas laughed out loud at this. Ali continued, “Let's just say it's a good thing he's probably never played The Oregon Trail before because I don't think people just bounce back overnight from dysentery.” Ali was a sport.
“Thanks, okay, will do! But yeah, again, I'm sorry.” Silas really was, he just didn't know how he'd explain it if she ever really did want the details. “I'll get that email out to them in a few minutes, I just really need to eat something first.” He realized he was probably making the mystery about his whereabouts even more cryptic. “And Ali, when you have time, I'll explain this, I promise.”
Ali finished sipping whatever it was Silas could hear her sipping and replied, “Okie dokie. Hey, by the way, there's a World Series pool going around in the front office. Claire said to stop in and put in your bets...if you want.” Silas hated betting on sports and he was positive that the front office baseball fanatics only asked in order to annoy him.
“Yeah, I'm good on that, but thanks, Ali,” Silas responded. “OK, I'll see you tomorrow, and again, sorry and…thank you.”
Ali began, “No worries, but hey Silas-” Silas touched the hang up button without even really thinking about it, cutting Ali off mid-sentence. He instantly felt bad about it, but his hunger was getting the best of him and he needed to eat. And anyway, Ali wasn't the easily offended type, even though she was his boss and hanging up on your boss is probably never a good idea. I'll call her later. She'll understand.
Silas entered the kitchen and noticed the source of the cold draft he'd been feeling. The window over the sink was wide open. Chalk another one up for household security, Silas thought. He figured that if he hadn't remembered going to bed, how was he supposed to remember to close a window? On top of the icy shower he had inadvertently taken earlier, it was only a matter of time, he reasoned, before he came down with pneumonia. Of course, as a kid, his mother would tell him that everything caused pneumonia, from leaving a window open at night to not wearing a jacket on a cold day to playing Nintendo with no socks on. It's a miracle he survived childhood he thought.
Grabbing a box of Cheerios out of the narrow pantry, Silas set the cereal down on the counter and walked toward the fridge to get some milk. A photo of Kate hung on the fridge door with a small, faded pineapple magnet that reminded Silas of a Tupperware party for some reason. He paused momentarily as he looked at Kate's picture, a shot taken on their honeymoon in Cabo. Kate held a big Cuban cigar in her right hand as she smiled mischievously at the camera. Her auburn hair hung in a ponytail over her left shoulder. “Kate,” Silas whispered with a slight smile. He opened the fridge and reached for the milk while eyeing some pot roast in a baggie that should have probably been tossed a few days ago.
His phone rang but Silas chose to ignore it. Why this of all days do I need to be Mr. Popular, he thought as he took a big red mixing bowl down from on top of the fridge.
“This job calllls for the big boy,” Silas said aloud as he set the oversize bowl on the counter. He proceeded to empty the entire box of Cheerios into it until the infamous clump of cereal dust dumped out. He took the cap off the milk and poured in a generous amount until the O's where practically swimming.
“Oh yeah!” Silas exclaimed as he reached for a big wooden spoon hanging from the pot rack while holding the gigantic bowl of cereal in his arm. He walked out of the kitchen and into the family room to sit down on the couch. Opening the email client on his phone Silas scooped up another huge bite of cereal and scanned his inbox.
Only one unread message appeared, and he didn't need to guess who it was from. The subject line simply said, “Flowchart ASAP” and the sender was Gary Rogers, the section manager for research and development. While far from the supreme being he fancied himself as at NeroComm, Rogers oversaw nearly 40 designers and programmers. He was a no-nonsense senior manager and he demanded focus and precision from his staff. The upper executives at NeroComm appreciated his results, even if he was a little rough around the edges, and his proven track record of consistent and reliable R&D was an invaluable asset to the investors. NeroComm had been a simple voice-over IP originally but when Gary Rogers had joined the team, R&D went through the roof and now was one of the premier communications companies in the state. Word on the grapevine even suggested that a huge SpaceX contract was just around the corner.
Rogers also hated Silas with the passion of the Christ. To Gary, Silas was an overpaid “thinker,” as he liked to put it, who was a relic of the old NeroComm and, quite bluntly, dead weight in the Production Department. In his view, it was Alice Jurgen who kept him around purely for sentimental reasons, as Silas Andersen had been one of the most talented engineers in the early days of VOIP. Had been. Since his own arrival accompanied by the rapid transformation of NeroComm from small startup to burgeoning tech giant, Gary Rogers didn't have time for stragglers, and Silas Andersen, to him, was a straggler. It was also whispered around NeroComm that Silas' uncanny ability to tinker with gadgets and gizmos, somehow turning meaningless tech into fresh ideas and potential products, pissed Rogers off to no end. After all, R&D was his department, not Silas'. Production robots didn't mix with the “artists” of research and development, as Rogers referred to them. While he could indeed a run a lean and mean crew with pinpoint precision, the actual tech itself was Greek to him. In stark contrast, Silas spoke the language of code and was a veritable MacGyver with chips, boards, transistors, and wires. There was a running joke in Production that Silas Andersen could build a spaceship and travel to Mars with the components out of a Sega Genesis.
From: Gary Rogers<grogers@nerocomm.com>
To: Silas Anderson<sanderson@nerocomm.com>
Reason for this email? You have NOT sent over the flow
chart that we discussed on Friday and it is now Tuesday.
I don't really care what it is you have going on, but if that
chart is not in my inbox by 10pm, this will go to Griggs
and I think I speak for the both of us by saying that no
one wants that, especially after you played hooky again
today. What's that, the third time this month? Lock it up
Silas. I may not be your boss but you're not doing
yourself any favors in R&D by slacking off. Get that shit
to me, ASAP.
P.S. Alice said you got diphtheria? WTF??
Gary
Gary Rogers
Senior Manager
Research & Development Section
NeroComm Industries, Inc.
“Soooooper,” Silas muttered slowly, realizing that he had powered through the rest of his cereal while reading the email. He let out a slight belch and imagined aiming said belch at Rogers. First, Barry Griggs is on my side, Silas thought. Second, this is the first time I've been absent all month, not the third. What a dick! Barry Griggs was the Senior Manager of Production, but during the old days of NeroComm, he and Silas had a weekly Dungeons & Dragons group. Griggs was a solid friend and didn’t take shit from Rogers.
Silas' phone rang again and this time he looked at the screen to see who it was. Dad. Oh Jesus Christ, I forgot! Silas answered it.
“Hey dad, what's up,” Silas said, trying to act nonchalant.
Gerald let out a slight laugh, followed by a cough. “Not much, champ, just seeing if we were still on for the game. I hadn't heard from ya and I wanted to make sure you didn't forget to grab the booze on the way over.”
“Nice…dad. No, I won't forget the beer. Sorry, crazy day, I'll explain later. Just finishing up an email to Grogers,” which was Silas’ nickname for Gary Rogers, “and I'll be on my way.” There was a pause and Silas knew he’d been made.
“You forgot, didn't you?” Gerald faked offense. “I get it, too busy for your old man...I GET it.”
“Ah jeeze, here we go. I didn't forget, serious, I'm just finishing the email then I'm on my way.”
“They still keep that guy around? I thought no one liked him?” Gerald had been well versed in the ways of Gary Rogers. Silas had ranted many times to his father about the manager of R&D.
“No,” Silas laughed, “they didn't fire him. He's a jerk, but he's good at what he does and NeroComm is lucky to have him. And,” Silas joked, “Grogers is not the kind of guy you want working for the competition, trust me.”
“You're too nice, kid. I would have called him an ass-clown to his face years ago.” Where the hell does he get this stuff, Silas wondered, knowing that his father was probably more up on current lingo than he himself was.
“Yeah, well, I still have a job at NeroComm because I haven't called Grogers and ass-clown to his face, dad, be thankful for that. Alright I gotta go, I'll be on my way in a few.”
“OK Silas. And hey, none of that super hippity-hoppity IPA millennial bullshit either, huh? Just get normal beer, the kind that guys without man-buns drink.” Judging by Gerald’s frat boy flow, Silas guessed he was already a beer or two in.
“Alright, MAN beer, check. See ya in a bit,” Silas replied.
“Adios.” Gerald's signature goodbye. Silas laughed to himself. He loved game nights with his dad, and believe it or not, a couple beers and a good baseball game with his old man was a great way to decompress.
Silas switched back to his email and hit reply to Grogers' email. He really wasn't in the mood to think of anything in the way of an excuse, so he just decided on the straightforward approach. Do not stir the pot, he reminded himself.
From: Silas Anderson<sanderson@nerocomm.com>
To: Gary Rogers<grogers@nerocomm.com>
Hi Gary, I got your email and I apologize for not sending
you the updated flow chart for last week. I've attached the
.pdf file to this email for your review. I've also attached it
in .xls format in case you need to make edits. Password for
the .xls file is “Artax”. Let me know if you have any trouble
opening it.
Also, please send me any pertinent information for next
week's chart should anything come up that needs to be
updated for both departments. Friday's meeting would
be a great time to go over with Alice what the test
schedule should be for the next round of QA batteries.
Again, sorry for not sending this sooner, and no, not
diphtheria, delirium. It's basically bad headaches. I'll be
fine. Talk to you later.
Silas
Silas Andersen
Logistics Manager
Production Section
NeroComm Industries, Inc.
Silas attached the two flow chart files to the email and hit send. Hopefully Grogers didn't start Googling third world diseases and realize that he was full of shit.
Getting up from the couch, Silas set his empty cereal bowl on the TV tray sitting next to the armrest and outstretched his arms in front of him. He held the stretch until shifting his arms upward toward the ceiling. He then swung them straight down and touched his toes, amazed that he still had some level of flexibility. His back cracked several times as he reached farther and farther down, a wholly satisfying set of noises that always made him relax.
He slowly stood up straight and walked to the hall, realizing that it was getting dark and he hadn't turned on the porch lights yet, or any other lights for that matter. Today really messed him up, he thought, as he flicked on the outside light. Silas walked back to walked up the hall to the bathroom where he considered brushing his teeth but opted for blue mouthwash instead. He took a big sip and while he swished the minty blue liquid around in his mouth, he looked at himself in the mirror.
47 and he still looked 40. Somehow, he thought. Silas tilted his chin up a bit. “I feel 50,” he sputtered out loud, miraculously not dripping any mouthwash as he spoke. He continued working the mouthwash around, reviewing himself in the mirror. Not tall, but not short, Silas stood a little under six feet and carried most of it well. He'd developed a slight “tummy” over the years as more liquor and less laps had taken their toll on his once washboard stomach. I've got to get that under control, Silas thought. He wasn't overweight, per se, and to anyone else he probably appeared average, but to Silas, he was “way out of shape.” He spit out the mouthwash into the sink and rinsed. He then ran a hand through his wavy black hair and noticed, as he did every day now, more rogue strands of gray. He had given up plucking them last year and resolved to “age gracefully” if that was the way it was going to be.
• • •
The clock read 5:55pm as Silas locked his front door. Today had been a weird one for sure, he thought. Combined with the sun already starting to set and the fact that he'd slept most of the day, Silas figured it would be another sleepless night. While he walked to his white Ford Explorer that was parked on the driveway, Silas started to think more and more about what had happened this morning in the shower. Where did all that time go? And it wasn't just a shower that ran a little bit on the long side, nearly nine hours had passed. Nine hours.
Opening the SUV door, Silas threw his cell phone onto the adjacent passenger seat and got in. You don't just lose nine whole hours. And on top of that, nine whole hours under a freezing cold shower head. The more he thought about it, the more it freaked him out. He stuck the keys into the ignition and started the Explorer, the radio instantly blasting Slayer so loud it would have made the devil jump.
“JEEEESUS!” Silas yelled at the radio as he scrambled to turn down the volume. He grabbed the dial and turned it all the way off as he looked up at the gas gauge. It read half a tank. He reached over to pick up his phone that he'd tossed onto the passenger seat and plugged it in. He looked up to the rearview mirror and that’s when Silas saw it; a tiny yellow sticky note with scribbled cursive on it. He tore the note off the mirror and stared at it for several long seconds, his head beginning to hurt again like it did this morning. He slowly set the note down on the middle arm rest and looked out the window. The sky was a dark gray and the clouds were looking like rain. Silas wondered if this had all been one big weird dream, and if at any second, he'd wake up from it, like those ones you have where you know you're dreaming.  The shower. Alice. Grogers. Dad? Did any of that happen?
Silas looked back down at the note as he reached for the shifter to put the SUV in reverse. He did his best to stifle a heavy tear that was welling up in his right eye. He read it again, fighting every emotion that was suddenly raining down on him from that abysmal sky outside. He put the vehicle back in park and closed his eyes tight.
In Kate's handwriting, the small note had simply read, “I love you.”










3 PURE IMAGINATION

Silas threw his hat like a frisbee across the entry way as he closed the front door behind him and hung up his car keys. Letting out a long yawn, he flicked on the porch lights and turned into the kitchen to get a glass of water from the sink faucet.
Kate had always chided Silas when he would return from the store with a box of bottled waters.
“We live in the most industrialized country in the world with safe, crystal-clear drinking water that comes out of the tap, virtually free, and you keep buying those plastic bottles that'll just end up floating around in the middle of the ocean until the end of time. I mean, hell, we bathe in clean drinking water for Christ's sake! Think about it, Silas.”               Although not a full-throttle environmentalist, Kate's knack for making Silus think twice about some of his bad habits when it came to recycling, conserving, and respecting the Earth had earned her the nickname, Captain Planet, a name that had stuck and was usually what Silus would refer to her as, especially during a heated argument, where it was simply shortened to Captain.
“Yes, Captain.” Silus whispered as he grabbed a black ceramic mug from the dish rack and filled it with cold water. He had grown to love tap water, especially during the colder months, when it was freezing and refreshing. Kate had always called it “winter water.”
Silus drank the entire mug thirstily and refilled it. He had had only a few beers at his dad's place, but the strong aftertaste of Russian Imperial Stout hung thick on his breath and the icy water was a welcome relief.
The baseball game had run long, and Gerald had fallen asleep in his recliner sometime after the seventh inning stretch. Silas had covered him with a large wool blanket and snuck out quietly. He had left the television on as Gerald would claim that the drone of “late-night pap” helped him sleep better.
Silus checked his phone: half past eleven. He contemplated cracking open the half empty bottle of bourbon that he knew was staring a hole in him from across the kitchen but decided that a hot shower and an early night might be a better option, especially after today's debacle.
Halfway down the hall, his phone rang and Silus answered.
“Hey pop.”
“Why didn't you wake me up, I wasn't that asleep, was I?” Gerald didn't sound fully awake on the other end. Silus chuckled.
“Yeah dad, you were asleep enough to not hear me drop a beer bottle on your kitchen floor. Or that horrific screech your front door makes when it opens and closes. Seriously, you need to WD-40 that thing. Sounds like a freakin' haunted house.”
Gerald let out a tired laugh, “Well maybe when I go, I'll come back and haunt your place, how would you like that?”
“I’d move out,” Silus replied, “so it wouldn’t be me that you were scaring. Probably just some poor little kid that no one would believe!”
“I would never haunt a kid, man, that's low.” Gerald coughed. “But anyways, good times Silas. Thanks for hanging out with your old man on a work night. I'm sure there are plenty of other things you'd rather have done.”
Silas groaned jokingly, “Oh here we go. Dad, it's totally fine, you know I like watching games there. Plus, like I told you, today was a day that I really needed the company, so…thanks. Anyway, I'm late for a date with my pillow and I have a long one tomorrow so I'm gonna hit it.”
“Aright, huh. Catch ya on the flip side, and hey, Silas...thanks.” Gerald hung up without waiting for the other to answer.
“Must run in the family,” Silas said to himself. A cold draft from somewhere in the old house flew briskly by him and he let out an audible shiver. I really need to get the caulking gun out one of these days and go to war on the window panes in this place.
Silas winced at the thought of home-improvement as he stopped halfway down the hall and glanced into the middle bathroom. Deciding that a hot bath might be just what the doctor ordered, he walked over to the bathtub and turned on the water. The old pipes moaned and groaned as a rush of water poured out of the silver faucet and echoed off the ceramic bottom of the ancient clawfoot tub. Ancient, Silus thought. It wasn't really that old, he reckoned, but it was one of those things that just looked a lot older than it probably was. He knew that it hadn't come with the house, that his grandfather had bought it for his grandmother at some point and being a real “handy Andy”, as his grandma use to say, probably installed it too. Silas took the little rubber plug and stuck it into the drain and the water begin to rise against the shiny white walls of the tub.
Silas wasn't a regular bath kind of guy, but he found something comforting about relaxing in a nice, calm tub late at night, especially with a good book.
It wasn't a big bathtub, even for a clawfoot, and Silas usually found either an arm or a leg sticking out somewhere to accommodate the rest of his body being submerged in water. He thought about his grandma who had been all of five feet tall and figured that this thing must have seemed like a swimming pool to her. As a kid, Silas had had countless baths in this very tub and the thought of those days instantly flooded back into his mind like a tidal wave of memories. Geez, what's with the drive down Sentimental Lane today?
Silas grabbed a white terry cloth towel from the adjoining hall closet and tossed it over the small bathroom sink as he peeled off his tee shirt and removed the rest of his clothes. Oh man this is gonna be nice, he thought as he tested the water with his finger. A bit too hot. Silas turned the water dial down to medium and felt the water pouring out of the spout for temperature. Just right.
Realizing that he had set his phone down on the shoe bench out in the entry way while his current book, Nabokov's Glory, was probably on his nightstand in the bedroom, Silas decided on a hands-free bath. No gadgets, no reading; just relaxing. He reminded himself that he needed to do this more often.
The water was beginning to reach the top of the tub and he turned off the faucet. Silas slowly lowered himself into the tub before noticing that he'd left the overhead light on. No good, he thought, and reached over to flick off the switch.
“Ahhh there it is,” Silas mumbled audibly as he sat down, the hot water enveloping his aching bones. He imagined himself a giant tanker that had run aground and would now lie beached as the waves lapped over his drenched decks.
Silas reclined farther on his back as his neck went under and the water came up to his chin which now rested on his upper chest. His legs were bent at the knee, allowing his feet to be completely submerged. He continued to stretch, angling his arms down to his sides and then going as limp as possible as he felt the hot water surround his ears and the sides of his face. He loved this bathtub and at this moment, he never wanted to leave it.
He exhaled slowly, consciously trying to slow down his heart rate which he noticed had picked up a bit, most likely from the heat. He bent his legs inward, maneuvering them into an almost crisscross formation, what they used to call Indian Style, he thought. A small grin formed at the corner of his lips.
“Can't say that any-more Silas!” he said aloud, his own voice muffled with his ears underwater, a rich baritone that reminded him of the teacher in Charlie Brown. He closed his eyes slowly as he tipped his head backwards so that the water overcame his eyelids.
“Nope, nope, nope...it's criss....cross....applesauce.” An extremely sudden sensation of falling overcame Silas and he sat up quickly, his wet hands gripping the sides of the bathtub tightly. He looked around in bewilderment for a few moments and then laid back slowly, his heart racing. What the hell was that? It literally felt like I was falling off the roof or something!
Outside, a car horn honked followed by what sounded like a large dog barking. Almost on cue, the low rumble of thunder boomed in the distance and Silas could hear a few droplets of rain begin to hit the aluminum siding that covered the chain link fence outside of the bathroom window; a repetitive tick-tick-tick sound that he found strangely comforting. He let his head sink down again, along with his legs and arms. He guessed if someone were to walk in on him at this moment, he'd resemble a human pretzel. He again tilted his head back and let the water run over his eyelids, stopping the tilt just as the liquid reached the bridge of his nose. Aside from his nose and mouth, Silas had finally managed to get himself completely underwater.
Once he had settled in to a comfortable position and didn't feel like he needed to do any more maneuvering, Silas relaxed his body and went as limp as he could, exhaling softly as his felt himself sink ever so slightly to an inch or so from the bottom of the tub. He felt a strange sense of being in more water than there was as he opened his eyes slightly. The only light that he could make out was the blurry ambiance of a nearby streetlight. His eyes, he figured, were maybe only a quarter inch underwater, but marveled at how such a thin membrane of liquid could obscure his sight so much. He wondered to himself if this was how people with bad vision might see. He thought of his grandparents who had both worn glasses, his grandfather damn-near blind without his, although he never would have admitted it. This made Silas think of his dad's hearing aids, and how Gerald used to swear that nothing was wrong with his hearing, even though he couldn't hear someone standing right in front of him, shouting through a bullhorn.
“To hell with your pride, Dad!” Silas had said to his father, one week before Gerald had conceded to get hearing aids. Silas never swore in front of his father. Not out of fear, but out of some sort of long-ago instilled sense of respect, or something, he thought. Even simple “hells” and “damns” weren't dropped very often, so when Silas dropped a hell on his dad over something as seemingly innocent as hearing aids, Gerald had listened. The next morning, his father was on the phone making the appointment with the Audiologist. A few weeks later, after a “very awkward” period of adjustment, and the replacement of one lost earbud, Gerald had what Silas joked was super-sonic hearing.
“I'm not saying they don't work,” Gerald had said, “I'm just saying that my hearing wasn't that bad without 'em, man.”
“Dad, a burglar could empty your nightstands, take your Rolex off your wrist, and pressure wash away his fingerprints all while singing Hells Bells at the top of his lungs and you wouldn't wake up!”
Silas shifted himself slightly, moving his entire body farther down toward the front of the bathtub, in order to prevent his head from touching the back wall. This allowed him to sort of free-float a bit and the relief on his neck was instantaneous. His mind continued to wander, and he thought of Kate. He pictured her beautiful auburn hair, soft and slightly wavy. He thought of how it would lay over her shoulder when she rode a horse and bounce around as she galloped along the trails that her and Silas used to frequent. He used to tell her that she reminded him of Princess Zelda, but with brown hair, a warrior princess galloping headfirst into battle on her trusty steed.
“You just need a sword and a shield a we'll be saving the kingdom of Hyrule in no time, my lady!” They galloped together, side by side, up and down the trails at sunset, not a care in the world. Silas had walked up behind Kate and wrapped his arms around her after they dismounted. She was staring off into the sunset, the bright oranges and purples and reds dancing off her eyes in a fire that made Silas' heart race. He held her and looked at that same sunset, breathing in the scent of her hair that was touching one side of his nose. The smell of everything he had ever wanted, the warmth of her body against his. She brought her arms up and around his and squeezed back, and they watched until the last rays sunk down into the horizon.
Silas could smell her hair, even now...even while I lay here
covered in water, alone in an empty house. The deep sensation of smell was overwhelming, and he breathed it in, savoring it and remembering it. Silas imagined the smell of his grandmother's perfume, something called Emeraude, that came in a little green glass spray bottle that always reminded him of some knick-knack that the Gnome King would have collected in Return To Oz. Silas had continued to smell that perfume for years after they moved in, almost like it had soaked into the walls. The scent had remained there until the bathroom had been completely remodeled, and after that Silas had never smelled it again.
Well, not completely, Silas thought. That wallpaper that had gone up sometime during the 1970's still existed somewhere under a coat of primer and some off-white semi-gloss enamel. Silas had rediscovered its existence accidentally one day when he was installing a set of three towel hangers next to the tub and noticed that the third one hadn't lined up with the other two. He'd also done such a great job anchoring them that removing it back out of the wall led to him grabbing the business end of a hammer and clawing it out, but not before taking with it a two-inch section of drywall. That's when the glint of circa-70s fabulous had caught his eye, sort of like when Charlie sees the first glint of the golden ticket inside of a scrumdiddlyumptious Wonka Bar. It even had ducks or something on it within a pattern of green plaid.
Silas shifted slightly in the tub. For some reason this triggered a piggy-back memory of Archie Bleyer's low voice offering up Hernando's Hideaway on his grandma's old AM radio that hung in the kitchen. Interspersed with the soft “Maaagic...51” jingle that would cut into some Buddy Rich if you were lucky, Silas smelled the remnants of his grandfather's morning coffee mixed with the light aroma of grandma's rose bushes that grew tall just outside the kitchen window.
I know...a dark…secluded place.
A place...where no...one knows your face.
Silas opened his eyes slightly again, blurry darkness. Those first two lines ran over and over in his head, almost on repeat, and Silas closed his eyes again.
A glass...of wine...a fast embrace.
He banked his head slightly to the left and water poured into his ear canals, creating several light pops as it went deeper and deeper until finally his ear was full. He rolled his head to the other side, careful not to let his nose sink under the surface, and the water rushed lazily in to his left ear. Pop, pop, pop....pop........pop...............pop....
And all…you hear...are castanets.
And no...one cares...how late it gets.
Silas opened his eyes fully and pulled his head up and out of the water with a sudden start. He felt as though he had heard the last few lines as clear as day, no mistaking it. He froze in place and let the water settle around his neck as he did his best to listen. The house was silent, except for the rain now falling moderately outside.
I just heard that song, like, really heard it...not in my head. Silas remained still and continued to listen, and as he did, he could almost hear the faint galloping of clacking castanets over the spicy piano and string tango.
“No way,” Silas whispered. It was unmistakable now. Even though it sounded like it was playing on someone's stereo a block away behind closed doors, he could clearly make out the unmistakable tune. He continued to listen as it seemed to fade and then jumped up out of the bath and grabbed his towel. He tightened it around his waist and almost lost his footing as he slipped across most of the bathroom laminate flooring on his way to the hall.
“NO WAY!!,” he continued as he headed around the hallway corner and into the entry. The music was fading even more, but he was certain he could still hear it. Silas unlocked the front door and opened it, letting in a large gust of cool air. He shivered immediately but was intent on finding out the source of this song that up until a second ago had only been in his mind. He stepped out on the porch and listened.
The sound of the music was completely gone, and the only thing Silas could hear was the drone of the rain on the overhang above the doorway. He looked around blankly, completely beside himself. Figuring that no one was going to be looking out their living room window at this time of night, Silas threw caution to the wind and walked, in his bath towel, down to the curb. His bare feet felt the instant cold of the wet cement and he realized this was probably not the best idea he'd had all day.
You'll catch pneumonia, Silas.
…Yes, Mom.
Silas looked down the street towards the bottom of the hill, wondering if he'd see a house with its lights still on and Hernando's Hideaway still playing. Maybe the occupant of the house would be pouring a late-night whiskey while troubleshooting an old turntable with the Command test record's B-side which featured Hernando, Cumana, Tenderly, and Enjoy Yourself Cha-Cha.
Am I tripping out right now? Silas looked the other way and saw no such lights, nor did he hear anything even close to music. The night was cold, dark, and wet. No tango.
He trotted briskly back up to the front door and stopped to take one last listen. Nothing. He reentered the house and locked the door behind him slowly, trying to reason with himself about hearing something that wasn't even there.
But it was, Silas.
Thunder boomed heavy overhead and Silas heard a few glasses and mugs in the kitchen cupboard shake gently against each other. A brilliant flash of lightening lit up the entire entry way and family room, making Silas jump in place. He briefly laughed out loud, that sort of scared, nervous laugh, then shivered again, heavily. Why do I feel like I'm about to get a phone call from a stranger telling me he knows what I did last summer?
He walked quickly back to the hallway and entered the bathroom. He threw his towel on the floor without abandon and almost cannon balled back into the warm tub.
Oh sweet, sweet, warm water of life, he thought as the water instantly soothed his cold and rain-slick skin.
“See Mom, NO pneumonia.” Silas shivered again and took a deep breath and that's when he smelled it. A smell he had almost forgotten but would never forget. Like how you never forget the smell of your father's aftershave or the perfume that your first girlfriend wore to prom.
There was no mistaking this smell. It was his grandmother’s perfume, and it was thick in the air.




4
KATE

Sun, Feb 10, 19:23 NZDT (203 days ago)
From: Kathryn Anderson<katand71@gmail.com>
To: Silas Anderson<madmartigan@tutanota.com>
Hey. Glad to hear you finally made it to Production,
that's HUGE! Anyway, I meant to get this over to you
sooner but you know how it goes around here. Freakin
cold makes everything more difficult. Slower too. I'm
not sure why, but time just seems to move so
differently here. Someone the other day, I think it was
Greives, said that it had something to do with the pole
magnetism or something but I'm pretty sure that's a
load of bullshit, just like he said that there was a super
secret CIA base hidden somewhere off the Ross Ice Shelf.
Ok...sorry, off topic
So, Don Stevens called the other day and of course
left a message on my cell. He emailed as well and that's
what I need to talk to you about. He mentioned that
the last payment is due...for the paperwork, and he
hasn't been able to get a hold of you for months. Silas,
I know you're busy, but we agreed on this and I need
you to call him and handle that quickly, he's only
going to be so lenient for so long. Hell, he would have
applied late fees by now if he wasn't Kim's husband.
Please, Silas, just close it out and let's be over with that,
OK? Look, I'm not trying to be a nag or a hard ass, or
whatever, but I'd really like to move on from all that,
and at the end of the day, that payment is all that's left.
Silas, there are many days that go by that I wonder if
things might have been different if...well, you know,
IF...
But look, it is what it is now. We tried, and it didn't work
the way we wanted it to. I know that. You know that.
In the end it's something neither one of us saw coming,
and even thought I feel like we both tried, it just wasn't
ever going to be the same after what happened and I
am so sorry, Silas.
Please understand that I want to get to a better place
with you where we can sit down one day and talk
about all of this with perspective and hindsight,
but ignoring me and ignoring Don Stevens isn't going
to make anything better.
If you can, please write back asap and take care of Dan.
My team is heading to Halley VI in the morning, so I'll
be out of touch for a while. This is all so exciting, Silas,
I'd like to tell you about it someday.
I'll be in touch soon. PLEASE respond and be well.
Kate
Silas clicked the X icon on the email and closed his laptop. He sat in total darkness, his back propped up against two giant white pillows resting on the headboard. He closed his eyes and somehow the dark became darker. He pictured Kate sitting at her little survey desk with a hot mug of coffee next to her computer and a neatly arranged pile of charts and graphs. He pictured a slow but growing snowstorm picking up outside of her research station and winced to himself. He could feel the cold on his bare skin and shuddered uncontrollably.
Setting the laptop down on the floor next to the bed, Silas reached up and grabbed a bottle water that sat on his nightstand. He unscrewed the cap and emptied the entire thing, setting it back down on the nightstand. He continued to sit upright, but all his thoughts about Kate were beginning to blur as he realized that he was dead tired. Tears formed in Silas’ eyes, but he forced them away, angry that he was still punishing himself for something that he’d had control over. It didn’t help to ease the pain. He had read that email every night for the past eight months and wondered to himself why he still did so. It was the last email that Kate had ever sent.
Silas laid down and opened his eyes. The darkness was his peace, the silence his penance. He couldn't see anything, and he didn't want to. He closed them again and saw Kate's face fade away into the fog.
“Goodnight, Captain.”
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OUR HOUSE

Silas returned home from work early and dove onto the couch with a giant thud, sending pillows flying and probably a cloud of unseen dust. It had been another long day at NeroComm and it didn't help that Gary Rogers had been on the warpath for him ever since he'd gotten wind that Silas was in the building. Having ducked out early to avoid a confrontation, Silas was safe, at least until Monday.
He felt around for the TV remote but came up empty handed, and not wanting to get up, he pried his cell phone from the front pocket of his jeans and glanced lazily at the lock screen.
Four missed calls and a text. Seriously, I didn't even hear it ring. Silas unlocked the phone with his fingerprint and tapped the missed call icon. Two calls from Ali, one from an unknown number, and another from a caller ID that read, “Prince Mojam”. Yeah, I'm pretty sure I don't know any Prince Mojam. He clicked out of the call screen and into his text messages where he saw a new one from Alice Jurgen.
Hey. Just wanted to see if you needed anything for the chart. Lemme know.
Silas typed in a reply:
I should be all good to go, thanks! Have a
great weekend, Ali.
He clicked send and waited a minute for a reply. Ali was usually lightning fast when it came to texts and Silas figured that she was really checking on him, not the flowchart.
It was half past six and Silas decided a pizza was a better option than cooking. He'd always enjoyed making dinner, especially for Kate, when she'd come home from a long day. The first words out of her mouth were always, “What’s for dinner?” Silas usually found a way to joke with her about it, claiming that if he, as a man, were to come through the front door and bellow the same question, it would be considered sexist. They would both laugh at this and Silas wouldn't let up, sarcastically telling her to sit down and put her feet up. “Can I fix you a drink, honey?” he would tease. “No, please, tell me all about your day!”
The house was cold, as Silas hadn't clicked on the heater yet…he hadn't really done anything yet. Then again, he thought, there really wasn’t that much to do. It was Friday night. Beer, pizza, and games sounded like one hell of a plan. He scrolled down the online menu of the local pizzeria, aptly named Peeza. He clicked on “deals” and quickly decided on a large NY style with pepperoni. He wasn't adventurous when it came to pizza and considered anything frivolous like veggies and fancy sauces other than marinara a break from the established rules of what made pizza pizza. Silas then clicked on the appetizers menu and added a side of breadsticks as well, mostly out of habit. Kate always had wanted breadsticks or cheese sticks, or whatever sticks, and it was now simply just part of his pizza ordering process. Being a semi-regular at Peeza, Silas checked out with the card they kept on file and was notified that the pie would be on its way in about forty-five minutes to an hour. Not great, but not bad, Silas mused, enough time to take a hot one.
By “hot one”, Silas meant a bath, and with an hour to spare, it sounded like a fantastic idea.
• • •
Silas turned on the faucet all the way to hot and checked with his hand to make sure it got there. His aging water heater was hit or miss, and Silas had returned to a tub full of lukewarm water one too many times. Fortunately, the water quickly turned hot and Silas let it fill the bottom of the tub, steam rising from the surface. He remembered a cooking class he took one weekend at the YMCA where a bearded old German chef name Helmut had said in a thick Bavarian accent, “You cannot put hot soup into a cold bowel.”
“Yes, Chef.” Made sense too, Silas thought. The porcelain was indeed cold, and a good layer of hot water ensured that the bath wouldn’t get cold prematurely. I need to write a book on the finer aspects of bathing, Silas mused. He undressed and got into the tub even though it was only a few inches deep. He liked to be able to gauge the temperature in “real time” as it filled.
The feeling of hot water soothing his back and leg muscles was instantaneous and Silas let out an audible sigh of relief. THIS is what it's all about, he thought. He closed his eyes and laid down as flat as possible on the bottom of the bathtub. The old clawfoot was deeper than it was long, so Silas stuck his legs up and positioned his feet against the wall in front of the tub. Probably not the most picturesque scene one could imagine, he laughed to himself, but who was here to see or care? The water rose to the sides of his temples and even though it covered his ears, it hadn't entered them yet and the loud but muted roar coming from the faucet was soothing to Silas. He raised his head and angled it back against the rear wall of the tub as the water reached ever closer to his mouth and nose, also lowering his legs and feet back in as he did so.
The tub continued to fill as Silas tilted his head back slightly allowing his forehead and eyes to submerge, leaving his nose and mouth surfaced. He felt with his right hand to the side of the tub and worked it up to the top to get a sense of how deep the water was. Judging that there were only a few inches left before an overflow occurred, Silas reached his leg up and turned off the faucet with his foot, noticing that water coming out of the spout was now lukewarm at best, a sure sign that the aging water heater in the garage had given all it could. Thank you, kind old sir, Silas thought, picturing the water heater as a giant cylindrical factory where the whistle had just blown signaling all the hot water had been used. He imagined dozens of miniature water heater workers scrambling to and fro, up and down catwalks, turning giant wheels and pulling on levers here and there to prepare the boiler to commence reheating the water.
“Heave-ho, gentlemen!” the foreman would bellow, as the workers scrambled to their posts. “We need this water hot-as-blazes on the double, move, move MOVE!” Hisses and rumbles echo throughout the factory as pressure builds and water rushes in. Huge turbines go around and round as the men begin to sing what Silas imagines is a factory worker's version of an old sea shanty but with an odd semblance to the Oompa Loompa song that Willy Wonka sang after that husky kid fell into the lake of chocolate.
Wa-ter, wa-ter, this way and that.
Where it will go is into that vat!
Wa-ter, wa-ter, we must get it hot.
If we cannot then his bath is SHOT!
Silas embraced the darkness of his watery cocoon and for a moment he opened his eyes just to slits. From underwater, he could only make out a faint glow to his right, realizing that it was the hallway light just outside the bathroom door. He hadn't meant to leave the bathroom light off but was now grateful for the calming blackness and only wished that the hall light would magically turn off as well. Silas thought of the Clapper and how useful it would be right now.
“Clap-on, clap-off, the clapper” he said under his breath. He rolled his head slightly to the right side and waited, feeling the buildup of pressure in his left ear as the last air pockets were about to give way to the surge of hot bath water.
Pop........pop. Two pops, a few more to go, he thought. Silas imagined bulkheads on the Titanic giving way as water filled one after the other…
Pop.............pop, pop, pop. Almost there......pop. There it was. Seven pops and we’re goin’ down Captain! Silas rolled his head to the other side and repeated the process until he heard seven pops from his right ear. Pressure equalized, we're good to descend, Captain! Apparently, the Titanic had turned into a submarine.
He relaxed his neck muscles and let his head float on its own, amazed that the natural buoyancy kept just his nose and mouth above water with little to no effort on his part. He let his arms go limp down at his sides and crossed his legs together, crisscross-apple-whatever, to allow them to fit underwater as well. He began to feel a deep sense of detachment as he stopped moving and the water around him became still; the images of the tiny little water heater elves faded away into the deep.
Silas had a brief sensation of weightlessness as his back floated up off the bottom of the tub momentarily and then settled gently back down. He noticed his breathing had slowed down considerably and every time he would inhale his body would rise slightly in the water. Likewise, exhaling caused his body to sink back down, a sensation that he found even more calming than the water and the surrounding darkness. He became acutely aware of his own heartbeat and counted them, losing track somewhere around forty or so as his brain seemed to go into standby mode. The entire atmosphere brought to his mind thoughts of being in a womb, of being warm and safe and secure with no worry and no responsibility.
The darkness combined with the stillness of the liquid began to make Silas feel a calming numbness that he tried not to concentrate on too much lest he “snap out of it” involuntarily. His body had fully acclimated to the temperature of the water and he almost lost sense of the bottom and sides of the tub as he instructed his mind to not think about them. He imagined himself floating in an endless void with no walls, no floors, and no ceiling. He opened his eyes again, ever so slightly, and again saw the glow of the hallway light, although now it strangely seemed farther away somehow. More distant, Silas thought, like someone with a lantern walking deeper and deeper into the woods, away from him. He closed his eyes and breathed deeply, the warm and humid air seeping in and out of his lungs.
Again, he became aware of his heartbeat and thought of his mother and how she had once been in this very bathtub many years ago, pregnant with him. He was suddenly overcome with a deep feeling of connectedness, as he always had when he was around her. They had been close, and Silas had missed her terribly for years after her death. He hadn't been emotional about his mother in a long time and for some reason, in this instant, his feelings came rushing back and he felt sadness, but only temporarily. Almost instantly the sadness was replaced with a feeling of comfort and consolation. He felt warmer that the water around him and he didn't feel alone as he had a few seconds ago. His heart was beating slightly faster, but the calm remained, and the water soothed his muscles and prevented him from becoming anxious. Where is this coming from, Silas thought. I haven't done this in years. The emotions swept in one after the other and Silas felt a warmth that he only had when he would hug his mom before bed, or she would comfort him after he fell off his bike. The way she would wipe away a tear when he hadn't hit any baseballs at an afternoon little league game.
“Keep swinging, Silas,” her voice echoed inside of his head. He never would forget her voice, and it had kept him company and offered him advice many times since she'd passed.  “Keep swinging and you're bound to hit one at some point, right?” Her voice was sweet but strong, it had comforted Silas, but it also built him up. “Just keep trying, that's the whole idea. To get better at it. You'll get there, Silas.” He thought of that day, and how it had been one of the only times he had cried in front of his mother. Silas smiled under the water. Through all the scabs and cuts, the scrapes and near-death experiences that any kid in the 80s with a Mongoose all hopped up on cherry Kool-Aid couldn’t seem to avoid, his mother had been there for every single one of them with a few encouraging words and a Band-Aid.
“I'm fine, mom!” would have been Silas' most used expression. When you grew up in the no cell phone / come home when the street lights come on generation, you don’t have time to cry, right Silas? He smiled again, the water waving slightly around his lips as he did so, but he wasn’t aware of it. The water didn't seem to exist anymore, it had faded into the background with the darkness and the quiet.
“You just keep trying, that's the whole idea,” his mother's voice said again, farther away this time. He pictured her carrying the lantern that seemed to be walking farther away, deeper into those dark woods.
You’ll get there, Silas…
He remembered going home that day, after the game, losing to the Sparrows from Lawrence, the next town over. It had been a long drive. What did we eat that night? Silas shifted very slightly in the water. Mexican? Yeah it had to be.... what else would it have been.
Mr. and Mrs. Anderson hardly ever took Silas and his sister Samantha out to eat, but when they did, it was to a slightly on the cusp hole in the wall downtown called Raymundos. Silas said the name in his mind with an over-exaggerated roll of the “R”. He remembered a balding thirtysomething named Chip who had worked there for as long as he could remember. Chip would take orders, bus tables, clean off the counters, and if you were cool, set up the Centipede game in the corner to play without quarters. Chip was pretty much the face of Raymundos in those days, and come to think of it, Silas wasn't sure if he'd ever seen anyone else there, other than a glimpse once in a blue moon of an overweight Hispanic lady in the back who would answer the telephone and say, “Thanks for calling Rrrraymundos!”. For all he knew, Chip might have been the owner, but back then he was just the guy who would hook up the free arcade games.
Casey Kasem's iconic voice echoed in Silas' mind, coming out of an old silver boom box that sat on the counter next to the register.
“And now at number ten on the Top 40, it's Our House, by Madness!” followed by the intro guitar, synth, and horns. Silas could almost smell the tacos in the works back in the kitchen as Chip hopped over to the stereo and turned it up slightly, singing along as Graham McPherson chimed in.
Father wears his Sunday best.
Mother's tired, she needs a rest,
The kids are playing up downstairs.”
Chip did a little spin move as he rounded the front counter on his way to grab some menus for a family that just walked in. “Welcome to Raymundos!” Chip yelled overenthusiastically, and in the same breath continuing to sing.
Sister's sighing in her sleep!
Brother's got a date to keep,
He can't hang around.
Silas stirred but he didn't move. His eyes flicked open for a split second and closed again, now aware of the water around him which somehow felt alive, moving, swirling, like being in a hot tub full of softly blowing jets but with no sound. Everything was quiet, except the for the song and Chip singing it as the rain poured down outside of Raymundos.               And then Silas heard it. There was no mistaking it.
Our house,
In the middle of our street.
Everything seemed to be moving faster now. Silas saw Chip whisk around the restaurant at almost lightning speed. And then everything slowed down, including Chip. The family that had walked in were sitting at their table, all in various poses of eating and talking but it was as if someone had pressed pause. They weren't completely still however, just moving very slowly. Everything sped up again and Silas felt like he was somehow dreaming but awake. The music was vibrant and loud, and he could hear it clear as day, even under water.
Our house,
Was our castle and our keep.
Chip sang boisterously and then in an instant he was standing directly in front of Silas, “Oh…welcome, it’s been a while, young man!”
Silas sat up abruptly, gasping for air and batting at the water on his face with one hand while grasping for the ledge of the bathtub with the other. He felt like he had fallen asleep. Water splashed over the sides of the tub as Silas gripped the sides of the tub, now with both hands, trying to clear his mind. He had the distinct feeling that water had gone down his nose and he sneezed suddenly followed by a few coughs then covering one nostril and blew with the other to clear out any left-over water. His felt a mild burning sensation in his nose as he stared directly ahead of him while continuing to clench the bathtub, seemingly in shock. The water had transitioned from a violent hurricane to a choppy sea as Silas sat still amongst the crashing waves.
What the hell? Silas sniffed a few times, figuring he had indeed swallowed a little water as he looked around the dimly lit bathroom. Water drained out of his ears slowly and he felt a bit dazed, but otherwise alright. I must have fallen asleep, he thought. It was then that he realized that he still heard music mildly ringing in his ears, it was still there, even though he was staring at the wall of his bathroom. It wasn't just in his head though, it literally sounded like it was coming from the kitchen of the living room. Silas put an index finger in each ear and poked around a bit to get any excess water out and then shook his head from side to side, closing his eyes tightly and then reopening them. Your tripping out, Silas, he thought to himself, but there was no mistaking it, the music was there.
I remember way back then,
when everything was true and when,
We would have such a very good time.
Such a fine time...
Silas couldn't believe it, but he knew this wasn't his imagination, the song was playing somewhere in the house. It was faint, sure, but it was there.
Such a happy time.
Silas jumped out of the tub and almost slipped on the tile. The darkness of the room didn't help either as he almost smacked his face directly into the outstretched aluminum towel rack. He almost burst out laughing at this, remembering the day that he was installing them on the wall and insisting to Kate that one of them would poke their eye out on this thing one day.
He latched on to the bathroom sink for balance and stood upright and became still. The music was gone. Just like that. He had heard it just a second ago and now it was gone. He reached over and flicked on the light, looking down as he did so and seeing that the entire bathroom floor was wet from his rude awakening.
Jesus Christ, Silas thought to himself, I could have drowned!
Silas grabbed his towel from the hanger and wrapped it around his waist, taking a quick glance in the mirror to make sure he wasn’t imagining all of this and suddenly realized he was absolutely freezing. He quickly turned around and reached back into the water. It was ice cold, as if it had been sitting for hours. He grabbed his sweater off the floor and half put it on before he realized that it too, like the floor, was soaking wet. This made him feel even colder and he shivered.  He walked out into the hallway and opened the linen closet, out of which he grabbed a handful of towels to include one old school beach towel with a faded image of the California Raisins on it. He turned back into the bathroom and threw down the towels somewhat haphazardly over the floor, moving them around awkwardly with his feet. Convinced that water damage wasn't going to be an issue, Silas exited the bathroom and headed for the master bedroom, shivering the entire way.
Need. Clothes. Now. He clicked up the heater on his way down the hall and as soon as he got through the doorway to the bedroom, a startling reality set in and again, he felt time slow down, as if he were possibly about to faint.
The large window in the bedroom had both curtains and blinds, but the curtains were open, only leaving the blinds, which were tightly shut. Silas just stood there, staring, and then he began to shake uncontrollably from the cold that was now starting to become unbearable. He heard the furnace ignite behind him and down the hall, as the blowers kicked in and warm air started to blow through the air vents.
Silas stared at the blinds and couldn't speak.
He began to slowly walk toward the window, not once looking away from what he saw coming through the blinds and needing to see what was beyond them to convince himself that he wasn't truly going crazy.
It's got to be headlights. Someone's pointing a flashlight. Maybe it's the lamp in the corner. I'm not seeing this correctly. Silas was bewildered and found himself now feeling slightly sick as he reached out to touch the bone white blinds with one finger. His eyes were seeing something that his mind could simply not comprehend, and he found himself unable to rationalize even the most basic of thoughts in this moment.
A soft glow peered through the slits of the blinds and with his index finger, Silas lifted one of them up. As it crunched upwards into the blinds above it, causing that unmistakable window blind crackle, a ray of sunlight shot over Silas' hand and he pulled it back to himself immediately like a child who had tried to pet a strange dog that had bared its razor-sharp teeth and snapped at him.
“No, no. NO. This is all rr-wrong...” Silas' teeth chattered as he spoke aloud to himself. He grabbed the cord that controlled the blinds and yanked it down, sending them shooting upwards. Warm sunlight poured over Silas and he stood in it as it revealed itself to him, as if it was alive and breathing. He closed his eyes tightly and took a few deep breaths. He opened them and gazed outside as a beautiful and sunny morning was coming in to full bloom.
In disbelief, Silas looked over at his clock on the nightstand. It read 7:02am.
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THE PROCESS

It was a cold and rainy Saturday afternoon in December when Silas finally began to understand what was happening to him. The missing time. The unexplained sounds. He had visited the doctor and had had a complete physical and even an MRI to determine if anything was wrong with him, but nothing had shown up. Other than a few extra pounds and a less than desirable sleeping pattern, Silas had been deemed fit as a fiddle and given a clean bill of health.
His passion for cooking, and cooking healthy at that, had died with Kate. Come to think of it, Silas lamented, a lot of things went away that day and not many if any came back. He had been an avid jogger and enjoyed doing anything that got him off the couch and out under the great blue sky. He wondered at the many things that didn't even seem to matter anymore, things he used to love which now held little to no interest to him. His day to day, increasingly mundane existence was only sparked by a random hangout with his father or the occasional drink or two with Alice Jurgen down at the local pub. The talk was usually professional, although to anyone who was halfway paying attention, it was clear that Ali was interested in Silas.
It had been frustratingly obvious to Silas that something was going on and the strange combination of events were only happening when he was in the bath or shower, although over the last month or so, he had narrowed it down to just the bath.
It had been raining hard that day and the dark clouds cast a steady coat of gray light through the windows of the house. Usually, Silas enjoyed overcast days and would generally spend them under a blanket playing the Legend of Zelda or starting (not finishing) a Star Wars movie marathon with a few cans of orange soda and a canister of cheese balls.               This dreary Saturday was a bit different in that Silas was expecting an insurance adjuster to stop by to look at the back fender of his Explorer which had been slammed into at a red light by a “crazy cat lady on her cell phone”. Silas had been amazed that the impact hadn't sent her and one or two of her kitties through the windshield as it also turned out she wasn’t wearing a seatbelt.
Almost on cue, Silas' phone rang. He recognized the number and picked up on the second ring. “Hello, this is Silas.”
“Mr. Ander-son,” came a neutral, mid-western voice, “This is Henry Westover, the claims adjuster for Stanton Insurance, how are you, sir.” Silas couldn't quite place the accent but thought the rural twang suggested somewhere in northern Iowa.
“Great, thanks, how's it going?” Silas got the distinct impression that this was going to be a I need to cancel the appointment call, and he was right.
“I'm well, thanks for asking, Mr. Ander-son.” Silas couldn't help but hear Agent Smith's voice as Westover spoke. Silas had studied linguistics in college and considered himself an armchair expert on voices. Westover continued, “Sir, I ran into a bit of a delay on my last call and I don't think I'll get to Topeka any time soon. With it being almost four, would it be too much trouble if I come by in the morning? I'll be staying in Atchison tonight, so I can head over first thing in the morning, get there by...say, nine thirty?”
Silas didn't mind in the slightest. “No problem Henry, tomorrow morning is fine.”
“Fantastic, thanks, Mr. Ander-son.” Silas pictured Neo dodging bullets in slow motion. “I'll see you at nine thirty sharp then, have a great evening, sir.”
Westover hung up and Silas set his phone down on the bathroom sink as he looked up into the mirror at himself. I need to eat something he thought as he turned on the faucet to wash his hands. He'd been coming in from the garage after putting some of Kate's boxes up in the rafters when the adjuster had called and had inadvertently walked into the bathroom while talking. As he waited for the tap water to get warm, Silas noticed the increasing gray hair he had coming in on the sides of his temples. Probably still years away from going gray, he still got a kick out of the fact that he was finally starting to get old. Or, older, as Kate used to say.
“You're not old, Silas. Just older.” Her voice echoed in his mind. He touched the water, still cold.  I have really got to call a plumber. He reached down and turned the water off and let out a heavy breath as he closed his eyes. A heavy and powerful frustration was coming over him and he instantly fought to control it. He had the sudden and overwhelming urge to hit something, hard. He squeezed his fists and looked back up at himself, hating what he saw, hating his aloneness, angry at nothing and everything. He stared at himself for several moments, thoughts racing through his head. There was Kate. The miscarriage. Crying and sobbing and anguish and... pain. Silas' eyes burned in his sockets as he felt rage mixed with tears welling just below the surface of his eyelids, ready to burst free and run down his face. Where was this coming from and why now. Somewhere in his mind, Silas heard a child's voice, full of wisdom and understanding say, “Step back, Dad. It's OK. Just relax. It's fine. Calm...”
Silas slowly unclenched his fists and eased his violent gaze. He instantly slumped his shoulders and looked away, ashamed but thankful that whatever the hell that had been was now fading away.
Episodes like this had happened every so often since word of Kate's death had arrived and Silas had had way worse than what he'd just experienced. There were also truly dark days where he was barely able to hold on to any semblance of sanity. She was gone, gone forever, and she had taken whatever sense of normalcy he'd had with her.
And there was Molly. She had never even been born and yet Silas felt like she was still a part of him, part of Kate, and still with him somehow. When things got bad for Silas, Molly would be the light in the darkness, a lighthouse, that would steer him back to safety.  A child he'd never met and a voice he'd never heard, except in his mind.
And then the missing hours, entire parts of days with little to no recollection of anything. Silas had stopped drinking entirely, and when it came to sleep, he was trying to get more of that too, convinced that these occurrences where symptoms of his screwy lifestyle. But even when those things were taken out of the equation and he was a straight and narrow arrow, what he'd experienced two days ago reinforced his growing belief that something was indeed going on. Something more than just his over-stimulated imagination or the demons that he thought he'd locked carefully away. He had not only had an experience, but he felt like he was conscious and aware of it, almost able to interact with it. Whatever it was.
But it's something, damnit. It's not in my head, it's real.
Silas looked down and noticed he hadn't fully turned off the faucet. A slow stream of water still dripped, and Silas found the sound of the water hitting the drain stop mesmerizing.
It all had something to do with water, he thought. Water, being immersed in it, even being around it, seemed to activate something…almost like it was a conduit between himself and someone, something, or... somewhere else. The time in the shower was the first, followed by the bathtub experiences. Silas was unable to explain any of it. For the past month, he had been purposefully trying to recreate and study the phenomenon as much as possible, intrigued by what it all meant, or what it could mean. Mostly, however, he wanted to make sure that it wasn’t all in his head.
The water was key. The bath itself was allowing Silas to somehow tap in to another level or stream of consciousness. He gathered that when he would immerse himself in water and allow his mind to “drift” as much as possible, strange things were happening. He would hear voices and sounds, real sounds, not just imagined ones.
He would take baths in the morning or early afternoon, and once under the water and “drifting”, as he called it, he would open his eyes to see no light at all or it would be a completely different times of day. Huge chunks of time were going missing and he had no idea how. One experience took place at roughly 11:30pm, and once drifting he opened his eyes and could clearly make out daylight flooding into the room. He had attempted to sit up out of the water during these episodes where things outside of the bath seemed to change, but he found that he was completely unable to move, at least easily, as if he were experiencing some sort of waking sleep paralysis.
In almost all the instances, Silas had also experienced some form of time loss, where minutes seemed to turn into hours. He would begin a drifting session at 9am, for example, and after ten minutes he would get out to find that the time was now 5:30pm. It was if time was rapidly speeding up as the drifting was beginning then would decelerate just as quickly as Silas came out of it.
Silas also worked out that the best results were happening when he would be almost, if not completely submerged, with only his mouth and nose above the surface of the water, obviously allowing him to breath.
What was more, laying still seemed to bring on the drifting much quicker than if he was moving, even slightly. He found that meditating also proved helpful to calm his mind and cancel out any outside thoughts or concerns. For this to work, whatever the hell it was that was working, Silas' mind needed to be as clear as possible, with only organic and naturally flowing thoughts to be allowed to drift in and out.

Notes: - Saturday, December 11 (Part I)
I cannot understand this at all, but I’m trying. My greatest fear right not is that I'm going to drown, given how crazy this all is with losing hours at a time in what seems like mere seconds. Anyway, I've come up with a list that I think is the sure-fire way to reach “the drift” as I like to call it. The best way I can describe it is that one minute everything is calm, quiet, and still, and then everything seems to sink backwards, like my mind is going down a funnel as if it's a liquid blob, taking my eyes with it. There is almost complete tunnel vision in my mind's eye and I hear something that sounds like cardboard being steadily dragged over carpet as it gets closer and closer until it is almost to the point of being right behind me...and then IN my head. I almost see the sound, as crazy as that seems, and then something bangs, really loud, and then silence. Perfect, exquisite silence, for minutes, as if it's testing me to see how I'll react…a staring contest in the dark.  The first few times, I found that if I moved, opened my eyes, or did anything other than lay still and calm, I would be “expelled” from the drift and the session would end. I've yet to make it past the silence-after-the-sound phase (SATS), but tonight we are going to see what lies beyond that! LOL, I cannot believe I'm keeping a diary on this. (note to self – get a will started...) (not that I have anything that anyone would want) (except Ali who might want my video game collection)
So, I've devised a “process” if you will. Steps, really; a list of things I think are integral to not only inducing a successful “drift” but arriving at and getting past the SATS phase, which as I mentioned earlier has thus far been unsuccessful.
I suppose if someone, probably me, will ever look back at this and try to make any sense of it, I'll need to put all of this in the most basic, reader-friendly terms possible. Maybe once I figure it all out, I can hire Neil deGrasse Tyson to explain it in down to Earth terms. I’m sorta feeling like a bastardized Dr. Ellie Arroway volunteering to jump down an unknown rabbit hole for the sake of science.
So anyway, lol, here it is, ladies and gentlemen. THE PROCESS FOR DRIFTING: (I'll try to put them in the order that I do them...if that helps. I think it does.)
- A Silas Anderson Experiment (All Rights Reserved :)
Notes: - Saturday, December 11 (Part II) – THE PROCESS (SYNC>DRIFT>SATS>?)
 
	The bath water needs to be slightly below what most people would consider hot. I’m not saying lukewarm, but it needs room to adjust to the body temperature without going below it. “Sync” seems to only happen once the body and the water reach co-equal temperatures. This can be time consuming, so I found it better to keep the bathroom somewhat on the cold side so that the water temperature drops more steadily.







 
	The water needs to be able to cover my entire body, minus the nose and mouth. (**See upcoming notes for helpful tips on how NOT to drown while doing this) In order to immerse my entire body in what I will affectionally call this “tub designed for little old ladies”, I’ve devised a sort of pretzel maneuver to bend my legs crisscross applesauce to fit them in and under the water. I have been learning beginner yoga from an attractive young lady on YouTube to maximize my flexibility in this endeavor. Probably the only time in my life I’ve been grateful that I’m not taller because this probably wouldn’t work, at least in this tub. No way, no how. That’s not to say that I’m an easy fit. The tub is not that deep, so filling it to the brim is a must, which proved at first to be a pain in the ass since that little round plate called the “overflow cover” lets water drain if the level gets too high.  Either way, I caulked that thing shut! I can’t believe I never knew what that plate was until now.







 
	I’ve found it optimal to tilt my head back just enough so that my eyes go under water. I never got to the Drift Phase when they were above the surface, so I deem this necessary. I don’t let my head touch the bottom of the tub either, which is quite easy and effortless given its seemingly natural buoyancy. Coupled with slow and steady breathing, I find that my head just sort of bobs up and down ever so slightly and enhances my ability to relax overall. Once this bobbing effect starts to take place, water will (sometimes) naturally begin to seep into each ear canal, without the need to roll my head to the left or the right. If this doesn’t happen on its own, I can slightly roll left, and water will enter in successive “popping” sounds, or “clicks”, up to the number seven. Why seven? I don’t know but it’s seven. Rolling my head right will result in the same filling of the other ear canal, and once done, silence takes on a whole new level, trust me. Instantly my heartbeat is more noticeable and there is a low-level background noise that I can only describe as what people say the “ocean” sounds like thorough a seashell. Either way, that is the sound you want to hear, so I deem it another necessary component. It almost acts as white noise which is good given that it’ll cancel out any other outside noises like cars driving by or anything else that can pull you out of the moment.







 
	While I don’t think that light in the room, or outside for that matter, makes a difference, I’ve found it much easier to reach the Drifting Phase when there is no light whatsoever. While my eyes are underwater, I generally don’t open them. If I were to open them, whether intentionally or not, it’s nice not to run the risk of getting distracted with sight. Therefore, although I’ve conducted most of my tests during the evening, I plan on blacking out the window and closing the bathroom door, so I can reach Drift Phase easier during the day when needed.







 
	While I’m not certain that I even know what’s going on at this point, I can say that I am beginning to formulate an idea about what is happening. I’ll get to that in a minute.    What I do know is that after reaching the drift phase, it seems to help when I focus on specific memories, things that I can remember vividly, or at least picture in my mind’s eye.  The more focused I become on  something, or hyper-focused it seems, the quicker the SATS phase begins, and since seeing what’s after that is the primary goal right now, any way to expedite getting there is beneficial since each session usually ends up costing six to seven hours, at least, although it’s never seemed to go over eight for some reason, even if I drift longer than usual.  Think, think, and think more. I find a memory and let it consume me. I live in it. I think of every possible detail of it. If I remember an early Christmas morning in 1984, I need to feel the warmth of the heater kicking on. I need to smell the hot air as it blows out of the air vents, a unique smell that I always loved for some reason. What pajamas was I wearing? Transformers ones, light gray color, top and bottoms. No socks. A silk-screened glow-in the-dark Megatron on the shirt. No one else is up yet and my vision was a bit foggy. I never got up that early except on Christmas day.  I need to envision the carpet, the hallway, the drapes. The way the morning light was starting to come in through the windows as I walk down the hall. I get just far enough down the hallway to see the Christmas tree. My mom had left the tree lights on overnight…for Santa, obviously. I can see all the new presents that weren’t there last night when we went to bed. The big man in red came!







OK, you get the idea. That’s an example of how you must think. Vivid. You must see it. Smell it. You must be there, not just in a memory, but put yourself in that memory and lose track of the present. At least…that’s what I think works. It must, because when I do that, things happen. If I can’t focus my mind, nothing happens.

Note:  Obviously, I plan on revising this list and fine-tuning it as I think there is much, much more going on here. These five “rules” are only the beginning and I feel like once I can master the Silence after The Sound phase and get past it, a door to…something will open, and I can’t wait to see what’s on the other side. Here’s to sailing the oceans of the mind and finding new shores! 
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ONE SMALL STEP

Silas filled a glass of cold tap water and drank thirstily, refilling two more times. Yesterday he’d outlined what he now referred to as “The Process”, the rules and steps he believed were the key to unraveling the mystery of whatever it was that was happening to him in the bathtub. He’d experienced many hours of lost time, a few colds, and several headaches in the month since he’d first discovered what he believed to be a life changing set of events. If indeed he could successfully follow all the steps to sync, drift, and then reach the SATS phase, Silas felt that something big would reveal itself on the other side and today was the day to make that leap.
It was midday when he finished “light proofing” the bathroom. A half-eaten ham sandwich sat on the counter next to his neatly arranged notes on how this whole thing was going to go down. He’d even sketched out diagrams of how he thought this all worked and what to do and when to do it throughout the process. Silas didn’t expect that he’d share these experiences or notes with anyone, at least not yet, but he felt that proper documentation was a must and that if he was ever to make absolute sense of it, he had to write it all down so that he could be consistent each time.
Silas had duct taped a couple of dark purple pillow cases to the window which in turn had cut out all the light. He had also installed vinyl sweep to the bottom of the bathroom door to ensure no ambient light would make its way in and cause a distraction. He picked up his sandwich and walked out into the hallway, stopping to turn around and look back at the bathroom. He wasn’t sure why, but it felt like he had just built some sort of sensory deprivation chamber, and really it wasn’t that far off. While Silas didn’t anticipate any outside noise making it in, he’d researched amateur sound proofing techniques just in case he’d need to eliminate any ambient noise.
Silas walked into the front bedroom and up to the large plate glass window that looked out onto Danbury Drive. This neighborhood had always been a good one and the same neighbors, at least the living ones, remained. He looked beyond the rooftops of the homes across the street, to the rolling hills that seemed to rise into the sky. The dark clouds added to the ominous sense of scale, making the usually mundane hills look like a towering mountain range from some fantasy movie where an iron clad army of Orcs would soon come marching over, ready for bloody battle.
Silas finished his ham and cheese. Gentle drops of rain started to fall outside, and he watched a few hit the glass and trickle slowly down as his focus shifted slightly and he noticed a man on the other side of the street staring directly at him. In the same instant, the man turned and began walking as if he had realized that the other had seen him. So quickly did this happen that Silas questioned whether the man had been looking at him at all or if he was just glancing over as he walked. No, he was certain the man was stopped and fully facing towards the house. The way he suddenly turned and started walking was like he knew he’d been spotted. Silas watched as the strange man continued down Danbury Drive, not seeming to look back even once. He was on the tall side, maybe six feet two or three, clean shaven. He had thickly framed glasses on and was dressed in what appeared to be a black suit. If he’d had a top hat on, Silas mused that he would have reminded him of Edgeworth from Willy Wonka and The Chocolate Factory.
“Here to steal my process, are ya, old Edgy?” Silas said to himself as he continued to watch Edgeworth walk away, farther down the street. As he approached the the stop sign down at the corner, Silas could swear that the man looked both ways for oncoming traffic, and then did a quick glance back in his direction.
There’s a lot of folks in this neighborhood and I don’t know them all, Silas thought as he walked out to the kitchen and proceeded to fill a fourth glass of water. He gulped it down, threw the napkin that had been holding his sandwich into the trash and cracked his knuckles. They echoed off the barren walls of the kitchen and he sort of felt like a mafioso about to work over some dirtbag who owned money to the family. “Time to get to work, Silas.”
Before running the bath water, he checked to make sure his phone ringer was off and noticed two text messages from Ali.
Hey, what’s up? Did you extend your vacation or something? Lemme know, I thought you’d be back tomorrow but schedule says your off till after xmas?
Silas shrugged to himself with a slight smile on his face as he scrolled down to the second text:
Not that I care, lol, your vacation time is your vacation time. I was just checkin in to see if everything was ok. If you don’t mind, let me know if you’ll have some time and I’ll drop by some cookies. YOU KNOW I MAKE GOOD ONES!
Silas laughed and hit reply. As he did, he reached down and turned on the bath faucet and felt the water as it came out. Ice cold.
Hey Ali, sorry I didn’t reply to this earlier, been-busy today. Anyway, yes, I’m off until after New Year’s, I asked Janet in HR if I could just go ahead and use all my days since its use-or-lose now. Anyway, yes, your cookies are the best. I should be home all week and next so just text me.
Silas hit send as he checked the water again. Hot. He put the drain stopper down and let steaming hot water fill the bottom of the tub until it had completely covered the white porcelain beneath. He turned the handle to the medium setting and the water quickly became warm. Since Step 1 of the process dictated that in order to “sync” properly, the water needed to match Silas’ body temperature, he didn’t want it to get too hot as it would take much longer to cool down. Considering that his phone was going to be a huge distraction and the fact that he wasn’t expecting any important phone calls, Silas turned his ringer off and turned it upside down on bathroom sink. Out of sight, out of mind.
Silas undressed and took one last look at himself in the mirror before getting into the tub. His face looked tired to him and his hair was a mess. A three-day stubble was beginning to give way to the formation of a hockey playoff beard and like his head, wiry silver hairs jutted out in spots reminding him that he was officially a fortysomething and there was no going back. He looked down momentarily at his waist, which in the last month had trimmed down considerably, mostly due to him replacing beer and junk food with salad and water. Ever since he had begun experimenting with the process, he had noticed two major things about his diet. Firstly, heavy and greasy foods seemed to affect his ability to concentrate, and he was sure it had something to do with the old term, “food coma”. Switching to much lighter fare like greens, vegetables, and lean fish had made a drastic difference in what he perceived as his cognitive ability, and in such a short time. Whether anything ever came out of all of this, Silas had already vowed that his new diet was here to stay, regardless. The second thing was his water intake, rather, his body’s demand for water. He had always been a water drinker, but for the past few weeks, it had become a craving that could never seem to be satiated. Silas was thirsty all the time and he wondered if it had anything to do with the almost daily baths he was now taking. They’re more like underwater research trips than baths, but it is what it is, he thought. Coupled with his new diet, his constant water intake caused his excess pounds to quickly melt away and Silas, for the first time in over a year liked the way he looked again. Now if I could only get more sleep, he thought.
Silas walked back over to the tub and put one foot in. Feels ok, he thought, a little hot but not terrible. He reached back down and turned the dial so that the water cooled down a bit. He stepped his other foot in and stood there for a moment, a sense of excitement suddenly going through his mind. He felt like what he imagined an astronaut would feel when they were about to strap in on their way to the moon. He reached over to the adjacent wall and clicked off the light switch, shrouding the bathroom into complete darkness. Silas took a second to acclimate his eyes, making sure there were no rogue rays of light coming in from anywhere and then squatted down slowly, proceeding to slide forward onto his knees. He reached out in the darkness and felt for the dial again. Finding it, he turned it back up ever so slightly and then sat himself down, the water coming up to his waist as he did so. Slowly, he laid back while pushing his feet against the inner front wall of the tub, pushing his body backwards slightly as his shoulders touched the rear wall of the clawfoot. He then slid his upper body downwards, his head propped up as he did so allowing roughly half of his body to become submerged. Silas had never realized how loud the pipes were in this old house until right now and for some reason they seemed louder than ever before. To him it sounded like he was in a huge factory of moving parts, steam engines and huge gears grinding around and round.
The water rose steadily, and the temperature was perfect, slightly above warm, not too hot. Once it got to the point where Silas could maneuver his legs crisscross, making his entire body submerged except his head, he used his right foot to turn off the faucet and then brought his leg back down and crossed both under the surface of the water. He wriggled his body around a bit, adjusting himself to fit perfectly under the surface, knowing that once he angled his head back the water would rise again slightly.
Satisfied that he was “in position”, Silas gently relaxed his neck and let the back of his head begin to sink into the water until both of his ears were submerged. He stopped once the level reached the sides of his eye sockets, taking one last look into the blackness of the room before letting the top of his head sink backwards under the water. He moved slowly, feeling the warm water cover his now closed eyelids, stopping again just as the level reached the bridge of his nose. All that was exposed now were his nostrils and mouth and he felt oddly like a dolphin coming up for air on an endless ocean. His head floated almost freely without any effort and he remained still for a few moments, taking in the calm that came with the warmth and the darkness. Slowly, Silas rolled his head right and he instantly felt the first water pop and then the second as it began to fill his left ear canal. Three pops, four, five…six. Silas waited a full minute before the seventh and final pressure pop sounded and then gently rolled his head to the left. One, two…three…four. This one was taking longer. Ear wax, Silas wondered? Pop, pop, pop! The last pops clicked in quickly and with both ear canals full of water he found himself enveloped in a cocoon of muted sound which consisted only of his own breathing and his now audible heartbeat.
Silas had now entered what he had dubbed the “Sync Phase”. This was when, according to his notes, he needed to begin focusing on a specific memory, time, and place. Once engrossed into a specific memory, where all he was thinking about was it and it alone, he would be in the “Drift Phase”. This was where he reasoned things got interesting. If the memory was vivid enough and he was able to shut all other thoughts and distractions out of his mind, something miraculous would begin to happen. It was also during this phase that Silas had noted that in previous experiments, faint smells or sounds seemed to waft in and out of his consciousness, although he wasn’t quite sure if they were real or he was just imagining them.
A low hum would then become audible in the distance, getting louder and louder until it was almost unbearable. Suddenly, a huge noise, which Silas likened to a huge sheet of steel or aluminum landing flat on the ground after falling from a considerable height would occur, immediately ending or turning off the hum sound. “THWACKBOOM” is how he described it. After that, an utter and complete silence would take over. This he called the “Silence After The Sound” phase, or SATS phase.
Silas let his thoughts wander and tried not to focus too hard on any specific thing just yet, instead wanting whatever memory or memories to come organically and without being forced. He had figured that once something interesting came into his mind, he could then sort of steer its course to some extent and have a little more control. He had successfully Synced and was now beginning to enter the Drift Phase, feeling completely relaxed as his head hovered in the water, weightless.
He subtly reminded himself not to focus too much on the tub itself, or even the room for that matter, as he mentally pushed those thoughts away and tried to concentrate on the warm water around him, silent and still. For an instant he thought that he smelled something cooking, but it was gone before he could identify what it was. It came and went so quickly that he wondered if he had simply imagined it.
Just then it came again and lingered for a moment. Beef. Or… hamburgers? Silas imagined the scent of a beef patty sizzling in a heavy cast iron pan. Again, the smell was gone in an instant but to Silas, there was no mistaking what it was now.
He thought of his grandmother cooking dinner in the kitchen, hamburgers frying in a seemingly indestructible black pan that she pretty much cooked everything in. Silas imagined that this cast iron could most likely survive a nuclear blast and be around until the end of time. The same pan now hung in the kitchen, and Silas rarely used it, and in fact, his grandmother was probably the last person to have even touched it. This made Silas smile slightly as he remembered her dashing around the kitchen, preparing breakfast, lunch, and dinner. Even though she had spent 35 years as a registered nurse, she had embraced retirement and had no problem at all being the cook and cleaner. Silas’ grandfather had worked well into his seventies, and without her he probably would have lived off peanut butter and jelly sandwiches. Over the years he had taken care of all the honey-do items around the house and was as handy as any paid plumber or contractor. He kept the gardens green, the roof sturdy, and the vehicles running, so she was more than happy to take care of the rest. She also adored cooking and cleaning as it gave her a chance to listen to her favorite oldies radio station throughout the day. In the afternoon she would even pause to catch an episode or two of Streets of San Francisco or Colombo. In the evenings, during dinner, it was always the five o’clock news and afterwards, they would both sit down for an episode of Cheers before winding down for the night.
Silas could still smell the hamburgers, even though he was aware that the scent wasn’t in the air anymore.
And then it began. The sound…the hum. Silas almost didn’t notice it at first, but when he did, he gently pushed aside his natural tendency to overanalyze it. It began almost like someone slowly turning up the volume of a speaker not hooked up to anything in a quiet room. It was a low-level hum, not high pitched or overly deep, just a neutral, even tone. He had the distinct sensation that the sound wasn’t getting louder, per se, but closer, like an approaching freight train.
He pictured his grandfather reading the newspaper after dinner, sitting in his favorite recliner next to an unlit fireplace. All around him were books on every subject conceivable, and next to him on a little cork cup holder was his nightly glass of whiskey, neat. Silas heard the Cheers theme in his mind as it came on the little color television that sat in the corner of the living room. His grandmother loved Cheers and had never missed an episode. She thumbed through an issue of Better Homes & Gardens as Gary Portnoy’s voice cut in.
Making your way in the world today, takes everything you've got.
Silas felt a mild chill run down his spine as the hum was now getting closer and louder. As it did so, he thought he felt a mild vibration as well, in unison with the hum. It intensified faster than usual this time, as if whatever was causing it had started running toward Silas rather than walking. The freight train had sped up.
Taking a break from all your worries, sure would help a lot.
Silas shuddered and was almost certain he was about to lose the drift. The sound became thunderous, a booming wall of intensity that seemed to surround him like the witch kings of Mordor searching for the One Ring. You will not have it today, Black Captain!
He saw his grandfather pick up his whiskey tumbler and take a sip, a satisfied warmth showing on his face as he did so. The hum was almost deafening now, and Silas felt a stronger vibration, something he had never felt at this stage before. It took everything he had to stay in the moment, to focus on his grandparents, and the whiskey, and the television. The bookshelves and their books, his grandmother and her magazine; and… was that popcorn popping in the microwave? Silas felt a complete sense of surrealism and de ja vu which was almost impossible to comprehend over the thundering hum of the sound.
Wouldn’t you like to get away?
Silas swore to himself that the piano sounded like it was in the hallway. The hum roared and muffled the music out completely. He tried not to stiffen his muscles or resist the temptation to open his eyes, and then, with a towering crescendo that seemed to permeate Silas’ very being, the hum cut off instantly, leaving no echo, not a single trace that it had ever been there in the first place. The silence that had taken its place was, for lack of a better word, “beautiful”, he thought. The quiet didn’t last however as he slowly became aware of sound outside of the bathroom. Real sound, albeit muffled because his ears were underwater. But it was there, there was absolutely no mistaking it. Silas opened his eyes and almost gasped as it felt like he’d been holding his breath. He was also stunned to see some sort of light coming from out in the hallway, blurred but real. He raised his head slightly out of the water so that his eyes could see clearly and blinked several times. Water gushed out of both ears as he surfaced, and he was overcome with an overwhelming sense of vertigo.
• • •
Two things stuck in Silas’ mind before he blacked out, things he would later document and add to his growing list of observations, rules, procedures, and processes. Two things that he heard and saw clear as day before he slipped backwards into a black vacuum of unconsciousness.
When he had opened his eyes above the surface of the water, he very clearly and distinctly saw the bathroom as it had been when he was a child. The white tile flooring that resembled something out of an institution, the insanely pink paint on the lightly textured walls, and the unmistakable green shine of the toilet, a design decision that screamed late sixties fabulous. Silas could not believe what he had seen, but there was no getting around the fact that this was the same bathroom he was in now but somehow, he was seeing it at some point in the distant past.
The second thing that struck Silas before the darkness took him was the music that kicked in, almost on que. It wasn’t in his head, he wasn’t imagining it. He heard it as clearly with his ears as he had seen the bathroom décor with his eyes.
Sometimes you want to go
Where everybody knows your name!
It was coming from the living room, where he knew their television was, and then he heard their voices. Voices from his past, of a loving old couple that would watch a little TV and sip a bit of Bourbon before bed time, and then… everything faded, and Silas slipped back in to the abyss.
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Silas woke to a cold, empty tub. As he slowly opened his eyes, he saw that he was still laying on his back, but his right leg was up and over the side wall. He stared down at his left foot for a moment and reasoned that he must have instinctively kicked the drain lever at some point, although he was unsure of how or when.
He felt like hell and figured he probably looked like it too. His gratefulness that the water had drained was twofold, that it had probably saved him from drowning and that although he was far from warm, being in cold bathwater for hours would have been worse.
Silas got up and grabbed a white terry cloth towel off the rack over the toilet. He instantly remembered the vision of the old bathroom and how that rack hadn’t been there until about five years ago. He looked down at his white porcelain toilet and shook his head as he pictured the awful green of the old one that he had completely forgot ever existed. Not your best interior design decision, Grandma, Silas thought.
Drying what little water was still left on him, Silas half stumbled out of the tub and walked to the mirror. Aside from looking a bit tired and cold, he was surprised he didn’t appear worse. He tied the towel around his waist and picked up his journal which he had placed on the counter in order to remind himself to write down his experience before he forgot the details. He had remembered reading somewhere that the best way to remember dreams was to immediately document them when you woke up in the morning. Silas believed that the same would apply to “the process”.
As he picked up the spiral notebook, he glanced at his overturned cell phone, turning it over to glance at the time which in turn showed that it was only a little past two in the afternoon. Silas had expected to return at least six to seven hours after he’d started, which seemed to be the usual time loss, but this session was only slightly more than two hours.
Even though his phone had a stylus and can take down notes digitally, Silas felt more comfortable writing with pen and paper, feeling it lent a more “sciency”, experimental feel to the whole thing. He’d even toyed with getting a large white board for the bathroom wall where he could write down all his findings and draw diagrams.
Ok, slow down, Good Will Hunting.
Silas took out the pen which was inserted into the wire spiral part of his notebook and clicked it open. He turned to the first available blank page and began writing.
Notes: Saturday, December 11th – 2:15pm
Whoa. Ok, that was wild. And by wild, I mean SERIOUSLY, what the hell happened in there?!
Here’s what I think:
Water was good. Reached sync fast, followed by the drift phase which happened quickly. Apparently, my mind and body were one! Then came the memory that I seemed to focus on which was of gram and gramps chilling out on the couch watching Cheers. Gramps was having his signature glass of bourbon and Gram was reading a magazine. The more I thought about it, or… pictured it rather, the more real it seemed.
I remember smelling hamburgers or something that she was cooking for dinner. I mean, I really smelled it. It wasn’t my mind playing tricks, I mean, you don’t just imagine smelling hamburgers out of nowhere, right? Well, unless you’re the Hamburgler, maybe.
FOCUS.
Ok, so the SATS phase came on fast too, I mean there was almost no effort once I started thinking about Gram and Gramps. The hum started and got close, and then, get ready for this, I heard that freaking Cheers theme song. HEARD it just like I SMELLED the hamburgers cooking. Icing on the cake was the bathroom, which I’m still trying to wrap my head around. I can MAYBE explain away smelling something and hearing sounds… maybe, but I SAW that damn bathroom in all its retro glory, pea soup green toilet and all. Pink walls, wallpaper, those dark wood paneled cabinets under the sink. I mean, I clearly…with open eyes saw it. It wasn’t a dream, it was clearer than a dream is. I’ve had many of them over the years and this was not a dream. Period. Dot.
Ok, so after blowing my own mind seeing a bathroom I haven’t seen since I was like 8, everything got small, like small-SMALL. Best way I can describe it is like my eyes were video cameras and they began zooming out. Waaay out. I’ve never had “tunnel vision”, at
least I don’t think I have, but this is what I think it would be like. After that, it was lights out Silas.
So, that gets us to right now. What’s also odd and of note is the time loss, or lack thereof compared to the other experiments. I get that the whole process initiated quickly, not to mention that I seemed to get past the SATS phase successfully, but I only lost a little over two hours. Every other attempt has had me losing anywhere from six, seven, to eight hours!! There was even that one time a few weeks ago where it was ten hours. I need to figure that out, even though I have no idea how.
Anyway, that’s today’s experiment. I’m tempted to try again tonight but I feel like I need to get some rest and start fresh tomorrow. That’s it. I’ll be BAAACK!
• • •
Silas didn’t wait for tomorrow. At approximately 8:00pm, he was back in the water, with everything set to go. Having worked everything over after writing his last entry, Silas was chomping at the bit to try it again, and this time he was determined to make it farther than before. He had prepared himself by taking a short nap followed by a light lunch of microgreens and water as well as some leftover smoked salmon. Trying to list reasons for passing out, or blacking out, or whatever it was that had ejected him from the process earlier in the day, he felt hunger might have played a role as he hadn’t eaten anything substantial since yesterday at lunch. He didn’t count the two bites of the breakfast burrito he had had this morning, so he reasoned it was perfectly plausible that he simply needed body fuel.
As soon as drift was achieved, Silas was overcome by a deep sense of relaxation mixed with an odd sense of foreboding. He couldn’t quite place it, but this drift felt different somehow. Then again, he had also never tried the process twice in one day and he was almost waiting for weird things to happen. He didn’t know why, but it was almost like he felt a presence in the room, as if someone was standing just outside the bathtub, looking down on him. Not wanting to risk jeopardizing the drift phase he had easily slid into on this go-around, he decided not to open his eyes for a quick look, not to mention the lights were off and he wouldn’t see anything anyway.
Silas cleared his mind and relaxed his shoulders which he could feel tensing up reflexively. It’s just nerves, Silas.
It’s going to work this time, I believe it.
Silas began to think about his earlier experience and the old bathroom that he remembered as a child. He thought of the music that had seemed like it was coming from the television in the living room. He smiled as he remembered the amazing scent of steamy hamburgers and seeing the last warm rays of sunlight coming in through the old shutters behind the kitchen table. Orange and red and yellow, a perfect ray shone down on the floor and almost made a shape that looked like a little banzai tree. Like that one from The Karate Kid. Silas had always wanted one of those as a kid, he just needed Mr. Miyagi to teach him how to prune it properly. Lazy days at his grandparents’ house in summer, when his mom and dad would let him spend the night there for days on end, or at least until his grandparents got tired of him, which was never. It was a warm afternoon in July, right Silas? Why not, it coulda been any day back then. Those days were the best.
He pictured his Nintendo hooked up to the television in the living, a rented copy of Friday The 13th inserted. I used to rent that game over and over. Why didn’t they just buy it for me? Those rentals had to add up. Silas was laying on his stomach in the middle of the living room floor, propped up on a couple of couch pillows. To his right sat a half empty can of orange soda and an open can of cheese balls. Proper gamer grub.
He wasn’t even aware of the rising hum that was slowly creeping towards him as he led his gangly group of camp counselors to safety, lighting fireplaces and hurling rocks at demon crows and zombies. Man, oh man I can taste those cheese balls. A rare lull in the otherwise intense action allowed Silas to sneak a quick sip of his soda, and that’s when he heard it, the approaching hum.
Silas breathed steadily, in through his nose and gently out of his mouth. His eyes darted left and right, up and down underneath his closed eyelids, over them lay only an inch of water. The music of the video game was infectious, and Silas hummed along with it. Suddenly, his thoughts shifted to playing the same game, but at his own house, and how it wasn’t quite the same without the snacks. Soda and cheeseballs didn’t fly like they did at grandmas. The hum was quickly to the point of deafening and Silas found it slightly uncomfortable this time, aware that it wasn’t the gentle lead up like previous experiments. It was as if the sound knew exactly where he was this time and it was coming directly for him.
With a loud bang that sort of reminded Silas of what a gong smash would sound like underwater, every image was wiped completely from his mind’s eye and utter silence ensued. It was the ultimate sound of nothing, what Silas imagined the moment of death sounding like. He no longer felt the bottom of the tub and wondered if he had even been aware of it in the first place. His mind began to race as he tried to subdue any overreactions that might ruin the whole thing. Go with it, Silas, go with it.
Silas had experienced the SATS phase only a handful of times, but he was certain that the feeling he was having right now was wholly unique. He somehow felt incredibly lucid and aware of himself, both physically and mentally, as if at any moment he could stand up and walk around in the darkness without consequence. He felt a sense of control and purpose amongst the silence that permeated his very being and almost instinctively, his right arm lifted out of the water and touched the smooth, cold porcelain of the tub wall. He grasped on to it as his left arm did the same on the other side, together with his right pulling his body up into a sitting position. Eyes still closed, Silas felt the water drain from his ears and run down the sides of his neck, but there was no sound. No dripping, no splashing, nothing. He felt almost numb from the waist down, the feeling that his lower body was asleep but slowly waking. He sensed light begin to enter his awareness, like standing in front of a window as the sun shone in, embracing its brightness and warmth. He knew there was light in the room and he was instantly overcome with a feeling of deep peace and an overwhelming sense of physical wellness. In other words, Silas felt great.
His body didn’t ache or feel tired, it didn’t beg for more sleep and his head felt clearer than it had in ages, he almost didn’t want to open his eyes for fear it would end.
The first sound to break the silence was a single drop of water, then several, and Silas’ hearing faded in, almost like it was being controlled with a volume dial. The bathroom was quiet except for the gentle sound of the bathwater moving around him. Then the slow pass by of an airplane overhead, Silas took it in and savored it, the low rumble approaching and then passing. He knew enough about aircraft to know that it was a prop plane and not a jet. The sound faded somewhere to the south east and Silas remained still, eyes closed, listening. His hearing was back, and the warmth of light he felt on his face was both soothing and intriguing. He had begun the process a little after 8pm and he knew there was no way the sun would be out right now, unless he had had another time loss and it was the next morning. The notion of another failed experiment didn’t so much make Silas angry as it did disappointed. That said, the feeling of physical and mental peace remained, and he reasoned that even if this had been another crapshoot attempt, at least he had come out well rested this time.
When Silas did begin to open his eyes, it wasn’t the pink paint on the walls, nor the old institutional white tiles on the floor that took his breath away. As his eyelids opened and the fogginess began to dissipate, he looked down at his feet which lay motionless under the water. He scanned upwards to the spout and then to the wall behind it where a little shelf was hung that held some white bar soap, a bottle of shampoo, and something else that he hadn’t seen in over thirty years.
A little yellow duck, made of vinyl or rubber, with little blue eyes and a happy smile formed on its bill looked back at Silas. There was no mistaking it, Silas thought, it was his favorite bath time buddy, his feathered friend of the tub, a vivid childhood memory laser-etched in his mind, and one he would never forget. And here it was, sitting directly in front of him, looking nearly brand new. Silas hadn’t remembered what ever happened to that little rubber duck, it mostly likely went in the trash sometime after Silas gave up interest in taking baths. But for now, it was here.
Silas stared at Mr. Duck, not quite believing his eyes, but realizing this was no dream. At least… it wasn’t like any dream he had ever had before. He knew this was real and that the process had worked, he knew he was farther into it than he had ever gotten before. He wasn’t sure how long it would last, if moving any more would disrupt it all and send him back, or if he was free to take another risk and try to stand up. Silas looked to his right and sure enough, there stood the green toilet. He laughed out loud, which almost became a choked-up cry as a single tear formed under his eye. He never thought he’d be so glad to see that god-awful green monstrosity of a toilet ever again, but now that he looked at it, he realized that it along with the floor tile and the paint and Mr. Duck meant that something truly amazing had happening. Somehow, he was in the past, that is the only way he could explain it to himself. He had to have opened some sort of rift or portal to allow this to be playing out, he thought.
Am I able to interact? Or am I merely an observer, and like a history museum, can I only look but not touch?
Silas quickly answered his own questions as he used both hands to lift his body up, pulling his legs back and settling into a kneeling position in the tub. So far, so good, he thought, whatever I’m doing isn’t disrupting the “connection” apparently.
Taking a deep breath, he brought one leg forward and using his arms to hold on to the edge of the tub, stood fully upright. No dizziness, not vertigo. Silas felt fine, and he stood there looking at the open bathroom door for a full minute, still partially expecting to stumble over and blackout. When that didn’t happen, he took his first step up and out of the tub, one hand pressed against the pink wall for balance. A slew of thoughts were racing through his mind as he looked down at the floor tile and then up at the wall and sink on the other side of the bathroom. When is this? How far can I go? And then a more sobering thought, is anyone else here?
The house was silent as far as Silas could tell. Without knowing more details, he had literally no idea what could possibly be waiting for him in the hallway, or anywhere else here for that matter. It was then that he realized that he was dripping all over the floor. He looked around for his towel and then felt a little foolish realizing that his towel wouldn’t be here, if here was where he thought it was.
The past.
Silas fought the urge to focus on that notion and its implications until he found a towel, made sure he was alone, and took stock of his situation.
A light brown hand towel hung on a brass towel ring next to the sink, but no bath towels in sight. Once again feeling foolish, Silas had to force himself to remember that this was also his house, well at least it was a few minutes ago, and that the linen closet was right outside the bathroom door and across the hall. Well, here we go, Silas said to himself as he slowly crept across the cold tile floor to the doorway. He was instantly hit with a whiff of his grandmother’s perfume as he passed the vanity on his way to the hall. Once there, he placed both hands on the doorframe and peeked his head out carefully to make sure the coast was clear. He still heard nothing in the house, not a radio, not a TV, and surely no movement. He listened a bit longer, looking left and right, up and down the hall. To his right, down hall and through a door was his grandfather’s study, which looked exactly as Silas had remembered it. A large wooden desk sat partially out of view, a stack of various papers, books, and a clear class jar full of quarters stood out, catching a glint of sunlight from the front window. I wonder how much ended up being in that thing, Silas wondered, probably a few hundred at least.
To his left was the master bedroom, his bedroom, but for the moment, it was as he remembered his grandparents had kept it, immaculately clean and neat. The shades covering the large back windows were drawn, only letting in a muted morning light, perfect for Saturday sleep-ins, Silas mused. Although he had installed more modern plantation shutters a few years ago, the same ambiance still gave way to lazy mornings with a cup of coffee and a good book. He imagined Kate lying next to him on the bed, sipping her latte (because it had to be a latte) and giggling at the latest Instagram memes. Silas blinked away the memory and stepped barefoot out into the hallway, the hardwood floor giving a slight creak which reminded him of a haunted house. Still sounds the same, he thought, no sneaking around in this place.
Continuing to pan left and right, half-expecting at any moment for someone resembling his grandmother to come scurrying around the corner, Silas reached for and opened the linen closet and instantly smelled the fresh towels and blankets, a smell only made possible by a mix of Fels-Naptha and an entire morning of sunbaked drying goodness accompanied by a light breeze filtered by the huge lemon tree next to the posts. Silas wasn’t sure if this magical combination was the cause of his grandmother’s signature scented laundry, but he had always told her that she should have patented it and sold it for millions. Ah, Gram’s Goodness…buy it today and smell it tomorrow.
Grabbing the first white terry cloth he saw, Silas opened it and wiped off his face and neck, proceeding down his body and continuing to his legs and feet. Wrapping the towel around his waist, he grabbed another smaller towel and threw it on the floor, using his right foot to steer it around, cleaning up the excess water that he had dripped over from the bathtub. He continued drying the floor into the bathroom and then picked up the towel and slung it over his shoulder. Still unsure of what this all was, but aware that if he was indeed somehow in the past, enough time travel movies had proven you don’t just leave evidence of your presence lying around.
Two wet towels won’t stick out, Silas thought, I’ll just throw ‘em in the hamper out in the garage before I leave. He thought it eerie how much the lay of the house as they had kept it was coming back to him.
Silas walked back out into the hall and again stopped to listen for any sound that would signal he wasn’t alone. He wondered what the chances were that he had completely lucked out and that his grandparents weren’t home right now.
Talk about a cosmic roll of the dice!
Silas ventured that it would be helpful to know what day and time it was currently. Was it a Sunday morning? If so, he thought, they would be at church and then Bocce for at least a few hours. His grandmother did all the grocery shopping and volunteered at the local Boy & Girls Club, while and his grandfather was a regular down at the hardware store as well as an avid fisherman, so those possibilities existed as well. There was also the frightening realization that they were both home, his grandpa in the backyard working on some new project and his grandma in the next room over, frozen in fear thinking she had just heard footsteps in the hallway.
Silas reassured himself that unless his grandparents were being ninjas and otherwise remaining unusually silent, he was alone in the house. He walked, softly, down the hall and around the first corner, carefully peeking into the family room and then on to the adjacent living room and back sliding door. Just as he’d remembered, the old couches were still there, made of a light gold plush material that always had reminded Silas of a stuffed animal. Along the walls were frames containing pictures of Silas’ relatives and an old stereo tuner that his grandma would turn on in the afternoons while she read her paper. The same style curtain as the master bedroom hung in the windows here as well, casting a dim light onto a large painting of a forest that hung on the wall next to the loveseat. The carpet was a low-pile affair, a slightly darker gold than the couches, and together with the cream-colored walls, the room looked very high end for its time.
All the lights in the house seemed to be off and the way the sun was coming in through the windows told Silas it must have been only seven or eight in the morning at the most. The only clocks he remembered were an analog on the oven in the kitchen and a brass wall clock in the living room which hung over the fireplace. Silas figured the kitchen would be quicker and stepped to his left and through the doorway.
As he walked through the large alcove leading to the kitchen, he was quickly distracted from looking directly at the oven clock, finding himself overcome with nostalgia. The kitchen, although entirely a work of late nineteen seventies design options, was exactly how he had remembered as a kid. The floor was a light green vinyl with a repeating pattern of what looked like fleur-de-lis shapes, leading up to equally green, if not greener cabinets and drawers. Seriously, with the green in this place, gram!
Silas noticed there wasn’t a microwave in sight and just took a wild guess that this had to be mid to late 80s, at most. Even though his grandparents had never remodeled the kitchen while they had lived there, they did get a microwave at some point when he was about 8 or 9, so its absence answered part of Silas’ question as to when this was.
He glanced over to the fridge, and white Philco V-handle. Silas immediately walked over and grabbing one arm of the giant V that served as the fridge’s handle opened the door. A bright white light blinked on and Silas almost laughed out loud as he choked back a second wave of nostalgic tears. Five dark brown stumpy bottles of Lucky Lager lined the door shelves along with a few bottles of Coke and what looked like some hardboiled eggs. A few pudding cups, freshly made, were arranged neatly on the top shelf and Silas had to restrain himself from grabbing one right then and there. Some various uncooked meats were visible through the glass top of the bottom compartment and he guessed they were likely short ribs, perhaps a strip steak or two, and some pork chops. Gramps loved pork chops. And applesauce.
Silas whispered the words aloud, “Pork chopsh and applesaush,” emphasizing the “sh” at the ends.
Closing the fridge, Silas turned around, remembering to check the time on the oven, which read 7:50am. He turned back around and scanned the kitchen, looking for anything that would tell him the day. This wasn’t an era of smartphones and Alexa’s, he thought. The only thing that was “instant” back then was rice.
Wait, gram’s calendar!
Without a second thought, Silas walked around to the other side of the fridge and there, just as he’d remembered it, was a magnetic calendar from the Mexican bar & grill downtown, Tequila Mockingbird. They gave them out for free every year to their customers. Diligently, his grandma had marked and X on each date as it passed, it was one of the first things she did in the kitchen every morning. The first date box with no X was Sunday, April 14th.
Then he saw it… the year. Looking up at the kitchen again he noticed his breathing was becoming heavier and he struggled to suddenly make sense of what was happening. This was all a lot to consider at once and each new thing was piling higher and higher on top of him. He looked back at the calendar and everything came to a halt. Silas wanted to think that he had been ready for this, but now he was beginning to realize that he wasn’t ready for any of it.
There, in big red print at the top of the calendar, superimposed over a picture of the Mexican pyramid at Teotihuacan were four numbers that seemed to shout themselves out loud to Silas. He stared at them, holding his own breath… 1985.
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Silas found a pair of navy-blue sweatpants and a white V-neck t-shirt in his grandfather’s dresser and put them on. A worn pair of off-brand sneakers were sitting next to the bed, so throwing them on with no socks, Silas got up and headed out of the bedroom, down the hall and into the entry way. He had made the decision that going outside was a priority.               Even though he knew that this was probably a bad idea and that he should instead stay in the house to better acclimate with his new surroundings, Silas figured that he may never get this opportunity again. He felt like he had to go outside and see for himself if this was more than some elaborate hallucination.
He looked in the mirror next to a small coat rack by the front door and used his fingers to comb over his hair, so it didn’t look like a disheveled mess. Wait a second, Silas thought. I can’t just waltz out the front door like I own the place. What if a neighbor sees me or something and calls the cops? Even though he was almost one hundred percent certain that his grandparents were at church and then on to bocce, for the next few hours at least, he was also aware that there was a potentially living, breathing neighborhood out there that could very well mistake him for an intruder. The thought of what that could lead to scared the hell out of Silas and he decided to make sure the coast was clear before galivanting around the neighborhood like he owned the place. He tucked the white t-shirt into the sweatpants and by some miracle saw his grandfather’s Walkman sitting on the bookshelf behind him in the family room.  I’m just a jogger taking a jog, Silas thought. Perfect cover!
Silas picked up the Philips Walkman, a Skymaster 4 which was a relic by today’s standards and knew this is just what he needed to provide some cover should someone give him a sideways glance. Along with the Walkman was a pair of headphones that made today’s earbuds look like Micro Machines, complete with fluffy orange foam ear pads. He didn’t plan on turning it on, but just out of sheer curiosity, Silas popped open the lid and saw a Killer On a Rampage cassette turned on its A-side. No way, Silas grinned. Gramps, you old fox.
Much like his own father, Silas’ grandfather, Theodore Anderson was a man who had one foot in the present and the other firmly in the past. Grandpa Anderson would just as soon scold you for not setting a napkin on your lap during dinner as he would challenging you to a round of Joust on Atari 2600. Silas imagined his grandfather taking a walk around the neighborhood while Electric Avenue beat through his headphones. He had to have been one of the only seventy-year old’s around Topeka that rocked Eddy Grant in his tape player.
Silas headed toward the back sliding door, unlocked it, and slipped out. He quickly admired the beautifully landscaped getaway-of-a-backyard that his grandparents had crafted over the years and vowed to spend more time with it and the rest of the house, should he get the chance. He was now dead-set on seeing the street. Silas become certain that if he could experience walking down the sidewalk of this old neighborhood and see the other houses, the cars, and perhaps the people, it would all come together, and he could truly believe that this was all indeed what it seemed to be. He could believe that he wasn’t crazy, and that this wasn’t all a figment of his imagination.
Not wanting to make too much noise, Silas carefully avoided going down the left side of the house as he remembered the people that lived there had a huge dog that liked to bark at strangers. Instead, he opted to go down the other side which was more concealed by an oversized oleander bush.  As he neared the side gate, he suddenly felt a lump form in his throat and he noticed he had begun to sweat a bit, not because it was warm, but because he was getting nervous. Come on, Silas, you came this far, no go a little farther.
Reaching the gate, he unhooked the latch from the redwood beam that held it closed. Before opening it, he peeked his head slightly up and over the top to survey the street.  No one in sight, that’s a good sign. Even though it was relatively early on a Sunday morning, Silas figured that most people were up already, probably reading their morning papers, sipping coffee, or like his grandparents, at church. This was 1985, people didn’t have Netflix or the internet to keep them up all night, they went to bed and actually got up in the morning.
He recognized the house across the street as the Stirling’s, with a white 1978 Chrysler Newport parked backwards on the driveway. If memory served, Silas guessed that an old ’63 Ford Falcon was parked in the garage, up on blocks and the hood missing. Horace Sterling had been restoring it for years after buying it dirt cheap from a wrecking lot. He would tinker on it for hours some nights, and occasionally Silas and his grandfather would walk over to say hello. Mr. Sterling would usually offer Theo a cold beer from the icebox and Silas a bottle of Coke. He would pop off the lids with a wrench, and the two men would talk shop and swap jokes back and forth, sometimes including Silas in on the conversations. He had loved every minute of it, hanging out with the men, as his grandmother had called it. Mr. Sterling never finished his car as he would pass away in 1989 of a heart attack. Theo had helped Horace’s wife Grace sell the Falcon after he had died, and from that day on there were no more Cokes or slightly inappropriate jokes in Mr. Sterling’s garage. Silas briefly thought how cool it would be to see Horace again, laying under his old car, covered in grease, with Creedence Clearwater Revival blasting on a little boombox in the corner. Keep rollin’ on that grapevine, Mr. Sterling.
The house immediately to the left of the Sterling’s was owned by a little old lady named Margaret who never left her backyard except to go inside and watch Days of Our Lives… and sleep. Maybe she slept in the garden, who knows? She was an obsessive gardener in the spring and summer and an avid painter in the winter. She sort of had a sort of Boo Radley reputation with all the neighborhood kids on account of her rarely coming outside. The rickety picket fence surrounding her oddly unkept front yard didn’t help either. Once in a blue moon she would answer her door for a delivery, or Mormons, or… something, and if you were one of the lucky ones to catch a glimpse of her it was considered bragging rights.
“Well I bet YOU’VE never seen old lady Margaret, nee-ner nee-ner.” Silas said under his breath, smiling afterwards. Slim to no chance she’s looking out the window, he thought. The next house over was a rectory for the small Catholic church down the street, Saint Gertrude’s. Two priests and their assistant lived there, and it was a no brainer that they weren’t at home on this fine Sunday marnin’.
Beyond the rectory house was a field that belonged to the next house past that, the Brewer family. Silas didn’t know them well other than they had a swimming pool that apparently someone died in, even though no one could say who and no one dared ask any of the Brewers directly. Silas’ grandmother had always said it was just an awful rumor, but the neighborhood kids all said that the pool was haunted and that a little girl could be seen standing on the diving board at midnight. Silas had never really believed it himself, but it made for an interesting local urban legend. Maybe if I have time some night,
I’ll check it out. Time-travelling paranormal investigator sounds great on a resume.
Assured that no one would see him exit the side yard, Silas now only had to scan the next-door neighbor’s house without setting the dog into a barking frenzy. He didn’t care if they were home or not, he just needed to make sure that no one saw where he came from. Since this was a dead-end street, Silas knew that there was nothing to his right except a huge empty field, so if he could slip out undetected, he was good to go. He opened the gate and stepped out
 Closing it behind him, he clipped the Walkman to his pant waist and slung the foamy earphones around his neck. Jogger disguise complete… damnit, I shoulda brought a watch. He’d seen the clock just before he left through the back door and it had read 8:20am, but it would be nice to keep track of time out here.
Technically, Silas figured he had plenty of time to look around but there was still a huge question that was nagging at the back of his mind and the more he thought about it the more it was beginning to make him uneasy. How was he going to get back? He had seemingly figured out how to get here, somehow, through some crazy unscientific smorgasbord of steps he called “the process”, yet in all his infinite wisdom, he hadn’t taken the time to devise an escape plan. Sure, it was entirely possible that the process to get back was the same or like the one that got him here, but what if it wasn’t.
We’ll cross that bridge when we get there, I’m just going to take a quick look around and the we’ll head back.
Silas walked across the freshly cut lawn and stepped onto the sidewalk. A cool breeze picked up almost as soon as his feet touched concrete and he shuddered slightly in his thin shirt.
I’m going to need to jog if I don’t want catch, he paused…pneumonia!
He turned left and looked down Danbury Drive which featured rows of track houses built in the late 1960’s. A mishmash of cars dotted driveways here and there, and a few were parked on the street. Everything from Vegas, Pintos, and Gremlins to a Sierra and even a Dodge Caravan. My God, Silas laughed to himself, the grandfather of all minivans, right here, in all it’s stupid glory!
As he walked past the garage, he paused for a moment to observe the house from the outside, without stopping too long in case someone was already watching him. Strangely, aside from a paint job that Silas had had done the year he and Kate had moved in, the house looked almost identical, save for a few impressive rose bushes and a tall aluminum flagpole with an American flag waving in the breeze. At some point after his grandfather had passed away and the house had sat dormant before Silas came, someone had stolen the flagpole. He hadn’ even realized it was gone until a few months after they had moved in and he had wanted to put up a new flag.
“Where the hell is the flagpole?” Silas said to Kate as she walked outside to see what he was doing staring off into space holding a new flag. “I mean, who steals a flagpole?!”
“Probably for the aluminum.” Kate replied, trying to stifle a laugh as she clearly thought Silas was going to blow a gasket over the Great Flag Pole Heist of 2005. Silas wasn’t looking at her, just staring at the hole that the pole had been in and then looking up, as if at any moment it would simply appear out of thin air. “They do that now, you know…steal stuff for the aluminum.” She couldn’t hide her growing grin any longer and turned away so that Silas wouldn’t see her making light of the situation. She composed herself and Silas looked at her, realizing she was on the verge of a laughing fit.
“How dare you!” Silas mocked jokingly, grabbing her by the arms and pulling her into himself. He kissed her deeply and she welcomed it, kissing him back. He pulled back slightly and turned his head to look back at the spot where the flagpole had been. “We shall plant a NEW flag, my lady, to remind those that would dare steal our aluminum that we will always rebuild. Always!!” Silas shook his fist at the sky, laughing himself as he finished his quasi-British accent. Kate looked into his eyes lovingly as he looked back at her.
Another swift breeze rushed past Silas and he turned to continue walking. As he passed the next-door neighbor’s house, he heard the giant weight of a big animal come barreling down the side of the house and stop behind a large wooden gate, barking a few times and then growling as if on high alert. Silas was amazed that Tuck, which was the dog’s name, wasn’t in full meltdown mode given that here is this strange man walking by on a Sunday morning. Then again, how strange am I, Silas thought. He knew me as a kid, hell, that dog was cool with all the kids. Tuck continued to growl and then ceased completely. Silas could see him, sort of, through the gap in the gate, and almost called out, “Hey, Tuck” but realized that would have been a bad idea on top of the other bad ideas he’d had so far this morning. Tuck sat down on his hind legs and stared at Silas through the gap. He remained motionless, studying, trying to figure out why this man was somehow familiar to him but his simple dog mind preventing it.
Silas didn’t really want to stick around too long in case the barking resumed so he sped up and walked past the house, looking nonchalantly up at the front door and living room window. The shades were drawn, maybe they’re at church? The Richardson’s were Presbyterian, and their church was on the other side of town. Silas seemed to remember that Mrs. Richardson went to church, while Mr. Richardson wasn’t so religious and would usually stay home and watch football. Tuck had a dog door that went into the house, so if Mr. Richardson was home, he surely had heard the barking but hadn’t bothered to get up.
Even though Silas was sure no one was watching him, he faked a few stretches just to throw off any would-be detectives who might happen to glance out their windows. He continued walking past a few houses, noticing their dated paint schemes, also amazed that no one else was outside yet, not even fellow joggers. The street seemed to be a ghost town by all accounts, and just as Silas was about to cross the street to get a better look at the rectory on the other side, a car that he did not want to see turned the corner and drove directly in his direction. Silas froze momentarily, staring at the approaching vehicle. He forced himself to move forward again and he resumed walking, looking down at the sidewalk in front of him as he did so, trying to look normal.
Don’t mind me, just out for a stroll, nothing out of the ordinary. People take walks all the time.
The car was about 100 yards away, but Silas could see it clearly. It stopped, or slowed rather, and then resumed its approach, the driver seeming to look directly at Silas, who in turn tried not to make eye contact. Just ignore it, it’ll drive right by. No problem.
The car indeed drove right past Silas, slowly, and he nervously looked up and over as it did so, locking gazes with the uniformed man driving.
“Shit, shit…. shit,” Silas muttered quickly, under his breath. “Damnit. Really?” Silas cursed to himself quietly, continuing to walk down the street. He thought to himself that he might have been more convincing if he’d actually been jogging and the headphones that were around his neck had, instead, been over his ears. As it looked now, he probably came off as some punk casing houses while the good people of Danbury Drive were off at Sunday worship.
For a moment, Silas thought that he might sail through this without issue until he remembered that the car would have to turn around at the dead end up top where his grandparents’ house was and come back down the street, passing him yet again.
Then it happened. The black and white painting on the shiny Dodge Diplomat pulled up next to Silas, close to the curb… Topeka Police.
Silas looked over at the driver, trying to appear as natural as possible but he had a feeling this was going to go down badly. He looked straight again and then back at the officer who had now pulled a few yards ahead of Silas and then stopped, waiting for him to catch up. As he approached the police car, the officer, a clean-shaven man in his mid-fifties who looked more like Sheriff Longmire than a city cop took his large sun glasses off and looked directly at Silas. He spoke in an even, but very direct tone marked by a slight drawl that Silas immediately associated with somewhere in Texas.
“Mornin’. How’s it goin’ here?” Longmire asked. Silas felt sick as the police officer continued to stare at him, reading his movements and facial expressions. Looking for cracks. This cop is ALL business and he’s going to see right through me like I’m Swiss cheese.
“Good, thanks.” Silas felt like he needed to explain, but what was there to explain? Hi, I’m from the future, nice to meet you. I came here in a bathtub. These are my grandfather’s clothes, but don’t worry, they live right up the street. I’m just looking around, so don’t mind me. “Just taking a morning walk. Beautiful one, isn’t it?” Silas chose not to be a smart ass.
Longmire looked down at Silas’ beat up tennis shoes then up towards at his tee shirt, meeting his gaze once again. “Pretty nippy this mornin’, isn’t it? You’re gonna catch pneumonia out here dressed like that. Wet hair too?” Silas hadn’t even realized that his hair was still damp.
“Yeah, took a shower this morning, guess I didn’t dry my hair all the way.” Silas faked a chuckle and was instantly sorry for doing so. He clenched his eyes closed for a second, hoping beyond hope that if this was some sort of dream and that he’d wake up and be done with the whole thing. He opened them and tried to sound as normal as possible. “Anyway, I get hot easy, especially when I jog, so I figured this tee shirt would suffice.” He immediately sensed that Longmire probably had bells and whistles going off in his head about this shifty guy standing outside of his squad car that seemed a little too nervous for someone taking a Sunday morning jog in the neighborhood.
“Haven’t seen you around here before. Just move in to the area?” Longmire shifted in his seat and Silas pictured the officer slowly unholstering his gun on the right hip, but then noticed that Longmire’s right hand was straddling the passenger seat head cushion instead of brandishing his service revolver. Calm down, Silas.
“Yeah, I’m actually visiting my grandparents who live up the street,” Silas pointed up in the direction of the house, “they went off to church this morning and I figured I’d come out of the cave and get some exercise.” He started to feel a little better about the situation. Longmire had no way of knowing if he was indeed telling the truth, and Silas was already prepping himself to answer any question concerning his grandparents that the officer might ask.
“Ah,” Longmire smiled and exhaled, “I see. Those are your grandparents up there at the end? The…” he pretend searched for a last name, not so subtly asking Silas to complete the sentence.
“Anderson. Theodore…Theo, and Amelia Anderson. 1750 Danbury Drive. Right up there.” Silas again pointed up in the direction of the house. “Yep, they head over to the old community church on Salem Road every Sunday, then on to bocce at Williamson Park over by the train trestle. Active folks they are!”
“The Andersons,” Longmire repeated, “that’s right.” He raised his left hand to his forehead in an almost oh-I-forgot gesture, “That would make you an Anderson too, most likely, right? Don’t think I caught your first name thought.” Silas realized this was starting to sound exactly like a movie where a bad guy is about to get his ass caught.
“Justin.” Here we go, now I’m officially breaking the law. “Justin Bieber. I have my father’s last name; my mom is their daughter.” Silas almost nervously laughed as he offered up the fake name, completely appalled at himself that he had not only lied so instinctually, but that he had given the name of a Canadian pop star as his alias.
“Bieber? French?”
“Oiu, oui!” Silas responded, hoping to lighten the mood.
Longmire didn’t laugh and cut straight to the first question that he had probably wanted to ask from the get-go. He leveled his eyes directly at Silas, piercing gray eyes that seemed to see through any amount of bullshit that Silas was about to shovel forth. “So, where’s home…Justin?”
His nice cop demeanor, if there had been one at all, was gone and he was suddenly all cop. Silas noticed his right arm was no longer slung over the passenger seat. Longmire reinforced the question, “Meaning…where are you from and what are you really doing out here?”
Silas’ felt like everything was caving in on him and that whatever this was, the process, this cop, it all needed to stop. At least for now. This wasn’t how it was supposed to go.
He heard Kate’s voice in his head gently say, “How was it supposed to go, Silas?”
Longmire was beginning to open his squad car door, slowly and deliberately, with a low but prepared level of caution. Just then, out of the corner of his eye, Silas sensed a figure approaching. Two figures. He was almost afraid to break eye contact with Longmire but did anyway.
A middle-aged man in a long black overcoat and green tartan pub cap was walking his dog, a small brown Poodle, on the opposite side of the street. Silas couldn’t make out his exact features although he came to a startling realization. The man looked exactly like the guy who Silas saw looking at him from across the street, but in the present.
Edgeworth! How was this possible?
He was just far enough away on the other side of the street that Silas couldn’t really read his facial expression, but he thought he saw Edgeworth smiling, beaming, as if he’d just won the lottery and was on his way through the neighborhood to tell everyone about his good fortune.
Silas’ eyes looked back to Longmire as he closed the door to his squad car and stood fully upright. Silas noticed that the officer was about eight inches taller than him and Longmire’s strong physique suggested that he was probably not the kind of cop you’d want slamming you to the ground.
This is going to get ugly if I don’t start talking. Silas began to speak, “Sir…” Just then, the man with the dog called out in an old timey jargon that sounded like a turn of the century carnival barker.
“Hey! Justin! Good to see you out and about my boy! Stay in shape and live for a hundred years! How ya doin’, Harv?” Silas didn’t finish his sentence to Longmire, who had turned to look at the man.
“Hey Clive.” Longmire called back, turning back to look at Silas. “You know this guy, Clive?”
“Absolutely, Harv, indeed! That’s Justin! His granny and gramps live up the hill.” Silas started in disbelief. “The Andersons, you know! He’s an alright kid, Harv!” Clive kept walking, not even slowing down to see what was going on and not even looking in their direction. “Okay, well, have a good one, Harv, stay safe! See ya… Justin. Tell your gramps I said hey!” He continued walking up Danbury Drive, in the direction of the dead end.
Silas was thoroughly confused.
How did he…? Longmire…or Harv…huh? Two seconds ago, I thought this guy was going to work me over till I spilled the beans. What should I say now? Maybe I shouldn’t say anything.
“Officer…umm, Harv?” Silas was still expecting the worst.
“Officer Ralston. Harv-ey Ralston,” the other replied.
“Officer Ralston, look, I’m sorry if I came across in some way that…”
“No, no. No problem. Look, it’s my job to serve and protect, right? With that series of break-ins down on Palm, which I’m sure you heard about, it’s been all-points around here lately lookin’ for sketchy creeps wanderin’ around. No offense, Mr.… Bieber, but I’ve never seen you before and I had to do my due diligence. You understand, yeah?”
Silas suddenly had a newfound respect for Officer Ralston. He was just a cop looking out for the neighborhood, and in all honesty, Silas reasoned, he probably did appear pretty sketchy given the circumstances. Ralston took another look at Silas, as if taking a mental picture, and then got back into his squad car. After settling in he looked up at Silas and nodded.
“Have a good rest of the mornin’, Mr. Bieber, and next time put on a jacket or somethin’. You’re makin’ me cold lookin’ at ya.” Ralston smiled kindly and shot Silas a two-finger salute with his left hand.
Was this guy a cowboy in a different life, Silas wondered. I think he needs to trade in his car for a horse.
Office Ralston put the Diplomat in gear and drove off down Danbury Drive, disappearing around a corner. Silas got the uneasy impression that Ralston had wanted to say something to the effect of, “I’ll have my eyes on you,” but it could have just been paranoia. Ralston was gone, and Silas had had about enough of this trip. Snapping out of it a bit, he remembered Edgeworth, or, Clive, and glanced in the direction he had been walking with his dog.
Surely if he walked up to the top of the street he’s going to have to turn around and come back down.
Silas wondered how Clive had walked by at just the right moment and how he could have possibly known the fake name that he’d given to Ralston. He also seemed to know Silas’ grandparents and where they lived. Silas had spent a huge chunk of his childhood here and had played on and around these streets for days and weeks on end. If the calendar back on the fridge was correct and this wasn’t all some crazy mental break that Silas was having before being committed to an insane asylum, it was for all intents and purposes 1985. He would have been around seven years old… surely old enough to remember someone like Officer Ralston. It was possible he had never crossed paths with the officer, but he found it odd that he couldn’t even remember seeing a police car ever drive directly up Danbury. Moreover, Silas had absolutely no recollection of Clive, or whoever he said he was. Also, Clive had never actually said his name was Clive, Officer Ralston had called him that.
Silas looked up in the direction that Clive had been walking just in time to see the top of his green tartan hat disappear around the corner of the rectory, as if he was heading into the adjacent empty lot that was owned by the Brewers. Silas immediately turned to follow and half-jogged back up Danbury Drive towards where he’d seen Clive turn in to the field. He crossed the street and hopped back up on the sidewalk on the other side, fully expecting to find Clive standing right there, waiting for his dog to finish pooping.
As he rounded the corner of the Brewer home and came into a clear view of the large empty lot, he scanned from left to right for any sign of Clive. The lot went back roughly two acres, fenced on both sides. At the end was another, shorter fence that backed up to the parking lot of Saint Gertrude’s church. A long gravel path led from the rectory to the church, next to the residential fences on the right side. The priests would use this path to walk to and from the church as needed, but at this moment, Silas caught a glimpse of Clive on the far side, almost to the church parking lot. No way he made it that far, that quick, Silas thought. What is he, The Flash?
Clive had stopped and was standing still, his back to Silas. His long coat seemed to be blowing slightly in a breeze that Silas, from where stood, didn’t feel, and even though it was a bright December morning, the space between them seemed almost hazy in some strange way. The sun was in front of Clive and just starting to peak over the distant steeple of Saint Gertrude’s, it’s first rays shooting sharply across the empty lot toward Silas. He had wanted to call out to Clive, but not wanting to arouse any more suspicion than he already had this morning, he instead started to walk across the dirt to the gravel path and up towards the parking lot. As he passed the rectory on his right side, he immediately stopped as Clive began to turn fully around to face him. Even though they were still about fifty yards apart, Silas could see that Clive was no longer Mr. Friendly Dog Walker, and his jovial old-man smile had been replaced by a look that Silas could only attribute to annoyance. Clive said nothing, nor did he move, his Poodle sitting next to him seemingly waiting patiently for his master’s next command. Silas began walking again, toward Clive. He needed answers and he felt like this old man was more than he seemed to be.
But how, Silas, how is it even possible that he could know who you are? How is any of this possible? Kate’s voice had been in his head all morning. He hadn’t heard her voice in almost a year, so why was it haunting him now?
Clive continued to look directly at Silas as the gap between the two shortened, and he began to realize that Clive’s expression wasn’t so much a look of annoyance as it was frustration. Clive also seemed to be fidgeting with something in his right coat pocket and Silas decided to slow his pace, a bit more cautious now.
“Hello there,” Silas called in a raised but not overly loud voice, “… sir?”
Clive continued to stare at Silas without answering as the Poodle let out a series of yappy little barks which caused Clive to break the staring contest and look down at it. He smiled and looked back up at Silas who called out again.
“Sir, please, do you have a second?” Clive continued to grin at Silas, a strange and oddly mischievous curl to his lips, and then, without acknowledging the other or breaking eye contact, Clive turned to his left and began walking towards the small gate that lead into the church parking lot. As he did so, his right hand came out of his coat pocket and made a slight wave at Silas as he opened the gate, and walked through it, closing it behind him.
Silas raised his voice, again calling out to the other man, “Wait, Clive!” He could now only see the very top of Clive’s green tartan hat as he walked away from the gate on the other side. Silas began to jog quickly toward him, the hat no longer in view. He’s gotta be right on the other side of that gate, Silas said to himself. Once at the gate, he peered over the top, expecting to see Clive, there the old man was nowhere in sight.
Silas fumbled with the gate latch and pulled it open angrily as he was now beside himself with confusion. The parking lot was full of vehicles and quiet, the only sounds were some crows cawing from the top of a light pole and the faint voices of a church choir singing a hymnal inside of Saint Gertrude’s. Silas frantically scanned the area for any sign of Clive, the little old man who by rights should have been no farther than ten feet away from the gate right now. Unless he’s the Six Million Dollar Man, how in the hell did he book it out of here so fast, Silas thought. No way…no way. He continued to look around, even taking a short walk down the first few isles of cars to make sure Clive wasn’t playing hide and seek with him in the parking lot. There was literally no sign of him anywhere, and Silas stood still for a moment, overcome with bewilderment. After a few minutes of waiting to make sure Clive didn’t pop out from some bushes or magically reappear in the distance, Silas turned and walked back to the gate.
Heading down the gravel path, past the rectory and back out on to Danbury Drive, Silas turned left and headed back up the hill towards the house. He was mentally exhausted and needed to sit down and think. After checking to make sure that there were no neighbors watching, Silas slipped down the side yard and back into the house. He locked the glass slider behind him and on the way to the bedroom, he returned the Walkman and headphones to the bookshelf by the couch. Once in the room, he undressed completely, folding the tee shirt and sweatpants just as he had found them and put them back into their respective drawers. He then placed the sneakers by his grandfather’s side of the bed then fell to his knees, suddenly overcome with fear.
What is this? What is all of this, anyway? Am I truly losing it? Silas babbled these words to himself incoherently as he rocked slowly back and forth on the floor. I just need to get back. I need to get back and rest and get a grip on all of this. It was beginning to feel like a dream that he desperately wanted out of, although he also felt that there were answers here that he could only get by staying. Now, all he wanted to do was go home, but at the same time he was worried that he might not ever get another chance to come back, that the process might not work like this again.
Understanding that he still needed to figure out the equally important second part of all of this, the return trip, Silas slowly got up and walked down the hall and into the bathroom. He approached the tub and kicked himself as he realized he hadn’t drained it after he got out. He reached down into the now cold water and pulled up the plug, the drains and pipes coming to life as the sound of rushing water was being sucked down. Once done, Silas turned the faucet back on and waited for the water to get very warm, almost hot. He let the tub fill up about a quarter full and carefully got back in. The last thing he wanted was for his grandparents to come home and find a dead mean in their bathtub who had slipped and cracked his head open on their prized green toilet seat.
Settling in, Silas’ first thought was to simply try the process in the same way that got him here, hoping that it would work just as well in reverse. He had no idea what to expect and wasn’t quite sure what memories to think of that would take him on a correct course back to his own time, and this frightened him. He chose to remain calm and just let things happen, to let fate fall as it may. If there was a way here, there had to be a way back.
Once the tub was full, Silas shut off the faucet and contorted himself into position to begin the drift. Legs crisscrossed, arms at his sides, head back, ears under, only nose and mouth exposed.
He tiled his head left…seven pops. Right…seven pops, then he relaxed, clearing his mind as much as possible. He tried to push everything about this morning away, even though multiple thoughts and memories danced in and out of his head, paying no attention to his need for calm and quiet. He thought of Mr. Sterling’s garage, him handing Silas a cold bottle of Coke with engine grease on it. Ralston was there too, standing in the corner smoking a cigarette, watching him for any sudden moves.
“Have a good rest of the mornin’…” Ralston said, taking a puff. Silas pushed it all away, focusing on nothing, of empty space and blackness. He envisioned a void where nothing moved, where there was no sound and no light. His own heartbeat settled, and he felt the drift phase setting in. Silas found even more comfort in the fact that so far, the process seemed to be working, and embraced it even more. The hum began almost instantaneously as Silas became weightless. As it grew in intensity and approached him like a moving freight train, he had one last image come into his head before the Silence ensued. Clive was there, in the darkness, just standing there looking at something off in the distance that Silas himself couldn’t see.
The hum was becoming increasingly louder and he thought that he saw Clive speaking to something or someone, although he couldn’t tell who or what over the noise. It was like someone shouting into an approaching hurricane, a hurricane with no wind, no rain… only sound. Clive turned and looked at Silas, his cold blue eyes fixed. He opened his mouth and spoke, but Silas couldn’t make out anything over the hum, which was becoming deafening. The blue eyes seemed to then momentarily look past Silas, over his shoulder, at something behind him, and as he did, Clive smiled once again, eyes training back on Silas. The hum reached its maximum level and crashed mightily and everything, including Clive, was instantly swallowed up in infinite blackness and… silence ensued. Pure, perfect silence.
He wasn’t sure where or how, but he felt that he was traveling, that he was somewhere in the ether, a windward being that had somehow tapped in to something that was both fantastic and terrifying. His body, which he hadn’t been paying much attention to suddenly became cold and he instantly opened his eyes. Again, blackness, but not the blackness of the process, nothing was as perfect as that. More like the darkness of a room whose light was being covered up.
Silas sat up, water rushing out of both ears. He held on to the sides of the tub and instantly felt that he was no longer in the past. But where was he?
He stood up halfway, enough to reach the window that overlooked the bathtub and touched the fabric he recognized as the pillowcases he had duct taped there to block the light. With an animalistic rip, Silas tore them from the window as a flood of daylight poured into the room. He reflexively shut his eyes as the brightness overloaded his senses. Welcoming the warmth and with his eyes still closed, he opened the latch on the window and slid it open all the way. A cool breeze blew in and he inhaled deeply, notes of oleander invigorating his nostrils. He opened his eyes to small slits and looked around. He was back. The white tile had been replaced with a stone patterned floor vinyl, the walls were now a neutral tan, and the toilet was your basic, stock white toilet. Silas’ notes and drawings sat on the sink as well as his cell phone, his clothes piled on the floor where he had left them.
As his eyes adjusted to the incoming light, Silas reached down and pulled the drain plug up and threw it out onto the bathroom floor. He waited a minute until half of the water was drained and then he turned on the faucet to hot and pulled the small lever to activate the showerhead above him. Steaming water shot out and he turned it down slightly to avoid burning himself. His hands pressed up firmly against the wall as closed his eyes again and let the water pour over him.
Silas remembered that there was no shower curtain around the bathtub since it was never used as a shower, but he didn’t seem to care. He just stood there and savored the heat of the water and the cool air that flowed in through the open window.
By all accounts, Silas believed he had just made a round trip to what he believed was the past. His past. He had travelled to this exact point over thirty years ago and had made it back. The ramifications of what had just occurred were deep and if he was going to attempt it again, he realized it needed to be planned better. Now however, Silas was content to just stand still and breath. He was safe here.
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It was 9:05am when the doorbell rang. Silas finished drying himself off and walked into the entry way to look through the peephole. Having never seen Henry Westover before, he took a guess that the Stanton Insurance Agency logo on the young bearded man’s jacket was a dead giveaway.
“Be right there, Henry,” Silas said through the door, “just got out of the shower.”
Henry replied, “No problem, Mr. Ander-son. Take your time!” Silas had no intention of making the man wait as he rushed back to his bedroom to throw on some jeans and a tee shirt. He immediately thought of his grandfather’s sweatpants and V-neck, a chill running down his spine as he did so.
Silas returned quickly to the door, unlocked the bolt and opened it.
“Hi, sorry, lost track of time and didn’t realize it was already nine.” Silas ran his fingers back through his hair which was now dripping onto his tee shirt.
Henry offered a hand, “Not a problem at all, Mr. Ander-son! Henry Westover, Stanton Insurance. Pleased to meet you.”
“Likewise, thanks, and please, just call me Silas. Come in, come in.” Silas opened the door wider and Henry walked in. He stood about the same height as Silas with broad shoulders and a cleanly kept beard. On top his dark hair was parted on the right side and held in place by pomade or hair gel. He looked to be somewhere around thirty-one or thirty-two and he had the general, overall look of a college-grad millennial going for that popular old-timey fashion sense. Silas took bets that if the jacket came off there’d be a bow tie and suspenders to go with his navy-blue skinny slacks and brown Oxfords.
“Get your jacket, Henry?” Silas offered.
“I’m only going to be about ten minutes or so but sure, thanks. I was starting to get warm anyway, what kind of weather is this for December, am I right?” Henry unzipped his dark blue Stanton Insurance jacket and removed it, handing it to Silas who was already high-fiving himself. Navy blue bow tie and brown suspenders.
“Can’t argue with you there, although I think it’s gonna dip down into the single digits tonight. Don’t forget it on the way out,” Silas replied, draping Henry’s jacket over the bench that sat in the entry way.
“You’ve got a point there, Silas,” Henry laughed.
Silas led Henry through the kitchen to the dining room table and offered him a seat.
“Water…coffee?” Silas asked.
“Oh, no thanks, Silas. As much as I’d like more coffee, I’m already two cups on the mornin’ and I’ve got to head over to Kansas City after this. I’d like to avoid as many gas station bathrooms as I can on the way there if you know what I mean.”
Silas chuckled. “I totally hear ya.”
Henry opened his travel planner and pulled out a small stack of forms. “I hope you don’t mind, Silas, but I already did a quick inspection of your vehicle and got pretty much everything I need. I just have some things for you to sign and initial and then I’ll get out of your hair.”
“Great, thanks.” Silas replied.
“Everything looks pretty clear-cut,” Henry continued, “Ms. Epstein took responsibility for the collision, which is darn near unheard of if you ask me, and she even admitted to being distracted by one of her cats before she ran into your back bumper.”
Silas rolled his eyes. “Yeah, she was behind me for a while and every stop I came to she would have to damn near slam on the breaks. I could tell she was doing something. Then I saw a cat waltzing around on her dashboard and I thought to myself, I’m going to get hit, watch!
This got a good laugh out of Henry.
“Yeah, she had something like four or five cats in there with her. Highway Patrol said the inside of the car smelled like a fishing boat. Either way, at least no one got hurt. I mean, her car got pretty messed up, but you were good, and she was good.”
“As good as a crazy cat lady can be.” Silas joked.
“True,” Henry admitted, “and, her insurance is replacing your bumper and any and all bodywork if needed. You’re good, Silas!”
Henry organized a small stack of carbonless forms which he had pre-marked with x’s where Silas needed to initial and sign his name. It took about two minutes and when finished, Henry stacked all the forms back up and filed them in his planner.
“See, painless. In fact, I’m not sure why we even need to come out anymore… in the age of email,” Henry remarked, putting his pen back into his chest pocket. Silas envisioned it exploding and wondered if hipsters would ever bring back pocket protectors. “But, then again,” Henry continued, “there are a lot of scammers out there that make false claims just so they can collect some extra Christmas money.”
“Tis the season,” Silas said dryly. “So that’s it then?”
“That is it,” replied Henry.
“Awesome, so when can I expect the check?”
“Probably four or five days. As soon as I enter these into the system, a check will get cut and you’ll be on your way to a new bumper!”
“Perfect. Thanks, Henry. And thanks for coming all that way, I know the roads aren’t very nice this time of year.”
Henry smiled, “Ah, no problem. It’s my job…and, I get a lot of books on tape done, so it’s all good.” Henry stood and again offered Silas his hand. “Pleasure to meet you, Silas. I’ll be in touch should we need anything else. Otherwise, we appreciate you standing with Stanton!”
Silas faked a smile. Did he just spout off Stanton Insurance’s tagline from the television commercial?
“Absolutely!” Silas replied through his teeth, hearing the jingle in his head, Thank you for standing with Staaan-ton!
Silas led Henry to the door. “Oh, don’t forget your jacket!” He picked it up from the bench and handed it to Henry. He reached for the door handle and opened it to Alice Jurgen standing on the front porch, hand raised in mid-knock.
“Hi…Silas,” Ali began, then gritted her teeth slightly, fearing she might be interrupting something, “Sorry… bad time?”
Silas was glad to see her, and this visit probably meant that she had cookies. The foil-wrapped paper plate in her right hand was a big clue as well.
“No, not at all, Ali,” Silas replied warmly, “actually, this is Henry, my insurance guy. He stopped by about my car and was just about to head out.” Henry smiled and offered his hand. This guy really likes handshakes.
“Pleased to meet you…er,” Henry glanced at Silas hoping he would help with a name. Ali beat him to it.
“Alice Jurgen. I work with Silas. Nice to meet you.” She reached forward with her free hand forcing an awkward but humorous left hand / right hand handshake. They both chuckled slightly. “Christmas Cookies!” she said brightly, motioning to the paper plate in her right hand. Henry put on a notedly deeper, manlier voice.
“Have we met before, Ms. Jurgen? I recognize you from somewhere.” Silas tried not to roll his eyes.
“Hmm,” Ali replied, “I don’t think so… wait.” She paused for a few moments as she studied Henry’s face. “No, I don’t think so, Henry. I’m pretty good with faces.” Henry blushed, slightly.
“Sorry… it’s just, I feel like we’ve met before.” He blushed slightly. “Oh well, déjà vu maybe!”
Ali laughed. “I would say that I get that a lot, but I don’t, so I’ll take it as a compliment,” she replied.
Silas chimed in, “People say she looks like a younger Gillian Anderson. And would ya know it, she’s even a believer in the paranormal! All those ghost shows and bigfoot specials.” He was now clearly starting to have a good time with this and Ali shot him a look that implied, really?!
Henry was quick to add, “Actually…”
Ali cut him off, “Don’t say it.” She hid a smile. “I do NOT look like Gillian Anderson, Silas.”
“I said younger Gillian Anderson,” Silas quipped, “like, X-Files Gillian Anderson.”
Ali rolled her eyes, smiling, “Oh my God, no…”
“Just sayin’,” Silas prodded.
“I can see it, yeah, X-Files era for sure,” Henry acknowledged. All three laughed. “Alright…well, I’m off. Thank you again, Mr. Ander-son… I mean, Silas!” The two men shook hands. “And please, don’t hesitate to give me or the office a call if you have any questions or concerns. Stanton stands with you!”
Ali’s eyes widened a bit. “Wow, just like the commercial,” she said, trying to not sound sarcastic.
“Just like it!” Silas shot in, sounding a bit like Ace Ventura. “Thanks, Henry. Have a safe trip to Kansas City, roads are going to be wet!”
“Thanks, Silas. I will. And, Ms. Jurgen, very nice to meet you. I feel like I need to watch the X-Files now.”
Ali looked at Silas who simply shrugged his shoulders with a comical “I dunno” gesture. Henry walked out and down the steps.
“Alright folks, have a great one, okay?” He continued down to his sub-compact car, got in and drove away.
“Nice guy,” Ali said as she handed the foil covered plate to Silas. “Though, a little bit…,” she searched for the word, “magoo?”
Silas couldn’t contain a laugh, “Yes, wow, there’s one you don’t hear every day. Magoo…”
“I mean, is there a better word for it?” Ali laughed back.
“No, I think that nails it right on the head,” Silas replied, “but he was nice. And plus, he made it painless. Drove all the way from Saint Joseph too.”
“Jesus,” Ali said slowly, “that’s a trek.”
“Yeah. Anyway, hey, come in,” Silas motioned for her to enter and she followed as he set the plate down on the bench inside the entry way. “Take your jacket?”
“Um, sure. I wasn’t really going to stay…I mean, I’m sure you’re probably busy, and you’re on vacation, so…I was just going and drop these off and say Merry Christmas…” Ali bit her lip slightly, as if she wanted to say something more but couldn’t quite get to it yet, and Silas, being Silas, didn’t pick up on it in the slightest.
“No problem stay for a bit, I’m not doing anything. I mean, if you want. Water? Coffee?” He glanced at the clock over the TV as he led her into the family room, noticing it was only a quarter to ten in the morning. “Beer?” he asked jokingly.
Ali smiled nervously. Silas knew she liked beer, but probably not at ten o’clock in the morning.
“Coff-ee?” she replied.
“You got it, no problem. Black, right?”
“Black, thanks…I mean, unless you have a little Jameson on hand…” she joked.
“I do if you want…” Silas answered, “I won’t judge.”
“Ha! No, I’m kidding, Silas. It’s what, ten?”
“Well, I mean, it’s technically still the weekend.” Silas felt like a dope for encouraging his boss to day drink.
“No booze, just coffee.” Ali laughed. “…Next time though.” She smiled in a way that made Silas do a bit of a double-take, but she was already busy looking at a photo of he and Kate that sat on the bookshelf next to the television. Silas looked at her for a moment before heading into the kitchen to make the coffee.
Alice Jurgen was a year older than Silas but to him, she looked the same as she had when he had started at NeroComm five years ago. Born in Belgium, Ali had moved here with her parents when she was only a toddler, so while she didn’t really speak any Dutch, she still had a slight accent to her speech that Silas figured was on account of her parents. Her usually long reddish-blonde hair was up in a neat round bun behind her head, accentuating the sharp features of her cheeks and face. Silas was never really a blonde, blue-eyed girl kind of a guy, but he had always thought there was something to Ali that was both regal and timeless. She carried herself well, in shape thanks to a strict jogging regime and what Silas guessed was a vegan diet, although she was really a vegetarian. She wore a soft-looking white turtleneck sweater and a pair of brownish leggings that disappeared into tan sheepskin boots. Up until this very moment, Silas had never looked at anyone besides Kate the way he was now looking at Alice Jurgen. He turned and walked into the kitchen.
• • •
“So, what you’re telling me is, you think Darth Maul survived being cut in half after falling who knows how many dozen stories down that shaft?” Ali took a sip of her coffee, studying Silas’ face to make sure he wasn’t testing her.
“I don’t think he survived, Ali, I know he survived.” Silas set his empty cup on the coffee table in front of the couch and sat back, preparing to drop all manner of Star Wars geekdom upon his boss. “It’s canon now, there’s no disputing it. He’s alive and apparently well at the end of Solo so I’d say it’s pretty cut and dry.”
Ali was ready for battle. “Ok… says your Disney version of events.”
“My Disney version of events?” Silas shot back. “Disney owns it now, if it’s in their movies, its official Star Wars, man!”
“Nah,” Ali fought back, “if Lucas didn’t come up with it, it’s not Star Wars anymore.”
“Oh, here we go,” Silas laughed, “Don’t bring the Beard into this.”
“I will bring the Beard into this. He created it all! It was pretty obvious that Maul dies at the end of Episode I, that’s all I’m saying.” Ali was not giving up.
“Disney has four billion reasons why they can do whatever they want with the characters. When Lucas sold, it was c'est la vie, Luke Skywalker. Kennedy took the reins and that was it. I’d be like if you sold your car to someone and then expected to him to treat it exactly the way you did. You wish he would but there’s nothing saying he has to.”
“Okay, I get it, but it’s still not really Star Wars anymore,” Ali said with a devilish look on her face. “Never will be again. I even think they should drop the Lucasfilm logo at the beginning. My two cents.”
Silas stuck to his blasters, “Every fanboy wanted George gone by the time Episode III came out, or, at least out of the director’s chair. Then after that, it sells to Disney, where Abrams basically makes a carbon copy of A New Hope and suddenly everyone is hash-tagging “bring back George” all day long. I honestly don’t blame him though, I think he pretty much said, “Fine, you don’t like my movies anymore, let’s see how you like Disney’s versions,” and then laughed his flannelled ass all the way to the bank while Cinderella welcomed Leia and Padme to her magic castle.”
Ali conceded, “You’re probably right there, I’ll give you that, but that still doesn’t mean…” Silas’ phone rang. He glanced down at it and then back up to Kate, not wanting to be rude.
“You can get that if you need to,” Ali said kindly, taking the last sip of her coffee.
“It’s fine, it’s… just my dad, probably seeing if I want to come over to watch the game.”
“No, really, answer it! It’s your dad, Silas,” Ali said as she realized that she’d placed her hand on Silas’ knee. She pulled it back and held her cup with both hands, looking away slowly towards the ground. Silas opened his mouth to say something and then closed it, instead picking up his phone and pressing the answer button.
“Hey dad,” Silas greeted his father. “How’s it going?” He continued to look at Ali, trying to convey an it’s okay expression. She met his gaze and they both smiled.
“Silas, happy Sunday. What’s up, what are you doing?” Gerald seemed like he was in a great mood.
“Actually, I was just sitting here talking to Ali about how Star Wars is still Star Wars and will always be Star Wars!” Silas scrunched his nose at Ali.
“Ali’s there? Great, you kids hanging out again?”
Silas sighed, “Yes, dad, us kids are just sittin’ around playing Nintendo and drinking way too much soda, as usual!”
“You know what I mean, wise guy. When are you going to take her on a proper date, Silas?”
Silas shook his head from side to side and ignored his father’s question.
“Yeah, dad. We’re having a cup of coffee. She brought over some of her world-famous snickerdoodles and those other ones you like, the round ones with the jam in the middle.” Ali smiled and looked at Silas more intently, wondering what Gerald was really saying to him.
“Jammies! You’ll have to bring ‘em over. Speaking of which…well, sounds like you’re busy so…”
“The game? Yeah, what time is it on?”
“One o’clock man, one. But no, seriously, if you guys have plans today, don’t worry about it…” Gerald was being completely sincere. Since Kate had passed, he had only wanted his son to find something positive to focus on besides her death. Silas had had a rough go of things at first, and even though he and Kate were estranged, he had never stopped feeling that somehow, she would be back one day, that she would just step off a plane and they would go home and live happily ever after. Gerald knew the pain that Silas carried in his heart. Her miscarriage ten years prior had almost sunk him, but together, they had seemingly come back stronger than ever, although their best smiles could not hide the haunting memories that would ultimately lead to their entire marriage deteriorating.
Ali mouthed the words “Go, go” to Silas as she knew enough about Gerald to know that baseball games with Silas were one of his last true joys. “Go!” she whispered.
Even though this wasn’t the first time Silas had ever spent hours with Ali talking nothing but obscure science fiction over a few cups of coffee, something was different about this occasion. Sure, Alice Jurgen was his boss, but she was also his friend, and even though they had never let it go beyond that, something in the way she was looking at him right now was making Silas want to get off the phone.
“Dad, it’s going to be kind of a busy day, so let me let you know in about an hour or so.”
Gerald replied, “Yeah, okay, no problem. Hey, if she wants to come too, the more the merrier. I can order some pizza. If not though, no biggie. Really! I just figured I’d ask.”
Silas was about to respond when Ali set her cup down and said, loud enough for Gerald to hear her, “Hey, Silas, I have my niece’s birthday party to go to in a while and I still need to get her a gift!” Silas was a tad confused, and the smile on Ali’s face made him even more so. What is she up to, he wondered?
Not wanting to have two conversations at once, Silas told his dad that he’d most likely be there in time for the pre-game show and that he’d stop at the store for some snacks. Hanging up the phone, Silas watched Ali as she was already in the entry way putting her jacket on. Silas shot her a look of fake sadness.
“Oh stop,” Ali laughed, “Your dad loves watching the Sunday game with you, you know this! Go make his day. Trust me, I would give anything to spend just one more afternoon with my dad.” She trailed off for a second as if lost in a memory from long ago. “We used to make bread together and watch cooking shows on the couch. The whole house would smell like a bakery. Take every second you can, Silas, every opportunity.”
He set his phone down on the coffee table and walked towards the entry way where she was zipping up her coat.
“I know, I know. You should see the look on his face when I show up with a 12-pack and some frozen pizzas, it’s like it’s his birthday or something.”
“He loves you, Silas. He wants you to be happy and he knows that he doesn’t have forever with you.” She checked her coat pocket to make sure her phone was there. “I can’t believe this thing didn’t ring or chime once this entire time. No one likes me,” she joked, pulling her keys out of her other pocket.
“Not at all true,” Silas responded, catching himself as he did so. Did I just slightly flirt with my boss? Ali turned slightly to look at him, her fiercely blue eyes suddenly conflicted. “I mean, it is Sund…” Ali leaned in and kissed him on the lips, holding it for just long enough to realize that it might have been a bad idea but enjoying it all the same.
She backed away, noticing the almost boyish bewilderment on Silas’ face. The two looked at each other for a few seconds. There wasn’t any awkwardness, no shyness, it was as if this is what they both had wanted for a very long time. Silas reached his hand out slightly, touching her hand as he moved closed. Ali put both of her arms around him and kissed him again, deeply. Silas held her as well as she turned her head away and rested it on his shoulder. He savored the smell of her and the warmth that her embrace offered. It was a feeling that Silas hadn’t had in a very long time and even though everything about this moment felt right, images of Kate poured into his mind, filling his head like a swimming pool of emotion. A tear formed in his eye and almost as if Ali sensed it coming, she pulled her head back to look at him.
Her hand came up to his face and with her thumb she gently wiped it away, continuing to caress the side of his face with her fingertips. She leaned back in and kissed him again, this time a much more planned motion that he returned, breathing in heavily as he did so.
Ali backed away slowly, looking into Silas’ eyes as they both smiled like they had just discovered buried treasure and couldn’t wait to tell each other about it.
“I’d like to come back later, after the birthday party, if you wouldn’t mind.” Ali still held Silas’ hand in hers. Silas couldn’t believe what was happening and yet, it all seemed so natural and obvious.
“Yes,” he said, a bit overenthusiastically, “Yeah, I mean, sure.” He was nervous, and he could tell Ali loved it. “Game will be over sometime around three thirty or four so…maybe dinner or something? Lord of The Rings marathon?”
Ali laughed genuinely, “I don’t know about Middle Earth but I’m sure we can figure out something.”
Is this really happening? Silas wasn’t sure how to respond. Do I just go with this? Do I act professional?
Kate’s voice whispered in his mind. Do you think she wants professional right now, Silas? Silas almost flinched as the words echoed through his brain. He quickly shook it off and squeezed Ali’s hand.
“Great. Okay, so yeah, I’ll be back here around four or so. Make it four thirty and I’ll stop by the store to get some groceries. You like lamb?” Silas was amazed how easy the words were coming out of his mouth.
“I love lamb. And lamp,” Ali said with a partially serious face.
“Do you really love the lamp, or are you just saying it because you saw it?” They both cracked up at this and Ali leaned in quickly to kiss Silas on the cheek.
“I’m glad I came by, Silas.” She looked at him in a way that made him feel as whole as he had been since Kate, and this both excited and scared him.
“I’m glad you did too,” he replied and then transitioning into his best knightly accent, “now begone!! The men have the base-ball to watch!” Ali laughed and they both hugged again, neither one wanting to let go.
“Okay,” Ali finally said, “I’m out of here.” Silas opened the door for her and she stepped out onto the porch, stopping to turn around to face him. “You sure you want me to come back, Silas?” Her tone was honest and direct.
“If you don’t, I’ll drink by myself tonight,” Silas responded, trying to act serious but a thin smile betraying him, “and where would that get me?” He raised his voice and in his best Chris Farley exclaimed, “Livin’ in a van, down by the river!”
Ali burst into more laughter. “You’re killin’ me smalls!” She blew Silas a kiss and turned to walk back to her car.
As she drove away, Silas gazed out across the street. Not bothering to put shoes on, he walked down the path and past the garage so that he could see down Danbury Drive. A cool breeze had picked up and he knew tonight was going to be a cold one. He put his hands in his pockets as his hair blew back gently in the wind. In his mind, he tried to work out the events that had unfolded thus far today.
Just a few hours ago, I used my bathtub to travel to the year 1984. I put on some of my grandfather’s clothes and took a nice, leisurely stroll around the neighborhood until the local fuzz decided that I looked like riffraff and almost threw me in the back of his squad car. Then, a creepy old guy with a poodle came walking by just as I was about to be policed and said that he knew me, even though he didn’t, and the cop let me go. Oh, AND he knew my name, rather, he knew my fake name that I’d give the cop only a minute prior. Then he goes and warps to the other end of a two-acre lot and disappears before I can ask him any questions. I make it back here by some cosmic twist of fate only to end up hanging out with my boss all morning before we make out and set dinner plans.
It’s been a day. So far. Silas out.
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POLISH DOGS & POLAROIDS

Silas took a huge bite of his hot dog. The casing made an audible snap as he bit through it smearing ketchup and mustard on his cheek as he did so. He wiped it away with a handful of napkins, the kind that are so paper thin you need about fifty of them to do any good. Unwrapping a straw, he stuck it in the top of a medium sized blue and white paper cup and took a long draw of soda. There was nothing quite like a good hotdog and a crisp Pepsi, Silas thought as he took another bite of his dog.
Somewhere in the distance, a train horn blasted twice, and Silas thought he could hear the rumble of the approaching locomotive. It reminded him of the sound before the silence, that low but rising hum that came when he was about to become one with the process and travel to the past.
He sat at a little round table with an umbrella in the middle and a metal chair that was bolted to the ground in front of We Have a Weiner, downtown Topeka’s oldest hot dog stand. It wasn’t so much of a stand as it was a fully-fledged restaurant that served everything from hamburgers and hot dogs to gyros and falafel. The owners, a first-generation Armenian couple in their mid-seventies had opened the place in the summer of 1969, back when they did only serve hot dogs and soda, with the occasional homemade baklava sold on the downlow to anyone who asked. This “secret” menu went on to incorporate various other Armenian foods like dolma, cheese borek, and the occasional basket of freshly baked choereg bread if one was lucky. Sometime in the mid-eighties, the city mandated that all “under the table” menu items were to be clearly listed on a restaurant’s menu, so in We Have a Weiner’s case, some things got scrapped while more mainstream foods were added. Hamburgers were one, mainly to combat the McDonalds that had set up its golden arches only a few blocks away, and gyros and falafel, catering to the recent influx of Greek and other Mediterranean immigrants to the area.
Silas had timed things just right however and reached down into the basket where his hot dog had been and picked up one of four freshly made dolma, a delicious concoction of rice, tomatoes, and lemon juice that had been wrapped up in a giant grape leaf and steamed. They looked like little green cigars and Silas loved them. It was also 1981 and We Have a Wiener still had a secret menu.
Another train blast sounded, closer this time, and Silas craned his neck back and to the left to see the front headlight of a giant Amtrak train approaching. The crossing bells started dinging as the gate bars lowered to warn and prevent people and vehicles from becoming track meat. A light blue Chevy Caprice drove past Silas and came to a stop at the crossing. The driver, an older man wearing a green and white Del Monte hat turned and looked out his window as he put his left arm up on the sill, hand out, flicking ash from his cigarette.
Silas chewed his dolma, watching to see if the man would flick his smoke out the window when finished or do the right thing and snub it out in the ashtray. One thing he had noticed, or remembered, as he spent more time in the past was that everybody smoked. A lot.
The man took a last drag and switched the cigarette over to his right hand, which was out of view, presumably to put it out in his ashtray. As he did so, he glanced around and over, eventually looking in Silas’ direction. He made direct eye contact and Silas became immediately aware within a millisecond that he was looking direct at his grandfather.
• • •
There was no mistaking it and Silas kicked himself that he didn’t recognize the car as it drove right past him, after all it was the car that he had learned to drive on. Almost instinctively, Silas looked down at the ground, trying to avoid any remote chance of being recognized.
He hadn’t worked any of these parameters out during the formation of the process. The what if this happens or the what if that happens contingency plans for each trip that were sure to be inevitable. He had spent so much time and effort trying to reach the goal that he hadn’t stopped to consider the practical implications of what might happen should he succeed in getting to it.
Silas looked up slowly, focusing on the train station across the street, trying to act natural. He wasn’t sure why he was so paranoid, there’s no way his grandfather would recognize his grandson thirty-eight years from now. He might notice a resemblance, maybe, but no way he’d make a connection. Silas forced himself to relax. He nonchalantly looked from the station back over to the blue Chevy and its driver.
His grandfather was still looking directly at him. Not staring, per se, but looking at a man he thought didn’t seem to blend in quite right to his surroundings. Silas then had a sobering realization that made his heart move into his throat. I’m wearing his freaking clothes!
He’s looking right at me, a stranger, wearing a pair of his Wranglers and a white Ben Davis shirt. Shit!
Silas was indeed dressed in his grandfather’s clothes, not to mention those same worn tennis shoes that he’d worn on the first trip. Silas had been back three times since and never had encountered anyone that he knew, much less his own family, and the fact that he was now within shouting distance of his grandfather was making his knees weaken.
Theodore Anderson continued to look in Silas’ direction for a few more seconds and then switched his gaze to the incoming train that was slowing preparing to a stop at the station. Silas used this opportunity to get up, throw away his remaining food and start walking. He moved briskly around the side of the hot dog stand and across the far street, trying to put some distance between him and Theo. Once he felt far enough away to take another look, he crossed the street again behind the car so that he was now on its passenger side. Silas walked in the direction of the car but took a side street to the right and cut across to the other side of the train station where he could get a more direct front view without drawing too much attention. The train was now taking on passengers and Silas figured he only had a minute or two at most to observe his grandfather. As he took up a position next to the ticketing booths, grabbing a newspaper that sat on a nearby bench as cover, he opened it up as he leaned against a light post, pretending to read. Theo lit a new cigarette as he waited for the train to pass. A few other cars and a big Sears delivery truck were beginning to line up behind him.
Theo Anderson had died in 2009 at the age of 94, and yet here he was, thirty-eight years ago, probably on his way to the marina to catch a few fish. As Silas watched, Theo appeared to laugh. He was probably listening to an old-time radio recording of either The Bickersons or Burns & Allen, two of his favorites from the 1940s golden age of radio. Silas had found a discount bin of 8-tracks at the hardware store when he was around eight or nine, in which was an entire set of various old-time radio programs. Using his allowance, he’d bought the set for roughly five dollars and had given them to his grandfather for Christmas. Silas remembered it being a huge deal since it was one of the first things he’d ever bought for someone with his own money.
I wish I could hear what’s on that radio. A million bucks it’s one of those 8-tracks, Silas thought.
The train horn blasted twice and after a few moments started moving forward. Silas looked at his grandfather, not knowing if he would ever see him again. It seemed like forever since he had passed away and, in this moment, it was if Theo Anderson had never left. He was alive and breathing and right here. Silas toyed with the idea of following him and simply explaining everything to his grandfather. He reasoned that if anyone could understand it, it would be Theo. Maybe even Ali? However, with only a rudimentary understanding of this process that he’d designed, Silas dared not tempt fate by interacting with or manipulating the past. At least not yet.
As the train pulled away from the station and the last car had passed by the crossing signals, the guard bars raised, and Theo drove over the tracks and proceeded to head in the direction of the marina. Silas watched the Caprice until it went over a small hill and was gone from view.
“See ya, gramps,” Silas whispered with a note of sadness.
He set the newspaper down on a bench and looked around. A young couple that had just disembarked from the train were looking over a map, carefully studying it and looking around occasionally to try and orientate themselves. Silas envisioned blowing their minds with a GPS or a maps app on his phone, then realized that he didn’t even have his phone, not in this time. It’s strange, he thought, that our phones are such a part of us now, like arms and legs, and we just assume we always have them. In a way, he was glad he had no access to the internet or maps here. The people of this era didn’t yet know the intoxication and oversimplification of instant access to information, be it good or bad… harmful or helpful. These people didn’t have a miniature super computer that would fit in their pockets and take over their lives. Here, in this time, when you needed information you went to the library, read a book, or watched the news… when it was actually news. People here thought and fought for themselves, they didn’t let political pundits on TV tell them how to think, who they should dislike, and what they should say. This young couple was strong, they were independent and determined. They would navigate this world in a time that wouldn’t hand them all the answers, their knowledge free of tweets and 24-hour newsfeeds. They would be okay.
Over the weeks since he began, Silas had become adept at the process, able to sync, drift, and travel to the past with almost pinpoint precision, if he had a clear and vivid memory of the event. The more detail he could remember, the more accurate his landing, as he called it, would be. Silas found that if he wrote down a memory and fine-tuned it with every little tidbit of information that he could remember beforehand, he would arrive within a day or so of said memory, sometimes within hours or minutes if it was vivid enough. To avoid his grandparents being home, he simply had to envision them at church while also remembering every other detail of the house and the timeframe. It was either pure dumb luck or a holy twist of fate that they never missed a Sunday service in over twenty years at Saint Gertrude’s, as of 1990, and in fact had a plaque on the wall in the foyer by the entrance that stated as such.
Really, there was just the question of how far back he could go. Even though his trips so far were limited to the early and mid-eighties, he reasoned that travel to a time before the house was built would either not work at all or be disastrous; say if he were to pop out the other side pre-1969 for instance, when the house was built. This entire area would have been a huge open field instead of a housing development at that time, so after falling a foot or two to the ground, he would have no way to return given that his conduit, the bath tub, would not exist yet. Likewise, the closer to the present day that he travelled would also be potentially dangerous. Silas reasoned that anytime within the last 15 to 20 years would make the risk of being recognized astronomically higher. His grandparents also became much less active during the final few decades of their lives so traveling to the near-past had to be timed carefully. He had also briefly toyed with the idea of going back to a time within the last 10 years, when Kate had lived there with him. Though the thought had crossed his mind initially and would have seemed the most obvious trip to make, he was cautious enough to realize that such a trip so close to the present time and involving both his deceased wife and him might not be the greatest idea. Silas hadn’t written off the possibility completely but for now, it had been shelved.
One thing that Silas had drafted an idea for was how to transport items from the past to the present, and it turned out to be incredibly simple by design.
The house had a crawl space under most of it, except for a few sections like the sunken family room and dining room, which were at ground level. The rest of the house was a good two feet off the ground. As a kid, Silas had only been down there one time, at the request of his grandpa when he was running a line of coaxial cable from the living room to the back bedroom. Silas had vigorously petitioned to be the one to make the “underground” journey and Theo had agreed. Since then, Silas had never been down there, and as far as he knew, neither had his grandfather.
So, the idea was simple. While in the past, anything that Silas wanted to bring back to the present, since it obviously couldn’t make the journey via the bathtub, would go in some sort of weatherproof container or lockbox that could be easily stashed under the house, out of view of anyone that might venture down there throughout the years leading up to the present time. Once back in the present, Silas only had to retrieve the container and collect the contents. Since whatever was in the container needed to survive for anywhere between 20 to 50 years, anything perishable was already out of the question, which slightly saddened Silas as he wouldn’t be able to smuggle any of, We Have a Weiner’s top-secret grape leaves back to his nice, 21st century freezer. The container also needed to be large enough for bigger items, if needed, but not so big as to make any plumber or electrician that might get under the house to think that they’d discovered a lost treasure chest and open it.
Silas looked back in the direction that his grandfather had driven and said a final goodbye. “If I never see you again, Gramps… it was good seeing you.”
Today’s trip to the past had had one purpose. Well, two if you count getting a delicious hotdog and what Silas considered the world’s best dolma a purpose. His main goal today was to test out the “time capsule” theory by acquiring an aluminum lockbox that he could use to store things in until he could retrieve them in 2019. Having withdrawn around sixty dollars from his grandmother’s “rainy day” jar that she kept in her closet and which she added but never subtracted from, Silas procured the funds he would need. His justification for this was that he eventually would get the jar full of money after she died, so he reasoned that he was just stealing from himself, from a certain point of view.
Silas’ next stop was to the local RadioShack where he intended to pick up a cheap camera and hopefully some quality film. He couldn’t risk using one of his grandmother’s cameras for fear of not being able to return it in time should he have to abort quickly. Also, he needed to find a reliable one-hour photo place since he was usually on a bit of a time crunch and would need to get the developed pictures back to the time capsule and himself back through the portal before his grandparents returned home from their Sunday activities.
Obtaining a good all-weather aluminum box was surprisingly easy at the hardware store downtown, and Silas threw in some silicone sealant and some desiccant packets as well to make sure everything inside stayed nice and dry.
It was equally easy finding a relatively inexpensive Time-Zero Polaroid Land Camera and some  SX-70 film to go with it, negating the need for the one-hour photo. What wasn’t easy was dodging the RadioShack salesman who desperately wanted to sell Silas an extended warranty package on the camera.
“Sir, you could literally drop this thing off a cliff, bring it back, and we would replace it for you, no questions asked! How does that sound today?”
The salesman was a portly red head named Landon who looked about seventeen or eighteen. When Silas walked in, Landon’s first comment had been, “Whoa, did you walk here from Texas with those things?!”, an obvious swipe at Theo’s worn tennis shoes that had become Silas’ signature footwear while time travelling.
“Yes…I walked here all the way…from Texas,” Silas had replied. From there, it was a constant barrage of sales pitches which ranged from “check out these clearance prices on Commodore Vic-20s” to “have you put any thought into revolutionizing your entertainment center with a turntable-dual cassette player combo?”
“I’m just here for a camera, Landon.” Silas was struggling to be polite as the salesman tried to convince him two more times about the upsides to owning a personal Tandy computer before finally giving up and showing him the cameras.
To Landon’s credit however, he did suggest that a Polaroid had the advantage of instant photo development, something Silas hadn’t even considered. Silas also managed to talk Landon into throwing in a complimentary pack of film if he agreed to join the RadioShack mailing list.
It was getting close to noon and Silas knew Bocce was going to be wrapping up. It was a ten-minute walk back to the house, so he quickly opened the camera up out in the RadioShack parking lot, loaded the film, and proceeded to snap photos of just about whatever struck his fancy on the way back. He also stopped in front of the original Governor’s mansion to take what would later be known as a “selfie,” hoping to God that no little kids nearby saw him, thus beginning the terrible trend three decades early.
• • •
I must get my own clothes next time, Silas stressed to himself. Sooner or later one of them is going to wonder why certain things magically end up in the laundry hamper. This thought led Silas to quickly come to a few conclusions which he hadn’t really thought through but needed to remember once he returned to the present. On a sheet of binder paper that he’d taken from his grandfather’s desk, Silas wrote the following:
I need to be mindful of cross-over, meaning, if I change or alter something in the past and I return to any point after that change, it should still be changed. So, if I for instance throw away grandpa’s shoes in January of 1984 and return in February of 1984, those shoes should still be gone. If I return to an earlier time, say December of 1983, those shoes should still be there. I need to test this theory.
Today is June 14th, 1981. Anything I store away in the capsule under the house will (hopefully) still be there in 2019, when I return. The box I am about to put down there in a few minutes should be there when I get back, just aged…in this instance, 38 years. I will retrieve the items, and all should be well. Now, IF I travel back to June 21st, 1981, my box should still be there, with the items I put in it the previous week, and theoretically I should be able to remove those items (since I will have already taken them out of the box in 2019, thus making some crazy form of space-time carbon copy of them) and insert new items for transfer. IF on the other hand I go back to the week before I put the lockbox here originally, say June 7th, 1981, I fully expect (if this is all working the way I think it does) the box not to be there because it doesn’t exist yet BECAUSE I haven’t yet put it there. Jesus, I hope this all makes sense later.
So far so good on avoiding grandma and grandpa. If I keep focusing on Sunday mornings, I should be fine. But and this is a huge BUT (hehe), I need to do more research on the (totally hypothetical) possibility of traveling from another location, one where I can not only process back and forth whenever I need to but potentially go back much farther than 1969. Don’t get excited, Silas, but OH THE POSSIBILITIES!!
I need to begin a real database of these trips, with as much detail as possible should I need to return to them at any point. This database also needs to contain a clear and concise description of the process, as well as the rules to transfer items from the past to the present. All this info needs to be encrypted and saved as securely as possible. I’m no genius, and I’ve never claimed to be one, but if this is really what I think it is (and so far, I have no reason to think that it isn’t) then I need to keep it as deeply under wraps as possible. I don’t know why I’m worried, but I know enough to know that very powerful people would want access to this knowledge and I need to discover exactly what it is before we start talking about any sort of third-party disclosure.
Summary: It might not be a bad idea to plan these trips more sequentially in order not to have to repeat things that I’ve already done, like having to buy a new time capsule over and over or having to resupply my own clothes. The most straight forward idea would be to go back as far as possible and work my way up. Eh, we’ll figure that out later. See ya!
Under the house, Silas found a nice spot next to the base of the fireplace under the living room to stash his box. Before he’d gone under, he had applied several “reinforcing” beads of silicone sealant around the rims of the box where the lid opened and closed as well as around the key hole, to prevent any moisture from getting in. After loading it up with his polaroids, a few desiccant packets, and a handful of cinnamon disc candies (for science, he reasoned), Silas sealed up the box and tucked it away nicely far back against the brick so that no one would ever find it unless they were actively looking for it.
Mission accomplished, Silas left the crawlspace and undressed. He drew a bath and prepared for the journey back. As he lay in the water and the hum began to approach from somewhere in the darkness, his thoughts drifted back to Clive, the strange old man who seemed to know exactly who Silas was. Why was he there, why did he help, and most importantly, where can I find him? Silas sank farther and farther into the abyss as the sound enveloped him in it’s warm embrace.
When he awoke, his eyes opened reflexively, still submerged under an inch or so of water. Even through the cold blurriness, he was still able to make two very distinct observations. First, the bathroom lights were on, which he had left off and second, there was a dark figure standing over the bathtub, looking straight down at him.
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Dr. Robert L. Grieves
 
Eclipse / Silverwell Corporation
 
111 Queen Street
 
Auckland, 1010, New Zealand
 
24 February 2019
 
Mr. Silas W. Anderson
 
399 NW Danbury Drive
 
Topeka, KS 66606
 
RE: Dr. Katheryn L. Anderson
 
Employee No. 0XX 4XX 778 7444
 
On behalf of the Eclipse / Silverwell Corporation, we would like to offer you our sincerest condolences on the death of your wife, Katheryn Louis Anderson. Her passing is a deep wound in everyone’s heart both here at the Halley VI research station and at our offices company-wide. Dr. Anderson was an invaluable member of the Eclipse Research Team 10 and one of the most talented Paleobotanists I’ve ever had the pleasure of working with.
 
Mr. Anderson, we would like to remind you that you should be expecting Kate’s personal belongings both from her field camp here at Halley VI as well as items from her office back in Auckland.
 
As we stated to you in our call a few days ago, Eclipse / Silverwell has finalized Dr. Anderson’s pension which you are the sole beneficiary of. We will have our attorneys forward all materials for your review and signature so that we may disperse all applicable funds and benefits as soon as possible.
 
If there are any forms or other documents that you require from Eclipse / Silverwell, or if you have any questions, please feel more that free to contact me directly either by phone or email. I will forward you my information just in case.
 
Again, I and the entire Eclipse / Silverwell Corporation are very sorry for your loss and we wish you nothing but strength and perseverance during this difficult time.
 
Yours faithfully,
 
Dr. Robert L. Grieves
 
Director
 
Eclipse / Silverwell Corporation
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SELFIE STICK

The baseball game had been on a rain delay since the bottom of the fourth inning and given that the clouds over Kansas City weren’t going anywhere anytime soon, Silas bid his father an early adieu and headed to the store to pick up supplies for tonight’s dinner with Ali.
He hadn’t been this nervous in ages and even though he was smack-dab in the middle of arguably the most important discovery in human history, he realized he also needed take care of himself as well. It had started with the diet, which had not only made him feel worlds better both mentally and physically, it had also helped to expedite the process, at least it seemed. No one likes out of shape time travelers, he reminded himself jokingly.
With Ali, things were simple, not complicated. They were into the same things, conversations were never forced, and they had both formed a profound connection after losing their respective spouses. Ali’s husband was a combat Marine who had been on his fourth deployment in Afghanistan when a roadside bomb took out his Humvee, killing him, three other Marines, and two civilian contractors. That was almost five years ago, roughly around the time that Silas began working at NeroComm. She didn’t wear her late husband’s death on her sleeve, and Silas only found out about what had happened from a co-worker who had previously served with him in Iraq. It was only at a holiday party two years ago when an overabundance of bourbon led Ali and Silas to an outdoor bench. Over a shared cigarette, Ali had told Silas about Marc, how he had loved the Marine Corps. and how he had been proud of what they were doing over there; helping civilians… fighting so that those little children that had only known death and destruction might someday find peace and prosperity. Ali had grown stronger over the years, and Silas had respected her courage and perseverance, offering her an ear whenever she needed to talk. Silas now understood that their budding relationship wasn’t just a random spark that happened this afternoon, it had been a bond between the two that had strengthened organically over the years, more than he had realized until right now.
When Kate died, Ali had been there for Silas, giving him plenty of time off to attend to the funeral and to spend time with Kate’s family. She was also a good friend away from work, taking the time to listen to him when he needed to talk. Walking him back from the edge might not be the most accurate term, but Ali had been there for him during some of his darkest moments, and he hadn’t forgotten that. Up until earlier this afternoon, neither of them had made any sort of move on the other, but today something just clicked. Silas wasn’t quite sure what it was, but he was ready to welcome whatever it might be.
After grabbing some fresh lamb shanks and a few bottles of red wine from the market, Silas headed back home. It was already half past four and Ali would be coming over any minute.
Searching through the pantry, Silas took out a box of Israeli pearl couscous and set it on the counter. He’d already browned the lamb shanks on both sides and now had them on a low simmer while he prepared the rest of the meal. Fishing a bag of frozen French-cut green beans from the freezer, Silas opened them and dumped the entire package into a saucepan, added some water and a chicken bouillon cube, and set them on the stove next to the lamb.
He looked out the kitchen window just as Ali pulled up and parked. As she walked up the path towards the house, Silas noticed that she had let her hair down and realized that in all the time he had known her, he’d never actually seen her hair like that. It was beautiful. He set a timer on the couscous and walked around the corner to open the door.
“Long time, no see!” Silas said as he was suddenly aware of how attracted he had become to Ali in the past eight hours. Almost six years of working with her and not once had he ever looked at her the way he was now.
“I know, right? I can’t believe you didn’t even call or email, jeeze!” Ali stepped into the house and quickly gave Silas a short peck on the lips followed by a warm, “Hi.” It was in that instant that Silas knew he was going to be just fine. For the first time since Kate had passed, he was starting to truly develop feelings for someone, something he thought and swore he would never be able to do ever again.
“Something smells amazing!” Ali commented as she took off her jacket. “You mind if I get these boots off, my feet are killing me.”
“What you smell is Silas Anderson’s world-famous braised lamb shanks, and yes, make yourself comfortable,” he responded, hoping beyond hope that the lamb would live up to the hype he’d been giving it. It had been Silas’ grandmother’s recipe, and even when he followed the directions on her little yellow note card to the letter, it always managed to taste slightly different. Not bad, just not Grandma’s.
Ali kicked off her boots and pushed them under the small bench by the door.
“Much better, thanks! They didn’t have enough chairs at this pizza place where my sister had the birthday party, so I ended up standing almost the entire time. My back and legs are shot!”
“Well you’re in luck,” Silas exclaimed, again going into medieval knight mode, “each entrée of Silas Anderson’s world-famous braised lamb shanks comes with an equally world famous, and complementary, back massage!”
“No legs, good sir?” she asked, attempting to counter with her best English accent which ended up sounding Russian.
Silas switched to a thick Yugoslavian voice, “Da, comrade, legs are extra but perhaps we make an exception, yes?” Ali burst out laughing. The only way Silas could describe the feeling he was having right now would be all warm and fuzzy.
“Wow, Boris. Do I have to wait in line to get my lamb tonight, or can we work something out?” she replied, biting her lower lip softly. Silas instantly wanted to skip dinner.
In the same accent, he said, “Yessssss. I do think perhaps we come to some…agreement. But first….,” Silas dropped the act and motioned for Ali to sit on the couch. Already on the coffee table were two large wine glasses and a bottle of mid-grade Pinot. He didn’t know much about wine, so he did what any wine amateur would, he picked the ones with the coolest looking labels.
“Nice, I could use a glass after two and a half hours of screaming 7-year old’s and some of the worst pop music I’ve ever heard in my life,” Ali stated as she sat down on the couch. Silas sat down on the adjacent love seat and looked at her for a moment before saying what he’d rehearsed for the better part of the afternoon.
“Ali, look, before we get started and have what I think is going to be a killer evening of good food, hopefully good wine, and maybe…if you’re lucky, an Austin Powers marathon, I need to get some things out that I think need to be… well, out there.” Silas tried his best not to look uncomfortable and he was praying to the gods on high that this all came out right. Just say it, Silas. “Ali, I like you. Like… a lot. And I’m pretty sure you like me, otherwise you just have a really friendly way of saying goodbye.”
Ali smiled slightly, wondering where this was going but ready to listen to whatever it was that Silas felt like he needed to say.
He continued, “Well, you’re my boss…”
“Technically,” Ali commented quickly, not wanting to interrupt him.
“… And for better or for worse, this is going to impact our work relationship, whether we think it will or not. So, there’s that.” Ali continued to listen, nodding reassuringly, trying not to add to Silas’ already apparent nervousness. “And… this is, well…” Silas stumbled for a moment and then continued, “This is really the first time I’ve ever… I’ve had feelings for anyone since, umm, well… in a long time and I gotta be honest, it’s sort of freaking me out.”
Ali scooted towards Silas a bit and reached her hand out, gently putting it on top of his.
“I know, me too,” she whispered.
Silas put his other hand over hers and squeezed softly, letting her know he wasn’t trying to push her away
 “Look, when Kate died, sure, we had been separated for a year or so. I was so mad and conflicted and… alone, but I still… I cared about her regardless. And then when she died…” Silas trailed off slightly as he heard Robert Grieves’ voice on the other end of the phone tell him that Kate had gone missing when a huge storm had cut her off from the rest of the team while they were mapping out newly discovered caves near the Halley VI research station in godforsaken Antarctica.
“When she died it was this huge whirlwind of emotions. We had split up and I knew it was possible we’d never see each other again because of that, but to know that she died, and the possibility was gone forever…” Silas looked at Ali, who was looking back at him with a look of complete understanding. She squeezed back, and Silas continued, “And for the longest time I was filled with an unholy combination of utter sadness and extreme anger. I was angry at her…angry that she left, angry that she… died. And I missed her, and I wanted her back and she was gone… fuck.”
Ali inched a little closer, so she could let Silas know she was here for him but that he still had space to tell her more and that she would listen.
“And then you were such a good friend, a total trooper for me when I needed it the most. And, you were also my boss and someone that I needed to somehow keep at arm’s length for all kinds of reasons. I felt like there needed to be a buffer zone between us that would ensure that the friendship we had would stay exactly the way it was: good, without getting messed up. I thought about Marc and how you as well had gone through the pain of ultimate loss and grief-stricken madness, and I never wanted to get in between the memory that you had…have, of him. I didn’t want to even attempt to try and somehow fit myself into your life and try to be a replacement for the man that you were ready to spend the rest of your life with.”
Tears welled up in Ali’s eyes and she sniffed slightly as she smiled and said, “Silas, Marc is gone and so is Kate. Neither one of them can ever be replaced, and neither one of us wants them to be. Somehow, earlier, something came over me that I too hadn’t felt in five years. That’s a long time not to feel anything. So, when I looked at you today and suddenly every missing and upside-down puzzle piece in my life came together, I took a chance and decided that I… that hopefully both of us were finally ready to start being happy again. Kissing you… even holding your hand right now, has my mind spinning, and in the greatest possible way, and while I know that there are things we need to figure out if this is actually going to become a thing, I want you to know that I don’t want to be anywhere else with anyone else right now.”
A tear rolled down Silas’ cheek as he looked at this beautiful woman sitting next to him that had somehow come to understand a side of Silas Anderson that he himself had yet to fully figure out.
“I’m glad you’re here, Ali, I really am. I want to be happy and I want you to be happy.” Silas wiped the tear away, trying not to look like the beginnings of a babbling brook. “I just wanted you to know that I care about you and I want you here, to be as much a part of my life as you’d like to be… and hopefully the other way around.”
Ali leaned in slowly as did Silas and they kissed.
• • •
The next morning, Silas woke up earlier than usual. The sun hadn’t come up yet and the room sat in a grayish darkness. It was like the sound before the silence, but in reverse. It was night’s last death throes before the sun would rise and set the sky on fire. He shivered slightly, realizing that he hadn’t set the heater to click on until 6am, which meant it was earlier than he had originally thought. He glanced at the blue glow of the digital clock on the nightstand, 5:03am. Ali shifted in her sleep, curling her body closer to Silas’ as her arm reached out and touched his bare chest. It stayed there for a moment and then moved to his forearm. Subconsciously holding on, she pulled him back down towards her.
“It’s cold,” she muttered, half into the pillow. Silas realized it was indeed a bit chilly in the house, so he grabbed his cell phone from under his pillow and opened the app that was able to control his heating and cooling. The current temperature read 59 degrees. He set it at 68 and put his phone back down as he heard the furnace click on down the hall.               He laid down on his back next to Ali who instinctively latched on to him, her head coming to rest on his chest, her right arm and leg draped over his body. It had been some time since Silas had felt that warmth and the sincere embrace of another human being, and Ali’s skin felt soft and comforting against his. It felt safe. He took in a deep breath and savored the smell of her hair as a sudden slew of memories flew through his mind of he and Kate in the same position, in this very bed. Kate would have wanted you to be happy, Silas. Ali is a good for you. Enjoy it.
Silas woke again almost two hours later to sunlight filling the room. He immediately looked to his right, noticing that Ali wasn’t there, although the sweet scent of her still lingered. He sat up slowly and set his feet on the floor where most of his clothes had ended up at some point late last night. Or early this morning. Oh, wine…
Most of Ali’s clothes were also in a jumble next to his, so Silas did the math and figured that she couldn’t have gone far on a cold December morning. Ali is somewhere in my house right now, naked, Silas mused, and instantly chided himself for thinking like a 10th grader. The thought was not off-putting in the slightest, but where could she be?
Re-dressing himself in pretty much the same clothes from the day before, Silas first poked his head around the corner to the master bathroom. No Ali. He left the bedroom and instantly smelled coffee. And is that bacon?
As he rounded the corner in the hallway and walked across the entry way to the kitchen, he reminded himself that hiding away everything related to the process had been a good idea, especially for times like this. All he needed was Ali stumbling upon his notes or diagrams that described in detail everything from Officer Ralston and the mysterious Clive to Silas using the bathtub as some sort of watery DeLorean in the pursuit of real-life time travel. She knows I’m a geek, but not a possibly insane one, Silas thought.
Ali stood in the kitchen facing the stove, her long blond hair resting on her shoulders that were covered by one of Silas’s large flannel shirts. She wore nothing else. The top two buttons were open, and Silas immediately felt that he might still be asleep and dreaming. Ali looked drop-dead gorgeous and Silas wondered what he’d done to deserve someone like her, at this moment.
“Morning, stranger,” Silas said as he came up behind her, wrapping his arms around her waist and kissing the side of her neck softly. Ali closed her eyes and pressed herself back into him.
“Morning! How did you sleep?” Ali seemed like an entirely different person right now and Silas still found it hard to believe that she was standing here, right now, in his arms.
“Mmm,” Silas hummed, “fantastic. It was like I was put under a spell or something. I haven’t slept that good in a while.”
“Yeah, you were out,” Ali laughed, “but I agree, I slept really good too. Helped to have you to hold on to all night, though.” She turned her head to the side to meet his lips and kissed him.
“So, it wasn’t my intention to have you barefoot and cooking on the first date, but I won’t say no to whatever it is you have going on here.” Silas looked down at the stove as Ali flipped a few strips of bacon. She removed them and set them on a napkin before transferring them over to two plates that already had piles of scrambled egg on them.
“Yeah, you scored big time,” Ali joked, “I’ll do the laundry next!” Silas laughed. He loved her sense of humor more than he had ever realized.
After kissing her again, he walked over to the coffee pot that was half full of his favorite Colombian blend.
“Tell you the truth, I forgot this thing even worked. I usually just get coffee on the way to work,” he said. Ali finished arranging the plates and picked them both up to take over to the table.
“Speaking of which, I have a 10 o’clock with Rogers so I need to get moving asap,” she said as she set the plates down.
“Oh crap,” Silas said, “I totally forgot it was Monday!”
“Yeah, Mr. Vacation, some of us have to get up and go to work.” She smiled and motioned for him to come sit down. “I’m just kidding,” she continued, “you’ve earned it. I just wish I could join you.” Silas finished pouring himself a cup of coffee and sat down opposite Ali.
“Why don’t you take the week off? Next week is Christmas anyway, just tell ‘em you have family coming in or something.” Silas already knew that Ali couldn’t take any time off right now, and with the new satellite offices opening in Denver in January, she was up to her ears in logistical paperwork and conference calls. The telecommunications industry didn’t slow down for Santa Claus.
“You know I can’t…” Ali began.
“I know, I know, I’m just kidding. Look, you can come here whenever you want. I don’t have any big plans for this vacation and it would be awesome if we could spend more time together. He mentally kicked himself for lying. His plans for vacation were to travel to the past as much as possible, and, time with Ali would be slim at best factoring in the time loss associated with the process. The notion of giving her a key went right out the window as soon as he pictured her walking in on him trip. He was still entirely uncertain what would happen should his body in the present be physically disturbed during a travel session.
“I would love to spend as much time with you as possible, Silas. You really think I’m looking forward to a cold, lonely bed tonight?” Silas couldn’t get over how much Ali looked like a different person right now. Having only seen her through the lens of manager/managed, he was now starting to see things about Ali that he had never bothered to notice before yesterday.
“Just throwing this out there, but you don’t have to be alone tonight…,” Silas said with an evil grin on his face.
What are you doing Silas? You have work to do!
“Thanks, and trust me, I cannot wait for the next time we can have a repeat of whatever the hell awesome-sauce that was last night, but honestly if I don’t buckle down and get this transition paperwork done, that new Denver staff is going to hit the ground without a parachute.”
“I understand, really. I just want you to know that you’re welcome any time. And yes, last night was awesome.” Silas picked up his fork and was about to grab a pile of eggs from his plate when he looked across to Ali’s side of the table and noticed his stack of Polaroids sitting directly in front of her.
What? How…?
“So, umm, where did you find those old things?” Silas said awkwardly as he ate a bite of his scrambled eggs. He tried not to draw too much attention to the photographs in the off-chance she hadn’t even looked at them yet. No way I just left those sitting out on the kitchen table, did I?
“Oh,” Ali laughed, “yeah, they were in the bathroom drawer. I was looking for some toothpaste earlier and found them. Odd place to keep pictures…”
Silas had to concentrate in order to prevent his voice from betraying his oncoming internal freak-out. The problem wasn’t the seven photos that seemed to document the journey from the old RadioShack down on 2nd Street back to 399 Danbury Drive. For all intents and purposes, Ali probably wouldn’t even know that they were pictures taken in Topeka. Most of the things in those seven photos now looked completely different than they did in 1981, and Ali hadn’t grown up here, so it was likely she’d even have a second thought about them.
It was the last photograph, the eighth polaroid that should have sent red flags up all over the place. Fireworks, even.
Ali chewed a bite of crispy bacon, “Man, when were these taken? Looks way back in the day.” Silas contemplated grabbing the stack of pictures and setting them on fire. “What’s crazy is this one!” She shuffled through the Polaroids and picked up the one Silas had hoped she wouldn’t. “This dude totally looks like you!” She laughed as she handed the photo to Silas. It was the 35-year-old selfie he had taken in front of the Old Governor’s mansion on Buchanan Street in 1981. He looked the same in that photograph as he did sitting here at the kitchen table eating bacon and eggs on a Monday morning in 2019.
Ali took another bite of bacon, “So who is that, anyway?”
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GLITCH IN THE MATRIX

Silas laid in the water, motionless, as he stared at the figure that stood over him. Even though his eyes were underwater, Silas could make out that the figure was a man, wearing dark clothing with what appeared to be a black hat. His natural reaction was to jump up and confront whoever this was that had invaded his private space, but something about the figure’s posture made him remain still, as if he was being observed under a microscope by a mad scientist who would squash him like a bug should he decide to squirm.
It was only when Silas did try to move that he came to the horrible realization that his arms and legs were not
working. He attempted to lift his head up and out of the water as well, but it was a futile effort. For all intents and purposes, Silas felt completely paralyzed while this dark stranger, this mad scientist craned his neck from side to side, watching and notating. The only thing that Silas seemed to have control over was his eye movement as he watched the figure seemingly reach into his coat pocket and remove something small. The man began to scribble into the blurred object, which Silas deduced was a notepad. The feeling of immobility was absolutely maddening, and he fought down the urge to panic as he stared up at the figure, trying to weigh what his options were.
You have no options right now, Silas. You are to simply lie still and be quiet. The voice came somewhere from the depths of his mind and Silas again wondered if he was beginning to lose it. Try not to think too much. Just relax and enjoy the downtime.
Silas had never been a screamer and yet, in this moment, he needed to do something to assure himself that he was alive. What came out of his throat was not so much a scream as it was a low, guttural mew that sounded more like a cow that was writhing in agony. It also seemed to take on the quality of an old record player that had just been plugged in and was slowly beginning to come up to normal speed. The second time he yelled was much more obvious and his voice reverberated against the porcelain tub and back into his own ears, disorienting him even more. His vision skewed as the water around and over him rippled. He yelled again and again, noticing a faint tingling sensation in both of his arms as he did so. It felt like pins and needles, as if they had been asleep and were now finally awakening. The first movement came from his right arm, which made a small but deliberate sweeping motion from side to side. This caused the bath water to displace just enough so that for a split second his right eye was free of water. Silas gasped as he saw the face of the figure that was hunched over him. It was Clive.
• • •
Realizing that his subject was coming to, Clive finished his note taking and carefully put his pen and pad back inside the inner left pocket of his black trench coat. It occurred to him that he had only a few minutes until Silas was fully awake and able to stand, so he made haste, turning to walk out of the bathroom and into the hallway. As he got to the door, Clive turned back towards Silas, seeing his arm starting to rise out of the water, searching for something to hold on to.
He was satisfied with his observations and decided that now it was time to leave. He continued walking to the entry hall where he stopped briefly to put a small, folded note that he had written on the key hanger that was mounted next to the door. Clive then proceeded to open it and step out, closing it behind himself. Walking down the path toward the street, he turned again to take one last look at the house, shaking his head slightly from side to side as he did so. The time was coming where he knew he would have to explain a few important things to Silas, but now was not it. He smiled at the thought of Silas’ naivete as he buttoned up his jacket, turning to cross the street while he did so.
• • •
Silas sprang up as soon as he was able and frantically forced his eyes to focus as he scanned the bathroom. He propped himself up on the side of the tub wall and felt his leg muscles strain under his weight, struggling to wake up. The pins and needles sensation was excruciating and Silas winced as he forced himself up.
“Wher……,” Silas attempted to speak but couldn’t yet command his tongue or jaw muscles. He tried again, “Whe… where… where are you…. you son of a bitch!” He stood fully upright, bracing himself with one hand on the wall and the other clutching on to the shower curtain ring that was suspended over the top. It gave slightly but held as he used it to steady himself.
“Huh?! Where the hell are you? Cliiive. Or whatever… the hell... you’re called.” Silas suddenly felt an overwhelming sense of nausea but powered through it as he reached for his towel, wrapping it around his waist while lifting one leg up and out of the bath tub.
Once both feet were on the floor, Silas felt much better and his head was rapidly starting to clear. He half stumbled out of the bathroom like a drunkard eight drinks in and made his way down the hall to the entry way. There was no sign of Clive.
“The hell are you, what do you want?!” Silas’ voice was clearly rattled. He felt disgusted by the idea that this stranger had been watching him for God knows how long and now had vanished into thin air.
Silas noticed that the front door was unlocked and opened it with a jerk, sunlight blinding him temporarily as he did so. It was cold outside, and Silas shuddered in his white towel. Without thinking too much about it or caring that the neighbors were getting a Christmas time peep show courtesy of Silas Anderson, he limped down the path to the top of the driveway. He looked down Danbury Drive in the only direction Clive could have gone. Nothing. He looked across the street and noticed a few strange cars parked here and there but figured it was the holidays and people probably had friends and family visiting.
It was then that Silas turned to look at the vast field that sprawled away from the house for about a mile or so. Silas used to play in that field for hours on end as a kid, pretending he was noble Knight of the Round Table, searching every corner for the evil doers. This time however, Silas didn’t see giant arachnids or massive fire breathing dragons, he saw Clive, standing perfectly still about 75 yards away looking directly at him.
Clive’s hat was angled in a way that Silas couldn’t make out his eyes or nose, instead just seeing the outline of his mouth, which Silas thought was bent into a curious smile, as if he knew he’d gotten the better of him.
“I just want to talk, that’s all!” Silas yelled, loud enough for Clive to hear him but not full blast as to alert the entire block. Clive stood completely still, looking at the other, the smile not fading or changing. Silas started walking in the direction of the field and as he got to the end of the sidewalk where the pavement ended, he saw Clive’s hand come up in a static gesture. It was a wave without waving, something like and an old cowboys and Indians western where the native would say something like, “Aho, white man.” Since Clive didn’t look to be Lakota, Silas wondered if it was some sort of message, maybe “hello” or a more ominous “don’t come any closer, dickhead”.
Silas stopped walking, even though he was fully prepared to chase after Clive, barefoot and half naked if need be. Clive lowered his hand. He looked at Silas for a few more moments and then simply turned around and began walking away.
“Stop!” Silas shouted again, this time louder than before. Clive didn’t acknowledge the other and kept walking, almost appearing to get smaller or, lower, Silas thought, as if walking down a flight of stairs. He kept walking until only his hat was visible. How is he disappearing, Silas thought, it’s not like there is a hill over there, this field is flat for miles. I should be able to watch him walk to the next county.
The very top of Clive’s hat was now the only think that Silas could see and as he contemplated running after him, the hat dipped below the line of weeds in the distance and was gone.
“Impossible!” Silas said out loud. “Seriously. Really?!”
Who are you talking to, Silas? Kate’s voice was even keel, like a psychologist talking to a patient who had just lost their marbles. There’s no one there, it’s just a field, Silas.
“He was there, Kate, goddamnit, he was there.” Silas threw his hands up, not sure of what to do next. He stayed there for several minutes, staring at the last spot where he’d seen Clive. Is there something in that field that I need to find? Silas held his head in his hands and closed his eyes, massaging his temples.
Beyond a shadow of a doubt, he knew Clive had been in his house. He knew that it was Clive in the field. And now, walking back inside defeated and confused, Silas noticed the small piece of paper wedged between the wall and the key hanger. Nervously, he reached up and pulled it out, unfolding it.
Written in blue ball point pen were three words that would cause Silas to not use the process again for several weeks and made him question whether he should lock everything away and forget about the whole thing entirely. But how can I forget everything. How can I stop? There’s still more to do, more to see, and I have no intention of giving in to a man who can’t even face me directly.
He read the note over and over. It simply read: “Turn back…NOW.”
Silas angrily crumped the note up in one hand and threw it against the wall. It fell to the floor and Silas stared at it. How was this possible, he thought, no one knows about the process except me? It’s mine and this guy thinks he’s somehow in control of it?
“But what if he is in control of it, Silas?” Kate’s voice was real, it was in the house, but not in any one specific place. It was everywhere and nowhere. “Or in more control of it than you are?” Her voice faded, Silas sitting down on the floor in the entry way, still looking at the crumpled note.
I’ll give it some time, Silas thought. I’ll give it some time and come back at it fresh in a week or two. I’ll come at it with new eyes and make it work. I’ll learn to control it.
Silas didn’t know yet that the next time he used the process would cause the most significant and life changing experience of his life. It would also be his last time.
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FOR OLD TIME’S SAKE

“I still can’t believe that’s your grandfather.” Ali was sitting on the edge of the bed putting a sock on as Silas put on a clean tee shirt that said NASA. “I mean, talk about spitting image, it’s downright uncanny.”
He sat down next to her and put on his own pair as he leaned over and kissed her on the cheek.
“Yep, I know, crazy. It’s sort of like how Hank III sounds just like Hank senior, except instead of my grandpa’s voice I got his looks.” Silas flashed his eyebrows at Ali, making her smile
“Without this coming out the wrong way, Silas… your grandpa was hot!” She finished putting on her socks and stood up. “The man was probably a certified heartbreaker.”
“Maybe, but not if you asked him. He was the total blue collar, red-blooded American type. Enjoyed getting his hands dirty and didn’t mind the occasional scrape or cut. I think I only saw him dressed up like two or three times. He didn’t care much for trying to impress people by wearing fancy clothes.”
Kate replied, “Either way, he was hot. And since you’re basically his clone, I think I lucked out!” She knelt over and gently kissed the side of his neck sending shivers down his spine. She stood up and looked at him lovingly, “You do realize that it’s going to be so hard to concentrate today.” She caressed his cheek. “Okay, I have to get moving, I’m already late.”
Ali put her boots and jacket on at the door. “I’ll call you tonight, if you don’t mind that is.”
Silas pretended to yawn, “Well…I’ll see what I have going on. My schedule is really jam-packed these days.”
Ali grinned and grabbed Silas by his tee shirt, pulling herself in to him. “I want you to know that you’re the best thing in my life right now, Silas Anderson. I want you to really know that.” She kissed him, and they held each other for a few moments before she reached for the doorknob.
“I want you know that I want more of this. I want more of you. And…,” Silas trailed off. “And I want you to know that without you I would have never made it this far. It means the world to me, Ali.” Silas held the door for her as she opened it. Ali didn’t say anything as she walked down the path to her car until she turned around at the garage and blew Silas a kiss.
“I’ll see you later. Relax, enjoy your vacay. Jerk.” Her smile melted Silas to the core.
• • •
Today, Silas only had one goal, one trip to make and it would be quick. Even though he had previously sworn off traveling to any time after 2005, his mind had been made up the instant he realized that he was beginning to fall in love with Alice Jurgen. It was even possible, Silas thought, that this trip would close the door on something that had eaten away at him since Kate’s death. By gaining closure, Silas believed that the foundation would be in place for him to direct all his concentration on a regimented and carefully planned out series of “missions,” each with their own objectives.
His intent was to no longer use the process for willy-nilly lollygagging, his trips were to be serious endeavors, with parameters and rules, checklists and goals. This one last “leisure” trip would be to see Kate one last time.
Silas needed to see her. He needed to release her from his mental prison where she resided day in and day out, speaking to him and looking back at him in the mirror. She was everywhere, and Silas needed to let her go if he was to have a healthy connection to Ali. He had loved Kate, with everything in him he had loved her, but she was gone, and Ali was here. Silas needed to see her one last time, to have his last memory of her be one of a vibrant woman, full of life and possibility. He needed to know she was okay, so he could say goodbye.
• • •
2011 wasn’t that much different than the present once Silas processed through and looked around. Everything in the house was pretty much the same, with the addition of a larger television in the family room and new grass in the front yard versus his grandfather’s monstrous ivy. His memories had opened the door to a Thursday afternoon in August of that year. Silas remembered it well since he would have been fishing with his father and gone until later that night. Kate was at work and would probably not be home until around 6pm. She would shower, change clothes, and head to the gym. It wasn’t unusual for Silas to be home during this time, and he reasoned that a light interaction with her wouldn’t cause the universe to collapse, per se, since she would probably think nothing of it and head off to the gym afterwards, none the wiser.
He understood the ramifications of what he was about to do, or at least he thought he did. In his mind, Silas had already justified his own actions as that of a man still grieving his dead wife who needed closure by any means necessary. Silas accepted that she was gone, he knew that, but here he had the opportunity to really say goodbye in his own way.
Once dressed, Silas sat down on the couch and turned on the television and spent the next hour watching a rerun of a Dexter episode, the one where crazy Lila blows up Dexter’s cabin… and Doakes in the process. At around 5:50pm, Silas heard the unmistakable sound of Kate’s Volvo SUV pulling up onto the driveway.
He instantly regretted coming, this was all a huge mistake. Something is going to go wrong! Silas firmly clutched his own knees and took in several deep breaths. This is happening. Oh my God, how is this possible. She’s here. Kate is alive.
• • •
For this to go off without a hitch, Silas knew he had to get it together long enough for her to eventually leave again to go to gym. He would only have a few minutes with her at best and he needed to be normal-everyday-Silas or else something could get triggered leading her to mention something to 2011-Silas later that night. He envisioned the conversation to go something like, “Hey, did you end up going back to your dad’s after I left?”
“Go back? Huh?”
“Did you leave after I left for the gym and go back to your dad’s?”
“When?”
“Really? Earlier…hell-llo!”
“What are you even talking about, Kate?”
“You were home earlier when I got back from work. The I left to go to the gym. You were here watching TV, goofball.”
“Umm, I got home at eight. You were in the shower. I didn’t come here earlier than that. Are you thinking of a different day?”
“Silas, are you messing with me right now?”
And that is the conversation Silas didn’t want to happen. This had to be perfect. Nothing could stick out, the conversation needed to be lighter than a feather and wholly forgettable.
Keys rattled outside and then one entered the keyhole on the front door. Silas watched as the latch turned from the 12 o’clock position to the 3 o’clock. This is really happening, he thought. He relaxed his hands and tried to look natural. He heard the heavy lid on the wrought iron mailbox next to the front door open briefly and then close with a dull thud. The handle turned, and the door opened.
Silas fought back tears as hard as anything he’d ever done in his life, but they came, nonetheless.
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WHO MONITORS THE MONITORS?

Remember that part in The Empire Strikes back where Yoda tells Luke there is another Skywalker? Or when Jason Bourne learns that he isn’t the only operative working for Treadstone? Well, that’s exactly how Silas Anderson felt as Morris Clive lit a cigarette after explaining who he really was. The two men sat on some aluminum bleachers looking out over the empty little league field next to Saint Gertrude’s Catholic Church. Morris offered one to Silas, who took one but didn’t light it. The sun was beginning to set, casting an orange glow over the late-summer evening. Silas looked at the cigarette in his hand, a Pall Mall Light, then gazed up and out at the ball field.
“So, as you can see, there are things I can tell ya and things I can’t tell ya. There are things I simply won’t tell ya, and to be honest…,” Clive took a long drag from his cigarette, “there’s things I just don’t remember.” Silas looked back down at his cigarette and pondered everything that Clive had told him a few minutes earlier.
Clive continued, “What I will say, Silas…or, is it Justin?” He laughed a gravelly old smoker’s laugh. “What I will say is that this thing you’re doin’…this “process” as you call it... This isn’t something that you were never, ever meant to do. Think of it like a door that was left cracked during a meeting where your bosses are talking about things way above your paygrade.” Clive took another drag and blew the smoke up into the air, chuckling under his breath. “Imagine you walk by that door on your way down the hall. You notice that the door is cracked, you the hear voices, but you also know that you have no business whatsoever listening in on that meeting. Whatever’s goin’ on in there is for them, not you. Do you see where I’m going with this, Silas?”
Silas looked back at the field. He didn’t speak but shook his head once to acknowledge what Clive was telling him.
“Silas, I have to ask, and I want you to be honest because if I need to find out I will. You came here today to see Kate, didn’t you?”
Silas nodded his head again. “Yes, I did,” he replied, suddenly feeling like a child who was being scolded by an adult.
“Silas… I’ll skip the ‘whys’ and get straight to the point. What the hell did you say to her in there?”
“I didn’t say anything that would have made her suspicious, if that’s what you’re implying. I spoke to her like it was any other day. She came home, I said hello. She changed clothes, I… when she was leaving I… said goodbye.”
Silas’ eyes filled with tears as he put a hand up to his head. “Oh God,” he continued, “I just wanted to say goodbye to her, man. One last fucking time I wanted to say goodbye to my wife!” Silas closed his eyes and imagined that this was all some long, drawn out dream. That several times during this dream he had almost woken up but couldn’t quite break free, and even if he did, what reality would he finally wake up to? What’s even real anymore. Is any of it?
Or, maybe he truly was insane, and this was all an elaborate construct that he had created for himself to deal with the pain of Kate’s loss and the possibility of being alone for the rest of his life. He pictured Ali and wondered if she was just another part of this cruel joke being played on him by some demented puppeteer in the clouds. Was Ali even a real person? Am I even who I think I am?
“Silas, the past is a living, breathing thing, just like the present. It can be touched and manipulated, poked and prodded. Everything you do here will ripple forward through time just as any action you take in the present will ripple forward from that point on.” Morris put his hand on Silas’ shoulder. “Did you say anything to Kate, Silas? And you know what I mean when I say the word anything. Did you say or do anything that would compromise her or your future?”
Silas wiped his eyes and looked at Morris. “I hugged her, and I told her I loved her. I told her I would always love her, no matter what. I said that whatever challenges might come our way, we would face them, head on. Nothing would beat us… nothing.” Morris looked down at his own cigarette, took a last drag, and flicked it down at the brown dirt.
“What was I supposed to do, huh? I see my dead wife for the first time in a year and I’m supposed to just say hey, how’s it going?” Silas threw his unlit cigarette into a bush next to the bleachers. “This whole thing, this ability to travel… I didn’t ask for it, I didn’t even necessarily want it, but it was there. It was available, and it worked. I knew there were certain things that I shouldn’t do, and I didn’t. I never tried to cheat anything. Not once did I use it to make money, which would have incredibly easy by the way. I use The Process to explore, never to exploit.”
Morris frowned, “Silas, you need to understand that everything has consequences. Every little thing that you do here, from being an extra person in line at the grocery store to helping a little old lady across the street. Guess what, Silas? That cop, Officer Ralston, the one who you met, the one who I save your ass from? You think he just forgot all about the strange guy that he rolled up on one morning in 1985?” He lit another cigarette. “Two days after he encountered you wandering around here with your shabby little tee shirt on in 43-degree weather, there was a murder around the corner on Lark Street. A young girl was strangled to death and guess what, they never found the killer, Silas.”
Silas suddenly felt sick to his stomach. He already knew where Morris was going with this.
“Yeah, that’s right, they never found the shitbird that did it. Little girl’s parents were devastated. Officer Ralston… he immediately put out an all-points bulletin for the suspect. Take one guess what the description was, Silas. Better yet, look in your goddamned mirror and you’ll see the face that appeared in all the newspapers that winter. Ralston searched for you for years. He refused to give up that case. Word is, he’s still looking for you…even in retirement.”
Silas tightened his fists. He remembered the little girl who had been found in the backyard of the two-story house on Lark Street. His parents hadn’t told him the grisly details, but Silas had been old enough to figure it out, and rumors spread like wildfire. The suspect had been a man that the police described as a drifter, about six feet tall, 192lbs., black hair, brown eyes. Oddly, even though Silas remembered the murder, he found it strange that up until this point, he hadn’t remembered there being a description of the suspect, much less a suspect at all.
“So, you see, Silas? Every damn think you do here… or, anywhere for that matter, has consequences. You think you know what you’re doing when you travel. You think you’ve got it all figured out, down to a science. But you don’t. And what this all is… is not science, it’s much, much more than that. You stumbled upon this, Silas, and you need to stumble out of it, and never, I mean never come back.”
Silas spoke slowly to Morris, “She walked in and of course, I had already lost it. I had practiced and rehearsed, prepared myself for the moment I’d see her, what I’d say to her… but when the time came, and she walked through that door, all reason, all the rules I had made, they all went flying out the window as I looked into her eyes. Seeing her move again, seeing her beautiful face… that was powerful, that was more that I was capable of resisting. Did I talk to her? Yeah, I did. She hurried over and asked what was wrong, and of course, trying to play it cool I just say that I’ve had a rough day and I was just letting it out, that everything is fine and not to worry about me. At this point I’m already realizing I’ve screwed up big time, but what am I supposed to do, run? She asks if she should stay home so we can spend some time together. How sweet is that, Morris? You must realize this is before she miscarried, fuck, it’s before she’s even pregnant. We’re fine at this point, and she wants to spend time with me. She kissed me and wiped away my tears… do you know how long it’s been since her and I were at a good place like that?”
Morris nodded for Silas to go on.
“I tell her to go to the gym, that I’ll be fine. I tell her to forget all about it and when she gets back, we’ll watch a movie or something, but I emphasize…over emphasize that everything is okay, hoping that when I leave, and the real Silas comes home, she won’t bring it up again.” Silas rubbed his temples nervously, looking up to the orange sky as he did so. “She left, and everything was fine. Look, Clive, I’m done here, okay? I am fully aware that I screwed up, so if you don’t mind, I’m going to process back before she or,” Silas paused momentarily, “the other… me gets back.”
Morris looked at him with a skeptical expression. “You realize it’s hard for me to trust you at this point, right Silas?”
“I really don’t care who you trust and don’t trust, Clive. I get what you are, I understand your purpose. I know why you do what you do, even if you won’t tell me how it’s possible or why I am able to do it. But spare me your warnings. Now that I know what’s at stake, I’m out. For good.”
Morris stood up on the bleachers, looking down at Silas. He took a few steps down and turned around.
“Right. Just know, I won’t stop you if you do. It’s not my job to stop you. But it is my job to warn you, that’s all. Once a man has all the tools and knowledge that he needs, he is on his own to build his world. You’re free, Silas, but please do not underestimate the gravity of this situation. When you get back to your time, you need to sit the hell down and think long and hard about why it is you feel compelled to keep doing this to yourself.”               Morris turned and walked down off the bleachers. He faced Silas again and put his hands in his coat pockets. “Did you know that every time you travel, your bond to the process becomes more intense? Remember at first when you felt like a clumsy baby trying to crawl… compared to now when you can practically travel with little to no effort and get to exactly where it is you wanna go? You are fusing with the very fabric of time, and the stronger that bond becomes, the more of a mess it will make should it break. And when it breaks, Silas… because everything breaks eventually, you need to be prepared to deal with the fallout. If you insist on making this a habit, you will soon find that I am not the only one besides you who is able to do this. There are others out there, some like you, some like me. There are also those that will see you as a threat and seek you out.”
Silas looked up at Morris, “What the hell does that mean?”
Morris was already starting to walk away but paused to answer. “You are not quite there yet, Silas, but keep tempting fate and you surely will be. Should it get to that point, you will see me again, but rest assured, it will not be a fun meeting… for either of us. My advice, Silas…,” Morris continued walking. He stepped through the chain link fence that surrounded the ball field and stopped again on the other side. “My advice would be to go home, embrace that beautiful new girlfriend of yours, and forget all about this shit. Live your life in the present, day by day. Move forward, not back. You don’t belong in the past any more than it belongs in the present.”
Morris turned and walked down the sidewalk. Silas didn’t bother to watch him this time, much less follow. Clive Morris had told him enough and it was time to go home. The past was becoming more like a haunted house than an enjoyable journey. Each trip seemed to bring out more demons than angels, and Silas knew that what he had done on this trip had been a mistake.
“I’m so sorry, Kate. I love you, but you have to stay here.” He got up and walked back to the house. The sky went from an orange blaze to a deep purple and then to black. Silas’ time here was done, and he missed Ali.
As he entered the house and began to run the bath water, he made a vow to himself that once back he would destroy everything he had on The Process. The notes, the diagrams, the photos. He would burn it all and concentrate on the present, like Clive had said. He would concentrate on Ali… and the future. Silas would be happy, and The Process would be a memory best left in the shadows.
He was glad when the hum whirred by him and smashed into silence. The darkness a warm blanket letting him know he was going home. As he opened his eyes on the other side, he almost half-expected to see Clive standing there looking at him, but the room was empty and cold. As usual.
He raised his head up and out of the water, rolling it side to side to get the excess out. That’s when he heard the double chime of the alarm, a chime that only sounded when someone was entering the house. He quickly got up and out of the tub, wrapping his towel around himself.
Odd, he thought, there was a child’s toothbrush on the counter next to some Star Wars figures and a small pink hairbrush. He glanced down at his phone and it read 12:07pm, Sunday, December 25th, 2019. Ok, all good on the date… I’m back. But what the hell was that chime?
It wasn’t a mini Luke Skywalker or a semi-broken Chewbacca figure that made Silas take a slow step backwards, however. It was in fact the familiar voices he heard coming from the kitchen.
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COMMUNION

The first memory was of Molly, and even though it didn’t click at first, supporting memories flooded into Silas’ mind all at once. There was a dull pain like a headache as hundreds if not thousands of images flashed before his mind’s eye. It was almost like a slideshow being played at a supersonic speed. He couldn’t focus on any image or thought, but they were all there nonetheless, clear as day. 
A decade of memories in a split second. Birthdays, vacations, laughing, crying…happiness and sadness, highs and lows.
Silas sees Kate in a delivery room, the doctors and nurses all scrambling around as Kate pushes and moans. He is suddenly next to her, holding her hand, kissing her cheek. She looks at Silas and mouths the words, “I love you.” More and more images flash by, returning him to the same delivery room as he sees himself holding a newborn baby wrapped in a cloth, a tiny little face, eyes closed, a patch of brown hair. It’s a girl. She looks like Kate.
Silas’ vision tunnels and he almost loses balance, steadying himself on the bathroom sink. The memory flashes go farther and farther back. He sees himself and Kate looking at an ultrasound… farther back, images… a wedding… a first date. Almost instantaneously, Silas feels an incredible sense of being pushed backwards at an incredible rate of speed, even though he is still firmly holding on to the counter in the bathroom. He struggles to remain upright, his legs feeling heavy like they are made of lead, pulling him down to the floor.
And then, as quickly as they came, the were gone. Silas stood still for a moment, making sure he wasn’t going to faint. He felt as if a giant thumb drive had just been inserted into his head and tens of thousands of images were quickly downloaded to his brain.
Stepping out of the bathroom, Silas grabbed a tee shirt that was hung on the linen closet handle and threw it on. The voices seemed happy, full of life and vibrancy. One of them he knew very well, the other he knew but in a much different way. It was as if it was a voice that he’d heard for years now but had only learned in the last few seconds.
Walking down the hall and across the entry way he briefly noticed a brightly lit Christmas tree in the corner next to the couch. In a daze, he kept moving and as he entered the kitchen, Silas’ entire world slowed down to a crawl as sounds became far away and his head began to spin. Standing next to the counter around the other side of the stove was Kate, a Santa hat covering her short auburn hair. She was beautiful and… alive. She looked up as Silas walked in, a humorous smile forming on her face.
“Nice towel!” She laughed and acted like she was going to take a picture with her phone. Silas was sure he was either dead or dreaming. Probably dead. There was no way this was real, even though it felt as real as any trip or return he had made thus far. He looked at the digital calendar that sat next to the microwave… sure enough, December 25th, 2019.
Not really hearing the words that came out of his mouth, but saying them anyway, Silas muttered, “Where were you guys?”
“Umm, we walked across the street to give those cookies to Grace. I told you like ten minutes ago, silly. I think your hot bath water is starting to fry your brain.”
Silas laughed reflexively, like the very function itself was on autopilot and he was just sitting in the cockpit watching the show.
“Kate, I…,” Silas stopped mid-sentence as a young girl walked in from the garage and threw her jacket off onto a barstool. Silas went numb as he looked at this person who he felt like he’d always known yet was just now meeting.
“Good lord, dad, put some pants on!” Her voice was a version of Kate’s with a somewhat deeper tone, totally unique but undoubtedly familiar. Silas didn’t have to search for a name, as it was already there. Molly. Molly Anderson, their 10-year-old daughter, and she was here, as alive as Kate, with flowing black hair and striking green eyes. “Dad! Pants! Now!”
Her and Kate laughed heartily as Silas became aware of himself falling, and then everything became black once again. Cold.
• • •
The tumor that the doctors found on Silas’ brain was operable and the prognosis good. Kate and Molly both sat at his bedside as Silas opened his eyes. He first saw Molly who was holding his hand. She had chipped blue nail polish and about a million different style bracelets around each wrist. Her eyes were his, he saw that now, the rest of her was Kate.
“Dad!” Molly exclaimed, instantly standing up and wrapping her arms as best she could around Silas. He looked over her should as she did so and saw Kate, a look of equal parts worry and relief on her tear-soaked face.
“Hey sweeties,” Silas managed, his voice weak and distant. He felt that he was clearly under some form of sedation or, coming off it. Molly’s hug felt the same as it always had, even though it was his first one, and he couldn’t remember a time before they existed. He savored the seconds, her warmth against his. Kate extended her hand and rested it on Silas leg, then, tears streaming down her cheeks, joined in the hug, smothering Molly in between them.
“Fam-sam,” Silas whispered, a term the three used whenever they would all hug each other at the same time. It meant family sandwich. Over the years they’d come up with hundreds of inside-terms like that.
“Fam-sam!!” Kate and Molly replied in unison.
Instantly, Silas felt a violent jolt to his body as an overwhelming sensation of being sucked backwards through complete darkness took over his senses. Gone were Kate and Molly, the hospital… everything had vanished in a nanosecond as Silas felt himself being hurtled through the void, the familiar hum at a deafening level all around and in him.
The darkness gives way to light and then the memory flashbacks began again, however these were unlike the last ones, these were memories he already knew. Silas saw himself first as a college student, long hair, goofy. Then, high school… a first girlfriend… a first kiss. Several bright flashes stun Silas to his core and he is now aware of travelling backwards through a dim tunnel which is spiraling and pulsing with blues and greys all around him. He reaches out his hand to touch the tunnel but it’s almost as if it too far away even though it looks like it’s right next to him. He looks down at his feet and they seem miles away. His depth perception is completely off, and he is overcome with the sensation of moving backward at an incredible speed.
Suddenly, everything comes to a stop and he is now standing in his childhood living room. He sees a young boy laying on the floor under a huge Christmas tree wearing grey pajamas playing with an Etch-A-Sketch. Silas bets that Megatron, the evil Decepticon leader is on the front in glow-in-the-dark print as he slowly walks around the boy to see his face. As he does so, the boy looks up and Silas realizes he is looking at himself, and that in some strange way, so does the boy. Without so much as an acknowledgement, his younger self goes right back to his Etch-A-Sketch, almost as if he didn’t really see Silas but rather looked through him.
Just then, voices enter his awareness, coming from the next room over. He walks up and into the family room, seeing his much younger mom and dad relaxing on the couch. Gerald is thumbing through a newspaper and Silas’ mother is engrossed in some made for TV movie starring Michael Landon. As he enters, both of his parents seem to entirely stop what they are doing and look up at him, their expressionless faces the same as the look his younger self gave moments ago. After a few seconds, they both go back to what they were doing, like they either saw him or didn’t… and couldn’t seem to comprehend or care.
Without warning, Silas is pulled off again, this time the sensation of movement telling him that he is moving forward rapidly, the tunnel almost seeming to rev itself like a monster car engine, faster and faster, fuel pumping engines. He sees a distant light and realizes that he is being pulled towards it at a speed that seems too fast for a human body to bear. It is only then that he realizes that there is a complete and perfect silence, no hum.               The last image to flash through Silas’ mind is that of Morris Clive travelling almost perpendicular to him but impossibly far away, like looking out the window of an airplane and seeing another airplane flying at the same speed and altitude as you. Clive seems to be coming closer and closer at an insane speed and when he finally gets close enough, Silas can see that his mouth is moving. He is shouting something, but the perfect silence refuses to be broken.
No one makes a sound in the place, no matter how hard they try.
Morris continues to shout, but to no avail until he shoots over you at what seems like a thousand miles an hour. As he does so, like a radio dial where you briefly pass over a clear station, you hear two words escape from his mouth.
“…can’t be…,” he yells, sounding like a sea captain shouting to his crew in the middle of a hurricane, and then he is gone.
Silas watches him until he is so far away, he blends back into the darkness from where he came. He looks back toward the approaching light and braces himself, not knowing what to expect once he reaches it.
The silence is broken by the low-level sound of the familiar hum and almost like laying back gently onto a soft feather bed, Silas is suddenly aware of light, first through his eyelids and then by opening them, the light glow of morning sun coming in through the window above the tub.
Silas is back, but he doesn’t know where back is yet. Thinking only of Kate and Molly, their voices still fresh in his ears, Silas jumps out of the tub and without even bothering to grab his towel, bolts out of the bathroom, almost skidding across the hallway straight into the linen closet.
He yells frantically, “Guys?! Kate? Molly!...Hey!!” Silas tears through the hallway to the front bedroom, Molly’s bedroom and almost has to stop himself from kicking her door down. Even before it opens, a sinking feeling forms in the pit of his stomach, a feeling that something is different, that something…everything here has been changed. It’s only when he bursts into her room and sees nothing but a guest bed, his desk, and a few random boxes that he realizes something is terribly wrong. Or isn’t, Silas?
“Molly!! Kate!! Where are you?!” He sounds pathetic to himself as he calls out to no one, already realizing that neither of them are here. He almost knew it the second he opened his eyes, but he hadn’t wanted to believe it.
Silas crumpled on the floor, but no tears came, just angry frustration that soon gave way to regret and then… sleep. He didn’t dream, and it wouldn’t be until the next morning that he would awaken, the house still empty, their faces still fresh, but gone.
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FINIS EST SOLUM INITIUM EST

The winter had been a cold one, yet as the snow melted, and grey gave way to green, springtime in Boise was a beautiful sight. People were out shopping, children chased each other, and the bright blue sky told Silas that today was going to be gorgeous. Sitting at small outdoor table, he sipped his coffee as he flicked through his email. Nothing important stood out to him and he put his phone back into his front shirt pocket. Ali appeared from the entrance of the little bakery next door to the coffee shop and Silas waved her over. She had cut her hair and even though Silas had initially protested, he was starting to get used to the new look.
“All they had left were maple bars,” Ali exclaimed as she took a seat next to Silas. “Sorry.”
“I love maple bars!” Silas leaned over and kissed Ali on the cheek. “Besides, they always seem somehow healthier than chocolate.
Ali laughed, “Yes, that must be it! All hail the amazing healing properties and health benefits of maple, try some now on your favorite doughnut!”
Ali removed the maple bars from the bag and handed one to Silas. He took a huge bite, laughing as he did so which in turn made Ali crack up.
“Don’t you dare!” she playfully warned.
Silas chewed a bit and then opened his mouth. “Train wreck, ahhhh!” He almost choked on his own doughnut, leading to an awkward sneeze where he was sure he felt maple shoot out of his nose. Ali died with laughter.
This was the Anderson’s second year in Boise, Idaho and even though leaving Topeka had been a tough decision, they had both agreed that a change was needed to really start their lives together anew. Boise had been an obvious choice for Ali as she was able to transfer to the new NeroComm facility here. Silas on the other hand had said goodbye to company once they had made the decision to move and was now working as a freelance writer for the local independent newspaper.
He had also said goodbye to his father the previous year. Gerald had moved out here with them, getting himself a nice little condo near the university, and up until the night he had passed away in his sleep at the age of 77, he described the change of scenery to Silas as the best thing he’d ever done after age 65. This always made Silas bittersweet and he was glad he could continue to be near to his father during Gerald’s final years.
Silas had stayed in the house for a few months following the “finale” as he now referred to it. Although attempting the process several times in the weeks and months that followed, he had been entirely unsuccessful. It was almost as if a switch had been turned off and his access had been denied. He often thought of that last journey and had come to terms with the fact that he had had no right to see or experience what he did.
After selling the house, and moving to Idaho with Ali, Silas had found no desire in even trying to travel to the past anymore. Everything he wanted was right here in front of him. What was in his past was important, and a lot of it had defined him as a person. He would never let go of those memories that he kept stored away in a special part of his mind, but Ali was here, she was real, and she loved him. His willingness to move on had in the end save him from a lifetime of sorrow and guilt. Ali was his future and the future was bright.
Together they had bought a two story on three acres that had been built in the early 2000’s and had snagged it at just the right time.
Silas and Ali finished their doughnuts and headed home. He had become quite the budding gardener and had compiled a laundry list of vegetables to plant now that the sun was out. Ali on the other hand opted to kick off her flip flops and finish the latest novel in the Kyle Reign series while relaxing in the comfort of the huge hammock that was tied between two massive trees in the backyard.
After settling in, Ali grabbed her book, kissed Silas, and disappeared to hammock-land. Checking the time, he figured he’d have a good, solid couple of hours to get his Kirby cucumber seeds in the ground as well as some tomatoes and zucchini. Taking his phone from the counter where he had placed it when they had gotten back home, he did a double take at something on the fridge that seemed entirely out of place.
He slowly walked toward the fridge, staring at the yellow post it note that became more legible the closer he got. He reached out and pulled it off the brushed aluminum face and held it in the palm of his hand. Even though it was only a few words and he could read it just fine, it was the handwriting and a small scribbly drawing next to it that made Silas give pause.
On the note there was a pencil drawing of a lion, white teeth bared, ripping through a Ringling Bros. and Barnum & Bailey Circus sign, it’s massive claws almost appearing to jump off the note. Silas instantly recognized it. He used to draw this picture over and over after his dad had bought him the same poster and one of the shows. Even to this day, Silas was convinced he could still draw it from memory, but what he was looking at now was not anything he’d done recently. This looked old, but the message on it was anything but.
“You can even go forward!  -SA (‘83)”
Silas dropped the note and looked out the window just as Ali was getting comfortable in the hammock. He looked at her for a full minute before bending over to pick it back up. He stuffed it into his pocket and picked up his little AM/FM radio. He turned it on and tuned the dial until he recognized a fuzzy but acceptable station playing Ordinary World by Duran Duran. Silas pushed open the screen door and headed outside.
Today was about gardening.  
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