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Time for an Introduction
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TIME IS UBIQUITOUS and in control.

We live in the Now, at Time’s leading edge.

If we could send our robots to our galaxy’s central black hole we might learn how Time twists. But we can’t; it’s far too distant and we don’t have the time.

So what happens when Time passes? Do past actions continue to exist or are they only the collective memory of self, acquaintances, and our web of socials?

Throughout our collective artistic history, existing in sounds, books and video, we've visited the past using impossible time portals. The videos and books tell of elegant characters changing old Time and forcing the Now into an imaginary changed future. But that isn’t how time travel works.

***
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JOSÉ NEVER FIT IN WITH his peers. Raised by a stay-at-home mother and a mostly missing father in the Leave-It-To-Beaver suburbs, he was always the outlier.

In modern terms, he might be labeled as ADHD or PTSD or any other alphabet designation, but in his time he was just considered ‘weird’. The label was a misappropriation of terms, as he was a science nerd and happy to display his badge to anyone who asked. Not that anyone ever did. 

As befit his Mexican-Jewish heritage, he wasn't too tall, with curly black hair and a somewhat dark skin tone. He viewed life through intense brown eyes behind thick glasses with its bridge taped to hold the frame together. The white tape gave credence to his science-nerd credentials. It’s not that he wanted to act the part of weird science kid, it’s just that the cheap black rimmed glasses of the day broke a lot. His tio kept purchasing new frames for his sabrino, replacing every set until the next fracture. 

––––––––
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JOSÉ MADE IT THROUGH high school with only a few physical bruises and fewer friends. Mentally he was intact, or at least had a shell that functioned in the regular world. But José didn’t mind being out of step with his classmates. It gave him time to think for himself. 

Time and its movements were the driving force of his life. He would prefer to explore time at the edge of black holes, where matter and time take on different properties, but that wasn’t an option. Location both limited and directed his line of inquiry. He was, after all, nothing more than a human standing on a tiny wet rock spinning along with a middle-aged third-rate star at the edge of a spiral galaxy. He had no way to travel the vast distances required to reach a black hole. 

The problem was, again, time. There wasn’t enough of it in the relatively short span he was afforded in order to accomplish his goals. The fact that crossing an accretion disk’s time dilation would probably end his consciousness was a problem he would not have to address. He simply couldn’t get there from here. 

The world he lived on, and the historical difficulty of leaving it, helped keep him alive. If he had something better than the wimpy kerosene/oxygen-powered rockets, he might have a chance to test his theories. Only the rich, the well-placed, or the military elites could use those puny, slow, farty transports. FasterThanLight or Warp drives would help, but he couldn’t use fantasy rockets for his experiments, no matter how popular they were in comic books and movies. He was forever Earth-bound and unable to test his killer ideas off-planet.

It was a long and tedious path to this point in time for José Isaac Davidovich, TimeWall Explorer. He didn’t spring fully clothed from the head of Zeus or any other entity, but instead made his way in the world as a human sentient. He was a normal child, as normal as any glasses-wearing, skinny, slightly OCD kid could be anyway.

––––––––
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QUIET NOISES LED JOSÉ on his path of discovery. Poor vision enhanced his hearing in his exploration of the world. He wasn’t a bat, but he had a habit of humming as he walked, sound gently bouncing off obstacles to ensure he wouldn’t bump against too many walls. Echoes of soft singing, sounding like gentle banshee songs, answered his toneless tunes. He received questioning glances from other humans, but birds, rabbits, and other beasts listened to the sounds and responded on the same wavelength.

He was a member of a typical nuclear family; mother, father, and relatives. His mother did her best to guide her only son, but his unrelenting OCD and intelligence could be a burden even with a functional family. For his mother, it was difficult to enforce society’s concept of normality on a child who chose his own path. His father dealt with his unusual son by spending most of his time away. He supported his family in his own way, but left interactions with his son to his brother, José’s tio Carlos, the professor. 

His candy-apple red bicycle became José’s constant companion. It arrived one day in a box, unassembled, as a present from his father who couldn’t seem to make it home for the winter holidays. Maybe his papa’s eighteen-wheeler was in some distant part of the country delivering packages to warehouses, or he was a scientist working in a secret underground lair. Or more likely, he just didn’t care to be at home with his weird kid. It was an expensive present, if paid for, and became a puzzle for José to assemble. José spent hours in the basement, tinkering with the bike until it was his reliable warhorse to escape the seemingly unending stream of suggestions his mother insisted on sharing.

In a world where the automobile was king, a kid spinning through the neighborhoods wasn’t unusual, but somehow José made it a gossip-able feature. José didn’t care about norms. With his dark curls flying, he passed blurred houses, people, and cars which became his world to explore and not crash into. Traveling north, he could break away to the surrounding foothills, struggling through the gears up the winding roads and flying back down, brakes smoking on the sharp curves.

––––––––
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THE BIKE BECAME HIS introduction to mechanics, and the wind blasting down the road enhanced the banshee singing he couldn’t seem to shake. As fast as he traveled down the hills, Time was always with him and there was no mechanical way to break through the barrier. His bike was frequently found at the front door of the local library, where science fiction books became his next obsession, teaching him about things beyond time and this planet. A copy of Popular Science led to his exploration of crystal radios and began his investigation of all things electronic, while never forgetting his goal of exploring Time. 

He wasn’t trying to escape the present, but once José latched onto a concept, it became over-reaching. His unending goal was to learn all he could about Time, if only for the fun of exploring new methods and building devices that no one else had considered.
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Chapter 01 - 
Time for Family
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It was the end of summer and cool enough to spend some time outside before the cold bite of winter sent the insects into a deep sleep.

“José,” shouted his mother, “Get the tablecloth and make sure the edges are secure. It’s windy today.”

José gathered up the plates and glasses and carefully walked down the outside steps.

“Is my Tio Carlos coming too?” asked José.

“Of course,” said Lara. “I hope he’s not going to bring another one of his janky girlfriends.”

“It’s fine with me,” said Irving. “I don’t mind his girlfriends, he’s still single, you know.”

Lara replied with a look and a glare.

“Don’t forget a place setting for your tia Rose. She promised to come. I’ve invited our new neighbors, too. They have a kid your age. You need to make friends.”

“That’s just great,” said Irv. “I didn’t buy enough carne to feed the neighbors and your sister. She had better not bring her yappy little dog. It’s no bigger than a rat and acts like one, too.”

“I like him, he’s friendly,” said José.

“That works for you, son,” said Irv. “He doesn’t like me and it’s mutual. Lara, who are these neighbors? Why didn’t you tell me about them? Are we supposed to feed the whole block? They better bring food.”

Lara ignored the rant as best she could.

“It’s only two more people, Mrs. Smith and her son Hector, she just lost her husband and is new to the neighborhood.

“Sorry to hear that,” said Irv. “It doesn’t change the equation. We have more people here today than food.”

“I’ve made a pot of beans and there’s enough corn for everyone,” said Lara.

“Great. Now we get to eat cow and what they eat too.”

“Irv, we need to have company. The boy is alone, what with you traveling for weeks on end. We’ll be fine.”

Carlos and Irv turned to the BBQ, a can of flammable liquid nearby in case of emergencies.

“At least the wind will keep the bugs down,” said Carlos. “Maybe we won’t get bitten by too many mosquitoes this time.”

“It’s the chiggers I hate, but don’t worry, I’ve got that covered,” claimed Irv. “I sprayed the whole backyard with that new product, DDT. Have you heard of it at the university?”

“Not specifically,” said Carlos. “I’ve barely started the program. I’m still trying to pick a major.”

“So, not chemical engineering or agriculture from the sound of it?” said Lara.

“Those are options, yes. I’m in the science department,” said Carlos. “There are a lot of programs to choose from.”

Lara leaned over to José, “Please stop humming and listen to what your tio is saying, you need think of your future.”

José lowered the volume to an internal hum and tuned into the conversation. His hearing was superb, almost to canine level. He had almost too much input and humming was his way to filter out the fluff.

“The Time lab is just starting up,” said Carlos, “I might look into it.”

“What do they do?” said Lara. “Is it like the movies? Can you change our history?”

“Cool,” whispered José. “Tio Carlos. What do they study? Can I help you?”

“Now José, you’ll have to wait to go to college. There are years of work in front of you. First you have to finish high school. Let’s not try to jump the line, you’ll have to pay your dues, like everyone else.”

“But time travel, Tio Carlos!” exclaimed José. “I’ve always been interested in Time. I think I know where it comes from. Let me write down some ideas you can give the head of the department.”

“The professor who heads the TimeLab? Dr. Jamienson? I think not. I’ve heard too many bad things about her. It’s almost like being in the Army.”

“I thought everything was fun and easy in college,” said Irving. “Isn’t that why you’re going instead of working like the rest of us?” 

Carlos retorted, “I may take some courses in the Time group, but there is no way I’d work in that department as long as she’s in charge. I heard she once threw a student out a window.”

“That’s shocking,” said Lara. “How is she still allowed to work there?”

“She brings in a lot of money to the university,” said Carlos. “It didn’t cause any harm. It was winter and the snowbank caught them. No damage, no repercussions.”

“Tell you what. If college is so bad, you can join me on my next trip. You’d be a natural in my line of work. I can give you a good reference.”

Lara said, “or join the Army, like Irv did. They will even pay for higher education.”

Irving took a long sip from his beer and turned the carne asada on the barbecue. He wasn’t interested in going down the path of higher education or being reminded of that option.

José broke into the conversation, “I know what you can do, Tio. You can invent a time machine and go back and replace the professor.”

Irving finally came up with a rejoinder, since it didn’t look like his wife was going to defend him.

“Hey,” said Irv. “What’s wrong with the Army? I served and so should you, instead of hiding in a school.”

“I’m not hiding, I’m expending my resources in a different direction. Anyhow, I don’t think time travel is what the Time Lab is trying to do,” said Carlos.

“Well, that’s what the TV shows,” said Lara.

“That’s right,” said Carlos. “I heard that the Captain Z-Ro show is now on our local station.”

“That must have been what I saw on TV,” said Lara. “I’m sure glad that those dedicated Time Travelers are willing to risk their lives to fix history.”

Irv followed the conversation like a tennis match. He didn’t have anything to add; drinking his beer before it got warm seemed more important.

TV was something he knew about.

“I saw that show,” said Irving. “It doesn’t look like messing with Time is a good thing. What if they made a mistake?”

“I agree,” said Lara. “You shouldn’t play around with the forces of nature.”

“I’m sure the universitu’s TimeLab is nothing like TV. The school’s brochure says they are looking at the force and structure of energy, and Time is just another energy source.”

“So, a weapon,” said Irv. “I’m not surprised. The government is always looking for new weapons.”

“The TV shows are only concerned with excitement,” said Carlos. “I’m sure studying Time is very boring.

“I always wondered what’s behind Time,” said José. “Did you know that the time-banshees sing to me? I put together a prototype machine that may help me talk to them. Can you take me to the TimeLab? I’m sure they would want to see my device.”

Lara shook her head while Carlos looked for an easy way out of this discussion. 

Irv kept to the BBQ and beer as he looked to Carlos’s latest girlfriend for encouragement. 

“I’m sure it works fine. You can show it to me later,” said Carlos, “I haven’t even picked my courses for this year. I don’t think I can bring you to that or any other lab right now.”

Jose was crestfallen. Another dream delayed. 

“Let me tell you,” said Lara, “There’s nothing good that can come with messing with Time.”

“You certainly don’t want to go back in time unsupervised,” said Carlos. “There might be monsters. I bet you’d find LaLlorona and a Chupacabra or two, and who knows what else?”

“Shh,” said Lara. “Don’t talk to the boy about those monstruos behind Time. It will just scare him. He barely sleeps now as it is. I don’t want you to bring up that subject ever again.”

“Yes, Lara,” said Carlos.

Irving leaned over and whispered, “Now you know what I have to deal with; it’s no wonder I like to travel.”

“Hush,” said Lara. “The neighbors are here. José, please don’t talk about your toys.”

“We brought dessert, your BBQ smells delicious,” said Mrs. Smith. 
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Chapter 02 - 
Time to Show Off



[image: ]




––––––––

[image: ]


MRS. SMITH AND HER son Hector sat down at the picnic table.

“We brought a lime Jello mold. It has bananas in it.”

“Thanks,” said Lara. “Please put it on the table and we’ll have it for dessert.”

Mrs. Smith said “I’ve never seen flank steak used on a barbecue. Is that a cultural thing?”

“That’s right,” said Irv. “We try to draw from all cultures.”

“Even the Indians?” said Hector. “They were here first.”

“Well, maybe not,” said Lara.

“Hector,” said Mrs. Smith. “Mind your manners.”

She turned to Lara, “The kid loves to study history, maybe a bit too much.”

“But let’s eat,” said Lara. “We have mild hot sauce for you if you’d prefer it over our regular fare.”

“Ketchup?” asked Hector.

José snorted, “No one uses ketchup on carne asada burritos. Even I know that.”

In spite of the rough start and a few more faux pas, food took precedent, even the beans.

Irv turned to Lara and whispered, “We’re running out of carne. Those kids eat like they have a hole in their stomachs. We need to cut them off.”

“They’re growing boys, Irv. Of course they’re going to have appetites. Even José is on his second burrito.”

“Well, it might put some meat on his bones. But it won’t help if there’s nothing left to eat.”

Lara turned to the two boys and said, “José, take Hector to your play room and show him your latest toy.”

“Mother!” exclaimed José. “It’s not a play room, it’s my lab. And it isn’t a toy.”

Lara looked at her guests and smiled, “He likes to call his play room a laboratory, isn’t that cute?”

“Is it dangerous?”

“No, it’s only a bunch of tools and old TVs. Perfectly harmless.”

“Hector, go with your new friend,” said Mrs. Smith.

“Can’t we go home, Mom?” said Hector. 

“The adults want to talk some more,” said Mrs. Smith. “Go play with your new friend.”

“Neighbor,” said Hector.

“Don’t sass me, young man.”

“The kids will be fine,” said Lara. “Irv, grab some more beer from the house.”

Hector sighed. “Okay Mom.” Without more food and nothing but adults talking, playing with toys was the best alternative.

“So tell me, Lara, are you renting this house?”

“We’ve been here for years, if you must know,” said Lara. “My parents bought this place and it’s mine now.”

“Our house,” said Irving.

No food and more beer was bound to make the adult conversation fly. The two boys wisely made it back to the house.

The entrance to José’s ‘play-room’ was through the kitchen past a thin plywood door hung on cheap hinges. A pull handle led to steep stairs. A single light shone on the stairs leading to José’s private space.

“This is cool,” said Hector. “Our basement is filled with old clothes and discarded toys.”

“My parents don’t like to come down here. My mother is afraid of the steep stairs and my papa is busy with work. I cleaned and organized everything back to the bare walls.”

On an old hollow-core door, serving as a workbench, José had the guts of a couple of TVs, a soldering iron and assorted electronic devices.

“Your parents let you have a soldering iron? Cool,” said Hector.

“My uncle gave it to me. He’s a freshman at the university.”

“That isn’t for me. I’m going to go into the Army or Marines when I graduate high school. I’m already tired of school.”

––––––––
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“AFTER ONE YEAR?” SAID José. “I’ve always looked forward to high school and college. I want to learn all I can about everything.”

“Good luck with that,” said Hector. “What are you working on?”

Hardly anyone asked José about his passions and this was his time to shine. 

He stammered, “A time device.”

Hector didn’t back away and José continued, “My uncle told me about the university’s Time Lab and I want to work there.”

“Time, huh? I guess that would be fun. How does it work?”

José said. “It doesn’t yet, but I’m getting closer. See the vacuum tubes? I de-tune them to resonate at t,e banshee’s frequencies to crack open Time.”

Hector started to back away. “Banshee frequencies? What’s that?”

“It’s Banshee singing leaking through the TimeWall. Didn’t you know that?”

Hector took another step back.

“No, I can’t say that I’ve heard those. Do they sound anything like the big rigs on the interstate?”

“Well, they are sounds. Not as guttural as a truck. I thought everyone knew about it. That’s why I hum sometimes, to drown them out. How do you handle it?”

“What?” said Hector. “I don’t hear anything and I’m not sure I want to.”

“I can show you. My device amplifies those sounds and shoots them back at the TimeWall.”

“That’s interesting,” said Hector, stepping a little closer.

“My mother doesn’t like me to blast out the sounds when people are around. I’ll turn it on for you, but I have to keep it low.”

The machine warmed up, vacuum tubes igniting, as a low wail came out of the speakers.

“Wait. I do hear something. I think it’s my mother. I have to go.”

“Hang on a minute. Let me give the amplifier a boost. You’ll love this sound.”

––––––––
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SURE ENOUGH, SOUNDS started blasting out the re-purposed TV speakers. The vacuum tubes began to glow purple.

“Are those tubes going to explode?” asked Hector. “I thought you told my mother this wasn’t going to be dangerous.”

“Don’t worry, I’m watching the output. Just listen to what they have to say.”

“Are they like the Greek Sirens? I read about them in class. I wouldn’t mind meeting them. They don’t wear shirts.”

“I can show you more later if you want,” said José.

“I’ll let you know,” said Hector. “I’ve got to go.”

José turned down the dial and the song drifted off, much to the irritation of the Banshees
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Chapter 03 - 
Time for Papa
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José was lying in his bed, sorting through the noises of the night as the burritos settled in his stomach.

The sound of crickets, the occasional raccoon, field mice, and the whoosh of owls looking for their nightly breakfast filled the air. The banshees were always in the background, a song he couldn’t escape. Cars and long-haul trucks on the distant interstate were a constant low rumble that tied the sounds together.  

José wasn’t afraid of the banshee wails, and cryptids seldom bothered to bang on his bedroom door, begging for entertainment and blood. 

He concentrated on the symphony of the night, ignoring the overly loud discussions in the other room. 

The guest bedroom was a buffer between José and his parents’ room. Irv was using it to store his samples and travel gear. No matter how much material was in the room, it only sucked up a few decibels of the adult discussions of Lara and Irving.

Between the hushed arguments of his parents and the distant banshee wails, there was a new sound that got his attention. The scratching on his bedroom door couldn’t be ignored. José thought, Do we have mice again? I hope Papa doesn’t ask me to help him trap them. I’m sure he wouldn’t want to know I’ve been keeping them as pets. 

José stirred from his warm bed. Should I check? What if it’s a real monster? I don’t want to deal with it tonight! 

A whimper and a squeak at the bedroom door added to the concert.

That’s not a monster. “Paquito. What are you doing here? Are they arguing again?” 

Paquito couldn’t answer, at least not in English. He wagged his tail and jumped onto José’s bed

“Okay. I guess you want to stay here tonight? I can’t blame you. It’s getting a bit loud over there.”

Words made their way from the private sanctum of his parents’ bedroom and couldn’t be ignored.

“All I’m saying, Lara, is that the kid needs some help.” 

“Irv, he’s your son, and my baby boy. You can’t just toss him out because he doesn’t blend in with the other kids.”

“Blend in? He can’t even play ball. It’s embarrassing to see him wince and drop the ball. Don’t even get me started on the way he throws.” 

“Don’t blame the kid. He’s still getting used to wearing glasses.”

“What do you mean? He’s been wearing glasses for over 10 years.”

“Thirteen. You don’t even know how old he is.”

“Okay. Thirteen. Forgive me, I have to spend a lot of time on the road. How else can we make a living?”

“Sorry, dear, I know you work hard for us.”

Irving accepted the compliment, no matter how forced.

In this family, an argument only ends when Lara says it does. She said, “Please don’t criticize my boy. He’s doing the best with what he has. They’ve tested him at school and he’s not dumb.”

“Well, he needs a haircut,” said Irving.

“Leave his hair out of it. All the kids wear it long. Don’t you want him to fit in?”

“With a bunch of beatniks and losers? No. That’s why I think we should send him to one of those military camps this year. It will set him straight.”

“He’s too young and fragile. The school counselor said he might be an almost-genius. You can’t send a genius to a military school.” 

“Genius my ass. I never graduated high school and look how successful we are!” 

“In the house I inherited?”

Irv let that sink in and quietly stewed.

“Okay. I see where this is going. I have to leave early. We can talk about it when I get back. I have a job starting upstate. I’ll be back in a few weeks.”

Lara wasn’t ready to let Irv off so easy. “That’s why the boy is confused. He loves his Papa and you’re never home.”

“I have to work. Where do you think our food comes from?”

“Fine.”

“Fine. I’m going to sleep in the guest room. I still have to pack and I’ll be up at 4am. Please join me for breakfast, let the boy get his beauty sleep.” 

José heard the conversation and ignored the words.

Paquito heard the vibes and buried deeper into the covers.

Slamming doors and silence told José and Paquito that the almost nightly discussions were over. Paquito sighed and quickly fell asleep. Chihuahua snoring blending into the night. 

José did his best to get back to his normal sleep routine, although lately, it seemed that arguments were becoming way too normal.

The smell of fresh Spam®️ and potatoes grilling in the kitchen dragged José out of bed.

Paquito had already left at the sound of a can opening.

The guest room door was open, the bed left unmade. José walked by, looked in and shrugged.

“Where’s Papa, Madre? I was going to show him my latest experiments.”

Lara said nothing but placed a plate of fresh Spam®️ burritos in front of José.

She stood there, facing the stove as he ate, then said, “Your papa had to get up early. He has a job upstate and needed to leave.”

“Will he be back soon? I’ve made some modifications in my device and I’m sure he’d like to see them.”

Lara didn’t answer the question and said, “He said he was sorry to miss seeing your toy, but he’ll be happy to check it out when he gets back. Now get ready for school. I made some tuna-fish sandwiches and there are some Fig Newtons in the cabinet.”
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Chapter 04 - 
Time for a Basement
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José was a bit of a pack rat. Anything unwanted or unloved from his high school shop class would invariably migrate to his basement workshop.

His playthings were discarded TVs, stripped for parts with vacuum tubes and mechanical comb-rheostats piled on his shelf. No matter what he was working on, he couldn’t ignore the sounds escaping from the house’s rock-wall foundation, whispering their songs of ancient history.

He listened to the rocks and was determined to find out what else they had to say. Amplifiers were easy to build, rocks connected with a metal stethoscope transmitting deep, slow tunes he could sample and few others could hear.

“Maybe the rocks can teach me about Time?” said José. There was no one else to talk to, but he knew the stones would understand.

His mother stood at the top of the basement stairs, worried about what her only son was becoming. I wish Irving was here, she thought. He could talk to his boy. Maybe he could tell him about his job and pique his interest in the outside world. Whatever devil device José’s building can’t be good. No one is supposed to talk to rocks.

José didn’t notice his mother, not that he could explain what he was doing if he had. Unless there was food involved, the two seldom talked.

“José, I made you a tuna sandwich,” his mother called out. “Hurry up or I’ll feed it to the dog. I’ve found the rye bread you like.”

“Is it the one with extra caraway seeds? Don’t let Paquito eat it, the seeds don’t agree with him. I’ll be right there, I’m on to something and only have to record my samples before I can play them back.”

“You aren’t going to make noise again, I hope? Some of the neighbors are beginning to talk and it makes the dog howl.” 

“What do you mean?” said José. “That little Chihuahua loves my work, that’s why he sings along.”

“He hides under the bed. It hurts his ears.”

“Fine, I’ll make him some noise-canceling headphones. What color do you think he likes?”

His mother shook her head. Why does he want to torture my poor dog? “He doesn’t need headphones, just make less noise.”

“Sorry Mom. I’m sure the neighbors will understand, once I get my Time Machine working. 

“Please don’t mention that word to my friends. It’s crazy talk. Now come up to the kitchen. I’ll get you some cold milk to go with your sandwich.”

“I’ll be right up. Don’t worry. You’ll be proud of me once this is finished.”

“Finish quietly, please,” said his mother.

José jammed a flat metal rod in an exposed rock joint and connected it with alligator clips to feed the signal into an old CRT acting as an oscilloscope. 

“Sorry, my friends, I hope this doesn’t hurt,” said José.

If there were any replies, José would see them, displayed as long-range sound waves, logarithmically compressed. The signal was then tweaked and boosted into frequencies closer to what most humans could hear. José, with his sensitive, wide-ranging hearing could pick up the sounds in dog-adjacent signals.

“It would be interesting to see if I could talk to the rocks, but what would I say? Can they even relate to us? We’re soft-bodied cellular beings, and they’re minerals. I bet we look like wraiths to them, zipping around as they sit connected to the Earth.”

The rocks didn’t answer his questions, appearing inert to the living cells that were embodied in the person called José.

“Well, that’s a project for a different day. I still need to test the gear and see if I can bring up the TimeWall.”

José began tweaking the rock’s tones, building up the amplitude to tease out Time, trying to make it stand still and show itself. It wasn’t the sound of pure crystals, but rough minerals singing the songs of their existence.

“I know my mother asked me not to make a lot of noise, but it’ll be a short trial. I’m sure she won’t mind. It’s for science, after all.”

He ran the signals through a series of vacuum tubes, rapidly glowing in electronic excitation. Grabbing the dial of a rheostat, he adjusted the signal to blend rock talk to aural frequencies. The lab was bathed in the light of vacuum tubes glowing purple, giving the old black and white CRT screen a sickly color. All the scenario needed was for José to laugh manically to complete the picture. But he failed to see the humor and instead concentrated on the intersection of the world and sounds where a coin-sized apparition bubbled and glowed in response.

“That’s it!” exclaimed José. “I’m sure that’s a piece of the TimeWall. It’s a little small, but I can work on that.”

A rapping noise, rhythmic to start and then more random began to interfere. 

“I hope it isn’t going to explode.” 

José turned off the device and the generated sounds slowly dissipated.

The pattern emanating from the basement’s ceiling became regular, then stopped.

“I told you no noise!” shouted his mother. “Come up and eat your lunch before I toss it out.”

The pattern was now obvious, a broom handle tapping above his head.

“Yes, Madre, I was just running a simple test. I’ll be right there.”

“’Simple’ my ass,” his mother said under her breath. “That boy will be the death of me. He needs a good talking to. He needs his father here.”

José locked the basement door behind him. Not that anyone would enter his laboratory sanctuary. Its residue sounds of banshees were ready to confront all who entered.

“I made the tuna fish sandwich just the way you like it. One tablespoon of mayonnaise on fresh rye bread and a jalapeño pepper cut in small pieces with the seeds removed.”

“Gracias. You always know what I like.”

“That’s my boy. I’m making baked chicken and potato pancakes for dinner.”

“What’s the occasion? A celebration? Is Papa coming home tonight?”

“No. I just thought it would be nice to have a good home-cooked meal.”

“Okay,” said José, a little disappointed. “Too bad Papa won’t be here.”

“I’m sure he’ll be back soon,” said his mother. “Maybe you can show him your noise machine. I’m sure he’ll come by this summer.”

José said, “That’s okay. I’m going to test my machine tomorrow morning.”

“Please don’t wake the neighbors. They might call the police if it’s too early.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll take my bike and ride to the foothills, away from everyone.”

“Well, at least you’ll be outside getting some exercise instead of stuck in that cold dark basement. I’ll pack you a lunch. Is tuna okay?”

Tuna fish again! thought José. I’m surprised there is any tuna left in the sea. 
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