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PROLOGUE — THE THINGS WE KEEP
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The things we keep gather dust on shelves, lie buried in boxes at the bottom of closets, hide away in massive storage units that get locked away for years, are firmly pasted in scrapbooks, and are nailed to walls in finely decorated living rooms. The mementos of memories; the collection of things favored, things past, the solidification of our passions brought together in a treasure trove of pride basted with personalized flair.

They are small figurines or charms: miniature animals, characters, or symbols, like a tiny elephant statue or keychain charm. 

They are decorative pins or badges from concerts, fandoms, or brands given out for free but pricelessly remind us of the fun we had. 

Vacation souvenirs, snow globes, magnets, or small replicas of the Eiffel Tower or Statue of Liberty offer tangible highlights of moments of oohs and aahs.

Shiny vintage or quirky jewelry, rings, pendants, earrings with designs unique to the fashionista provide our customized taste with satisfied whimsical looks for a first date, evening out to dine, and romantic getaway.

Antique or novelty toys we spin, de-stress with, or collect twirl in our palms. Puzzles we assemble, rotate to get all the colors to line up, and answer word clues enhance our concentration and offer escape from the real world – if just for a few hours.

Natural things we find on the beach, on a hike, or in a mystical store filled with stones and crystals harken us back to the time long before.

Tiny totems, amulets, and handmade cultural crafts and artifacts that remind us of our homeland and ancestors from generations ago.

Yes, trinkets often hold personal meaning, like gifts from loved ones, evoking memories or emotions that bond us and sometimes break us. Their small size and unique designs make them visually pleasing for display or personal use. Trinkets evoke childhood memories, connect us to hobbies, or cultural interests. We collect them and keep them because they showcase our personalities, interests, and charms. 

We amass things we hold dear until we cannot hold them any longer. We pass them down to our children, sell them online, or trade them with other aficionados. The trinkets of life define our passions, our interests, and our past. They define our character, lift our spirits, and engrave our mark on territories, properties, and homesteads. 

There are little, inexpensive things that give us joy and make us bigger than humans because they tell us we are conscious, can think critically, and can move us viscerally. 

We buy them in gift shops, at tourist spots, on specialty websites, at tag sales, and trade with our friends and neighbors.

Some trinkets are priceless. These must not be played with but admired from afar. These are coveted by people who understand that sometimes the whole is more valuable than a singular item. 

Trinkets are often treasured for the memories or emotions they evoke, even if their monetary worth is low. Other trinkets are held closely to the head and heart. They are unreal. They cannot be touched, bought, sold, traded, gifted, pawned, auctioned, looked at by others, nor kept forever. In fact, the trinkets we keep inside of us are quite personal, fleeting, irreplaceable, and invaluable. If only we could find them more easily. 

Dig down deep and you shall.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 1— AWAKEN
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1949

I am a prisoner trapped in time. I don’t know what time it is; but I know that I have been stuck in the present for what seems like an eternity. I open my eyes, but I cannot see the past. All I see is my body lying in a bed with a warm, blue blanket covering my torso. My hands are outstretched by my sides with my palms facing God. I raise my right hand to my face and see my tattered, long fingernails and the needle protruding from the back of my wrist. 

I follow the tube attached to the needle as it extends towards a clear tube filled with liquid and hanging from a pole at the side of the bed. I blink my eyes and scan beyond the bed to see a chair in the corner of the room and a window beside it. 

I stretch to gaze out of the window but it is fogged over and moist from raindrops that pelt it harshly. The pitter patter of the tappy taps of the rain soothes me for a bit. Part of the window is open and I embrace a cool breeze as it washes over my face. A sign above the door reads: “The Stairs Are Right” with a big arrow pointing in the right direction. 

To my right is a tray table on wheels and on top of it is an untouched meal of oatmeal, Jell-O, fruit cup and orange juice. The oatmeal is congealed and the ice is melting in the juice glass. I’m not hungry but I reach out to touch the Jell-O with my finger to make sure it’s real. The Jell-O feels soft and flexes as my finger detracts.

A hospital room; that’s where I am. I have drawn that conclusion and I am a patient. I inspect the room further. A bathroom to my left, the door ajar and the light turned on. A closet beside the bathroom, doors closed. There’s a clipboard at the foot of my bed and I attempt to sit up to grab it but my body shivers with pain and I collapse back on the pillows elevating my head. I see a wire lying next to me with a button at the end of it. I dare to push it.

I close my eyes and wait. Within seconds the door to the room bursts open and two women and a man run into the room. Nurses and a doctor. One nurse is a tall blond; her hair pulled back in a ponytail; the other is shorter than she and a curly brunette. The doctor is medium build, has brown hair, a stethoscope around his neck. They surround my bed and I squint as the doctor’s flashlight shines in my eyes. 

“Becca? Can you hear me?” asks the doctor, his voice deep and shaken.

I try to speak but I’m struggling to form words. My throat is parched, and before I can mouth the word, the blond nurse runs out of the room and returns with a water pitcher and a glass. She pours it for me and I guzzle it down ravenously.

“Becca how do you feel?” asks the doctor, his tone more concerned and direct.

I assume I’m Becca, though I have no memory of my name. 

“I’m feeling okay,” I say. All three begin giggling and smiling at me.

“That’s terrific!” says the doctor. “We have been very worried about you. You’ve been asleep for four days. Do you know where you are?”

I shake my head while getting a closer look at the doctor. He appears quite young. His firm jawline, high cheek bones, and large brown stylish eyeglasses make him look intelligent. I think he is in his thirties. Under his white medical gown, he wears a blue shirt and red tie. I like his smile.

“That’s okay,” he continues. “Your memory should come back soon. Becca, that is your name. Do you know that?”

I shake my head again.

“OK,” he says. “Your name is Becca and you’ve been in a car accident. You have broken several bones in your legs and torso. You have a severe head injury, too, that has given you a concussion. We placed you in a coma to reduce swelling on your brain. You will need to recover here for several more days.”

I drift away from understanding; from awake. I am hurt and I don’t realize it. I close my eyes and stare at the darkness.

#
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I don’t remember. I don’t recall the accident. I realize that I’m injured by the casts on my body, but I don’t remember how it happened. After the nurses and doctor leave my room, I try to remember. If I am Becca, who is she?

I stare at the darkness behind my eyes hoping I can beckon the answers to my memory but nothing emerges. I know I can remember something if I try harder. I remember how to speak, how to feel thirsty and hungry, how to feel pain. But where are the memories of me? I cannot recall my life. 

Finally, a flicker of something familiar to me. A memory materializes as if a photo has been developed in a darkroom. I see it clearly. It’s a bicycle. I remember this bicycle – blue, old, rusty handles, squeaky wheels that go clickity, clackity, clickity, clackity. I remember riding this bike on one particular day. I see the front tire going round and round and, in my mind, I begin to look ahead of me.

It's a spring morning. I’m riding down a tree-lined street. Flowers dot the landscape at the curbside. Bird songs echo in the cloudless sky to bring melody to an otherwise soundless and still atmosphere. With each turn of the bike pedal more memories surge into view. I see storefronts to my left. Families emerge from a grocery store with bundles of fruits, vegetables, snacks and other purchased goods. They head to their cars in a filled parking lot. I hear the strains of laughter from children chasing each other at a park to my right. A blond-haired boy breaks free from his mother’s hug and runs up the slide steps then gleefully comes down. I can smell the freshly mowed grass that is somewhat dampened by a light shower from earlier in the day.

Now I pedal further towards a more heavily populated street. There’s a library, post office, restaurants – all the buildings you’d expect to find. I still have no grounded memory of where this is but it looks familiar. I know I’ve been here. I can recognize the eatery on the corner. It’s the Galaxy Diner. Patrons in the window are having coffee, eggs, toast, and other breakfast. I savor the taste of their juicy hamburgers they serve and the ice cream sundaes with chocolate and vanilla ice cream that melt in my mouth. 

Ahead now is a large crowd gathered at a church. No, it’s not a church, it’s a synagogue. Men stand outside with yarmulkes on their heads dressed in suits. The women in dresses and skirts stand gathered in small groups chatting with each other. Some children dressed in their finest clothes frolic in the grassy area next to the front steps. 

I am drawn to this place. I pull up to the front and lean my bike on the side of the building. I scan the crowd for familiar faces but none emerge. Most of the conversation has stopped as the front door opens. A man wearing religious garb summons the crowd inside. I look down at my feet and legs to see I am wearing dress shoes, pantyhose and a plaid skirt. My white blouse is finely pressed. I am clearly dressed for this occasion. 

I follow the crowd inside and into the main sanctuary. Stained glass windows dot the walls letting in the sunlight that splashes the crowd as they take their seats in horizontally lined wooden pews. Each window is beautifully designed to tell stories of Jewish history. The one by the pulpit as a huge menorah. The one in the rear has Moses. The front of the temple is adorned with bouquets of roses and chrysanthemums. Behind the main stage lies the arc where the sacred Torah scrolls are kept safe. I know this because now I realize I am Jewish. I can even remember some of the prayers and begin to recite them in my head. The most famous one comes to mind immediately – “Shema Yisrael, Adonai Eloheinu, Adonai Echad” (“Hear, O Israel, the Lord our God, the Lord is One”). 

I take a seat in the rear next to an older man who has come alone. Behind me stands a young boy who seems oddly dressed for this occasion in jeans and a ragged work shirt. I smile at him as I reach for a program in the shelf on the pew in front of me. The front of the booklet says: “Special Event. The Horror and the Glory – Surviving the Holocaust.” I gasp at the topic of the day. 

I remember how destructive and insidious the events of Holocaust were to the Jews of the time. I know much about its dark history and the ultimate triumph of the Allies to defeat the Nazis and liberate the Jewish prisoners in the concentration camps. I am deeply moved by these memories and decide to stay and observe.

Soon a hush overcomes the chatter in the audience. Up on the stage a woman in a wheelchair is being led to the center where a microphone stand is placed. There is television cameras aimed at her direction and I wonder if she is famous. Her floral red hat pulled tightly down her forehead. I can’t get a good look at her face from the distance where I sit. But I know she is quite old and wrinkled. Her hands are also pruned and they shake as she grabs hold of the microphone and clears her throat. The silence in the room is only overshadowed by the low hum of the air conditioning unit.

“I remember the first few days,” she begins. “They were indeed the worst days. I recall stepping off of the train as it arrived at the camp. I was 7 years old. We were very scared. I clutched my mama’s hands tightly as we descended the steps. Papa was close behind. 

“Then they separated us. The Nazi soldiers grabbed me and my mama and pushed us to a group of women huddled on the dirt by the camp entrance. Papa was led to a group of men on the other side of the fence. I remember screaming out to him as he disappeared. I remember looking up at my mama’s face and watching the tears roll down her cheek.”

I listened intently to every word as I gazed around the sanctuary. Some of the audience members had their hands over their mouths. Parents looked at their children to make sure they were not upset. I remember feeling nauseated. But I continued to watch and drink in every one of her words.

“We were marched to a large, empty room at the front of the camp,” she continued. “We were told to take off all of our clothes and throw them into a big pile. I wondered where my little suitcase had gone after they swiped it from my hand. I was upset that my doll inside the suitcase might be lost forever. They gave us these striped uniforms to wear. It was humiliating to me standing there naked as they handed out the clothing. They were drab and ugly. They had a yellow Jewish star on the front.

“Then they marched us at gunpoint to form a line in the courtyard. At the front was a long table with four Nazi soldiers waiting to greet each of us. One soldier asked me my name and age. Another soldier looked into my mouth and eyes. Then he directed mama, my brother and me to move to another line where we each were given a shovel. I was told to dig a hole. I remember how heavy the shovel was. But I just continued looking at mama and doing what she was doing. So, I dug and dug the hole. Others joined us and soon the hole was huge. I thought we were digging a swimming pool it was so big.

“But after about one hour of digging we were told to stop and line up again. I noticed the line was smaller than before. I tried to count all of us but then was distracted by some Nazi soldiers marching in a group of men, women and children who all were naked. They ordered them to stand at the edge of the hole.”

She giggled a bit and I felt uncomfortable. But then she gasped and began to sob uncontrollably. I swallowed the pure evil of the Nazis in my throat. The room was silent except for a few whimpers. I feel light headed but determined to hear the rest of the horrible tale.

I sit up in my hospital bed gasping for air. The tale ends there because there is darkness. Not in my mind but in the synagogue. Screams replace whimpers. Children cry for their mothers. I am on the floor in pain. I look up and see clouds. I am buried by wood, books, concrete, glass, torah pages, and limbs. Blood seeps from my right arm. I struggle to breathe. I cannot move. Birds fly into the crack in the ceiling. My ears ring. 

Rescue comes quickly. A fireman hovers over me. I look into his blue eyes behind the facemask that protects him from the stolid, poisonous air consuming the chamber. He places an oxygen mask over my face. Another fireman comes. The two men lift the debris from my body and help me escape. They carry me outside and I lay on the ground. 

A doctor next. He is masked and bending at my side listening to my heart and checking my pulse. “Can you speak?” he asks. I retort: “What happened?”

“There’s been a bombing. You are lucky to be alive,” he says.

I close my eyes and think of my bike. Then I open my eyes and think of the old woman.
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CHAPTER 2 — GUIDANCE
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1949

Stillness and solitude surrounded the mother as she paced the hospital waiting room wondering when the doctor would arrive. She had little time to spare and a lot to do. She nervously tapped her foot, ran her fingers through her unkempt hair, and stared at the posters on the wall that reminded people when visiting hours ended. The clock ticked towards 2:37 a.m. and the hour to act was nigh. When the doctor entered looking tired and forlorn, the mother approached but kept her distance, holding her breath as if she were underwater and would not surface until all was safe.

The doctor looked young – probably early 30s – and his lab coat had some sweat stains under his armpits and a touch of blood on the lapel. He needed rest, but it would not come for another nine hours when his shift ended. He hated delivering bad news so he was relieved to say: “She is awake and stable. It was touch and go for a long time but we are confident her prognosis is quite good now.”

The mother folds her arms in a bit of a defensive play, somewhat doubtful of his words, but said: “When can I bring her home?”, her hands clasped in front of her belly. She wore a navy-blue dress wrinkled from her long-distance travel. Her blond disheveled hair was pulled back in a bun, and her makeup faded but noticeable. What shone was her beauty. Her high cheek bones accentuated a distinctive smile as she asked the doctor more about her daughter’s health.

“And will she be able to walk?” she asked nervously.

“She has two broken legs that we’ve set. Her three fractured ribs will make breathing difficult and impede her gait. She will need crutches for six weeks. Our greatest concern is her head injury. We are monitoring her consciousness, dizziness, and lack of memory. We want to make sure she doesn’t relapse into another coma. If all goes well, she can go home in about two weeks,” the doctor said.

“Two weeks?” the mother retorted loudly. “Doesn’t that seem a bit soon? Tell me, doctor, what are your credentials? Where did you go to medical school? Is this the best hospital in this area? Do you...”

“Ma’am,” the doctor cut her off, “I assure you that Becca is getting the best care. We have seen many trauma patients like her before with head injuries and broken bones. She will recover very well so long as she remains where she is.”

The mother grinded her teeth before she gazed back into the doctor’s eyes and said: “I am somewhat alarmed by how she can recover so quickly from such a life altering experience. I believe she will be forever damaged physically, emotionally, and mentally. Will she walk with a limp? Will she lose her memories?”

“There are no guarantees that she may experience permanent brain damage. We need to continue to monitor her for many months. And with the right physical therapy she will correct any locomotive impairments that may have occurred from the broken bones,” the doctor said.

The mom breathed a sigh of relief. She wanted to hug the doctor but pulled back, satisfied that deep down she has persuaded him to focus greater attention on Becca’s recovery.

Ignoring the early hour of the morning, she entered Becca’s room and stares at her lying asleep in the bed. She maintained a safe distance by sitting in the chair in the corner. She looked out of the window at the street below. Life accelerated as Becca was motionless. She saw cars zooming by, probably carrying men from their third-shift jobs. Shops across the street are darkened and awaited the steady stream of customers that would greet first light. She peeked at her watch. 2:54 am.

The mom cleared her throat and Becca awoke with a gasp. The mom stayed seated but called out to her. “Becca? Are you awake? It’s mom.”

“Mom? I have a mom,” she said.

“Yes, honey. I’m here,” the mom said. “The doctor says you’re doing better. You have broken your legs and some ribs but you are going to fine. You can go home before you know it.”

“Mom,” Becca said sitting up in bed. She looked at her mother and her mind became awash with fresh memories. She saw her mom holding her hand as they walked to school. She saw her house with its white shudders, blue front door, gray paint that was long overdue for a fresh coating. She entered and saw the den to her right with its grand fireplace, crown moldings, and hardwood floors. Brown and white wingback chairs adorned each side of the fireplace mantle and she recalled how she sat and read “Little Women” and other favorite novels. 

Upstairs she saw her room with its floral wallpaper, single unmade bed with down comforter, dresser with photos on top and closet filled with Sunday attire. There was a pile of rocks on top of the chest that seemed out of place. Her favorite dress – bright red with two pockets on either side – hung in plastic awaiting a special spring or summer occasion. She thought of picnics in the local park, strolls after synagogue to the downtown ice cream shop, and wrapping presents for her friends’ birthday parties.

“Mom,” she repeated more urgently. But she can’t complete her thoughts because her mind wandered to her school. She was in the fifth grade and sitting in Mrs. Hobbes class. Math problems filled the chalkboard. Her textbook was cracked open to a word problem: Johnny has 10 apples. If his friend Mary wants each apple cut into four slices how many slices will there be?

“Yes dear,” the mother said. Becca focused on the mother’s voice, which seemed fainter and more distant than before, and responded: “Can you tell me what happened?”

The mother paused to look out the window. The moonlight reflected off of the glass as if to signal that there is an answer but it must be shined upon to reveal itself.

“Well, Becca. You were in a car accident the other day. You were going to ballet practice with your dad and another car came out of nowhere and smashed into yours. You were badly hurt. You broke your legs. You hit your head really hard against the windshield and you were unconscious for several days. The ambulance brought you here to this hospital and you woke up last night. Do you remember anything about the accident?”

Becca stared at the mom in disbelief. 

“My dad was with me? Is he okay?” Becca asked cautiously.

The mom paused again to look at the window and searched for the right words. 

“I’m sorry Becca but dad died in the accident,” the mom said sobbing. “He loved you very much.”

Becca laid back in bed and closed her eyes, struggling to remember her dad’s face and voice but drew a blank. He was dead and she can’t recall who he was. She began to tremble and sob. Then she drifted into a deep sleep.

#

[image: ]


As Becca slept the mom spoke with the doctor in the hospital hall. Patients and nurses congregated and traversed around them in a flurry of activity and conversation. The mom stood her distance as the doctor spoke, remaining quite sullen and withdrawn following her discussion with Becca. She did her best to listen to the doctor’s words.

“I’m sorry you could not have come to visit Becca sooner but I understand you have been out of town. I know this is a difficult and challenging situation and the good news is that Becca is improving and can go home to resume a normal life,” he began. “She will need some physical therapy to help her walk normally again, which should last a few months. We will need to monitor her memory and speech. I would like to see her again in three weeks.”

The mother continued to look away from the doctor and stared at the hospital floor, pondering how she will help Becca get through this trying time. 

“We also have come to the difficult moment when you must identify the body of your husband,” he continued. “Will you please follow me to the morgue?”

Becca’s mother stood at attention. She realized this time would come but kept putting in off in her mind. She chose to focus on Becca. Becca represents hope she kept telling herself. But now she tries to muster courage and stay strong for Becca. 

The mother paced behind the doctor as if following a procession of monks to a monastery. They descended two flights to the basement where a long, empty hallway sent shivers down the spine and an uneasy feeling in the mother’s stomach. A light burned out above as they continue to slowly walk past many darkened rooms. 

The doctor instructed Becca’s mother that he would bring her into a small room and the body will remain behind glass in a separate chamber for viewing. She can choose to go into the glassed-in room or view the body from in front of the window. Becca’s mom chose the latter; she did not want to see the deceased man’s mangled body up close.

Once in the room Becca’s mom stood in front of the window and looked down at the body lying covered with a sheet on a stretcher. The doctor removed the sheet from the body’s head. Becca’s mother immediately recognized Becca’s dad despite the dark bruises around his eye sockets and cuts to his cheeks and forehead. His face was gray and ashen from rigor mortis. 

Becca’s mother nodded to the doctor and he covered up the body. She reflected on the life that is no more, pausing on the time she had spent with him and was thankful that he died instantly without pain. Soon she would be back home with the things that she could hold, cherish, and reflect upon; things that reminded her of him.
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CHAPTER 3 — TIME AND AGAIN
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Unknown Year

There is time. 

There is time to accomplish every one of your hopes, plans and dreams. You may think time moves more quickly as you age and it does. But time itself, though a foreboding construct, is quite forgiving. It slows down when we are happiest and speeds up when we suffer. Suffering, perhaps, is greater as we age. Memories fade to time, and the future seems more out of focus as we struggle to view our tomorrows. Life’s challenges often are exacerbated by time running away. We want more time to finish our chores, see our families, make new friends, go camping, watch a movie, attend an opera, read another book. 

But our time is finite, despite time’s infinity.

The Traveler knows how to manage time well. He has seen time fall into itself like a burrito. He says time is shaped more like a twist and turn, not linear as most people think. Time moves like clock hands in a Dali painting. The struggle to save time, to catch up to it, is more Sisyphean than the turtle racing the hare. We can, in fact, move from one point of the bendy loop back again if we know the secret. 

The Traveler does.

He is revealing the secret right now. Let’s listen:

“I’ve come to you today to ask for your help,” he begins. “I really have no choice. I will be back again if this time doesn’t work out.”

Upon a comfortable sofa, her face illuminated by soft white light from a table-side lamp, a woman sits with her legs crossed and holding a cup of hot tea. The Traveler’s intrusion sits her upright and she hesitates to reach for the phone to call the police. She rubs her eyes to get a better look at his small stature, childlike visage, and rather disheveled checkered flannel shirt and torn jeans. The Traveler watches her, his face obscured by the shadows and the faint moonlight from a nearby window.

The woman swallows her breath at the thought of addressing him but struggles to find the words. Finally, she clears her throat and asks: “Who are you? What are you doing here? How did you get in my home?”

“I am a Traveler,” he says. “I am time traveling, actually. I know it is difficult to comprehend. But I have entered what is called a time bubble that can, let’s say, float around the timeline to specific points at once. I am seeing you through this bubble and you are seeing me. I need you to help me to time travel and visit Becca at certain points in time. You know what a precocious girl she is so you will need to be extra vigilant. You should disguise yourself as best as you can to deceive her and gain her trust.”

Silence stirs around her as she thinks to rise and touch him. But she remains seated as The Traveler begins to fade into the darkness, his body like a young ghost Viking returning to Valhalla much too soon. He speaks in a direct, loud, clear and stern tone.

“This is the most important thing you will ever do. You see, the timeline as it stood before has changed. There has been a disruption, if you will, in the regular course of things. This disturbance has many consequences on future events; many of which will forever be erased if you don’t help me,” he says.

“I have seen you at many times in your life, when you were younger and when you are older. And there are things that you must do differently to correct the timeline. There is no other way to save me, to save the future, to save yourself,” he continues.

“You will learn how to travel like me. You must use this knowledge to bear influence on the past and steer the events towards where they should be; it’s the only way to save everyone and correct the timeline.”

“I must be dreaming; this cannot be real,” the woman says.

“Yes, I’m afraid it is. I have been traveling through time in a fractured but consistent loop. I don’t know why for sure but something has altered what had been my reality. I have been brought to you in this loop, and will be back again, I assure you. I can tell you more when I see you again. You must help correct it or things will become very different for the world,” he says.

The Traveler looks at his watch and continues.

“I am running out of time. Just know that I will visit you again in another time and place with further instructions. But please be prepared to time travel. The bubbles don’t last more than a few minutes each. It is imperative that you make the most of your time in the bubble and do as I instruct you.”

The woman, stunned by the sage and foreboding words and the ghastly, waning image of the boyish person, attempts to reach out and touch him – as if to save him right then.

But The Traveler disappears as the lightbulb in the lamp expires.
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CHAPTER 4 — THE GRANDMA EFFECT
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1950

We hear stories that seem like folklore, as if made up by an old man on a country home porch rocking chair sipping sweetened iced tea as children gather at his feet, sit on the floor cross-legged, and stare at his gray beard while he waxes nostalgic. He tells tales of his time at sea on an old fishing vessel headed for the Caribbean and, caught in a hurricane, nearly drowned when the waves capsized the boat sending nearly 50 people to survive in the ocean for three days until they land ashore on a deserted island.  

But most stories are true. Relatives regale at Thanksgiving dinners and Sunday cocktail hours about their retirement plans, the awards they won at school, their grandchildren visits, and their first loves. We pass down the good stories to future generations in the hopes that they carry on the tales that matter. We keep the morals close to our heart, and the secrets close to our vests. 

Some tales should not be told. But this one is too important for it is told by The Traveler. He speaks of a fractured time, out of place, out of sorts, and he seeks the assistance of its main characters to write the story’s true ending.

The Traveler, at an undisclosed time, tells a woman to visit Becca in 1950 on her 17th birthday. The woman is new to time travel. Well, who isn’t?

You see, the time bubble—the vessel in this storm—is an elaborate structure. It’s comprised of nitrogen, oxygen, carbon, and uranium, among other light-sensitive chemicals. It’s approximately six feet in diameter and a near-perfect circle. It looks as if a child had some soapy water and got carried away with the blowing up part. It somehow seems stronger and sturdier than a soap bubble. The woman pokes her finger at the bubble and it barely compresses. 

She has survived the trip and confidently walks around in the bubble as if it isn’t really there and interacts with her environment with ease. Walking down a cobblestone path towards a house that looks very familiar to her, she stops to smell the flowers in the front garden. She admires the dandelions, tulips, and rose bushes that need pruning. She looks at the overgrown grass and the dead leaves amassing under the maple trees. The white house is in good shape, from what she recalls about it. Its blue shudders could use some touch up paint, the shingled roof has a few patches, and the curtains in the front windows seem stained. But generally, she is pleased at the appearance of the structure and is eager to go inside.

She stops at the front door as she recalls the Traveler’s warning to keep her distance from people she sees. 

The front door creaks open and the grandmother, yes, that’s who she is, though you wouldn’t really believe it, walks inside. She looks younger than any ordinary grandmother. Her blondish, grayish hair is neatly coifed and she has neatly dressed her lips in red. She wears a brightly colored floral-patterned dress, and comfortable looking red pumps. 

The kitchen is just off of the front entrance to the right and she smiles as it looks just as she remembers from long ago. The electric stove is the early Westinghouse gas version with its small oven and no broiler. The refrigerator, also a Westinghouse, has a block of ice in the freezer. Dirty dishes pile five high in the sink. They are dishes she has not seen in decades. She opens the refrigerator and sees a half empty bottle of milk, a half stick of butter, a loaf of bread, and half eaten sandwich of peanut butter and jelly. Someone needs to do grocery shopping, she thinks.

But where is everyone? The house is silent. She attempts to move the bubble further around the house. It takes a bit of skill to coordinate her legs in a forward motion. She rocks back and forth as if she were on a boat and then propels herself towards the kitchen doorway. Soon she is walking normally and enters the living room. There is the couch; the same three-seater that has been in this room forever – only now it looks brand new. The paintings above the fireplace serve as background materials to the main attraction – a six-foot tall grandfather clock that ticks away the hours of happy occasions in this room.

If today is Becca’s birthday and she has truly travelled back to that day, the grandmother wonders if she will be recognized. Is she dressed appropriately for 1950? She walks over to a mirror hanging in the hallway and scrutinizes her face, running her finger across the wrinkles under her eyes and forehead. If she maintains enough distance, then she will pull off this trick. 

She thinks about what to say to Becca. Why was she sent here on this day? 

#
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Footsteps from above and a broken figure emerges into the dusty and dank room below. The sound shakes her to attention and she swings around from the mirror to gaze at the staircase. She sees two gray sneakers begin to descend the stairs and Becca emerges dressed in blue jeans and a yellow T-shirt. She uses a cane to steady her gait. Her wounds have healed, but her balance has not. The grandmother takes a deep breath. 

“Why, hello Becca! Happy birthday!” she says.

“Hello grandma,” Becca says.

The grandmother breathes a sigh of relief. She thinks this day will be successful.

“How are you doing, dear?” the grandmother continues. “How are you feeling?”

“I’m good. I am walking better since I got home from the hospital. I’m also remembering more things.” Becca says.

“Oh, that’s wonderful; I’m so glad!” the grandmother says.

Becca heads for the kitchen and pours herself a glass of milk. The grandmother follows her and keeps her distance in the doorway as Becca sits at the kitchen table.

“Becca,” the grandmother begins, her voice is deeper now as she tries to sound older. “Do you have any plans for your birthday?”

“No,” she says. “Only mother said she was going to buy me a cake and that we could go shopping later for a new dress.”

“Oh, that sounds great!”

Becca sits at the kitchen table and picks up a pamphlet among the other pieces of mail laying amidst the plates and silverware that have not been cleared from earlier.  

“What’s that you’re reading?” the grandmother asks.

“This came for me yesterday. It’s a brochure for the local Foghat University. I guess I need to apply there soon if I am to start in the fall semester,” Becca says.

Like a dam bursting, waves of memories flood the grandmother’s mind. She recalls how Becca resisted going to college and wanted to travel the world instead. She said traveling is better when you’re young and adventurous; school could wait. But that argument, the grandmother thinks, is futile. Becca must go to college and earn her chemistry degree. She needs to get a job at a local chemical company doing research in new forms of energy. Becca stands up and walks over to the wastebasket to throw away the brochure and that’s when the grandmother has a sudden epiphany. 

I know why I’m here now, she thinks.

“Uh, Becca, you shouldn’t throw that away,” says the grandmother. “You really should read that more thoroughly and consider applying before the deadline.”

“Why grandma?” she asks. “It’s really expensive and I’d much rather get a local job after I graduate high school. I’m trying to save up to travel to Europe.”

“Well, that sounds like a fun idea but not very wise right now,” the grandmother retorts. “You really should continue your studies while you’re young and ambitious. Europe will be there when you get your degree.”

“But there’s nothing I really want to study in college,” says Becca. “The only think I’m good at is science and they don’t really hire girls to do those kinds of jobs.”

Women’s rights. Far away time. The grandmother smiles as she thinks how women will fight for equality.

“You know,” the grandmother says. “Where there’s a will there’s a way. If you’re smart enough and determined enough you will get noticed and hired by a respectable company.”

The grandmother thinks of the Traveler again. He was insistent that the time travel to this moment is absolutely necessary to persuade Becca to go in the right direction. This college conversation must be the only reason.

“Well,” said Becca. “You might be right. Besides, this college is rated very highly for science, especially chemistry.” Becca walks over to the trashcan and takes out the brochure. “I’ll apply but I’m just not sure how I can pay for it.”

“Oh, we’ll figure it out. I’ll bet you get a nice scholarship,” says the grandmother remembering how Becca gets a four-year, all-expense paid scholarship after graduating valedictorian.

The grandmother begins to move towards the kitchen window to peak at the oak tree that has stood on the property since the house was built in the early 1920s. As she begins to gaze at the yard, the time bubble begins to shake. Her body quivers and the grandmother panics. 

She begins to walk quickly out of the kitchen so as not to frighten Becca. She walks toward the front door of the house and yells out to Becca, “Uh, sweetie, I’m going out for a little while. I’ll see you later. Enjoy your birthday!”

“Thanks, grandma.” Becca replies.

Exiting the house and walking towards the oak tree, the grandmother places her hand on the tree trunk and is amazed to see it widen from one foot to three feet in matter of seconds. She knows she has returned to her own time.
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CHAPTER 5 — THE RECOVERY
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1950

Light trickles through clouds as I inhale the cool fresh air and confirm that I’m alive. I am home now—back where I belong. The maple trees welcome the new day with a sway from the westerly wind, as if waving to me that they have missed me. Squirrels dart up and down the trunks in a playful dance, and I think they are there to entertain me, not themselves. Daffodils and tulips soak in the morning dew, a drink to good health and a sign that life is good. The grass, long and weedy, smells fresh. 

My footprints stick as I walk across the lawn to enter the house. 

Odors stir memories; ones that I thought I had lost forever. The cedar closet in the hallway holds my winter coat and reminds me of snow and days off from school. The plants in the living room droop but emit a fragrance once observed during after-school chats. The musty smell of the basement hits me as I open the door and look downward. I quickly slam the door shut and go to the kitchen where the aroma of freshly baking bread tickles my thankful nostrils and swirls my belly.

The slow drip of the leaky sink faucet collects into a dirty pot as I take a seat at the kitchen table, which is cluttered with unopened mail and dishes from a meal finished long ago. I decide to rise and open the refrigerator and to the sight of freshly stocked groceries, including milk, orange juice, fruit, and vegetables. I grab an apple and a peach, my favorite fruits, and savor their sweetness as I gobble them up.

I’m still hobbling around – my balance is unsteady and I need crutches or a cane to walk. But I’m determined to go upstairs to my bedroom. I make my way to the hallway and I notice the photos framed on the wall. There are me and mom and dad on a picnic. I look younger, maybe 10, and can’t quite recall the time or place of our outing. I look at my dad’s face. He’s quite handsome with his brown eyes, baseball cap, pressed white shirt, and shorts. I’m saddened that I will not see him again and struggle to form a vivid memory of that day. I stare at the photo hoping one will come when I’m startled by the slam of the front door.

“Becca,” says my mother sternly. “Don’t you dare climb those stairs.”

“Hello mother,” I respond. “I was wondering where you were.”

“You go sit down in the kitchen. I am baking a bread and we will have lunch. I need to talk to you,” she says.

My mind is as cluttered as the junk mail on the kitchen table – I need to focus. I pick up some of the letters and sort through unpaid bills, get well cards, and magazines. I toss aside a package from my High School since it probably contains lots of school work that I have missed. 

I think of my school and again struggle to form concrete thoughts about people and things I’ve learned. I can see a classroom but can’t quite see the students. I even hear a teacher’s voice in my head but there is no face to go with it. The doctor at the hospital said it will take time for all of my memories to return. I recall the dream I had about visiting the Holocaust speaker and the explosion. I wonder why that remains so vivid in my mind.

“Mother?” I ask as she is slicing the bread and preparing turkey and Swiss cheese sandwiches. “I had this dream in the hospital, or it may be a memory, I can’t be sure at this point.”

“Oh, really,” she responds plating the sandwiches. “What was it about?”

“I was attending this speech or lecture given by an old woman who survived the Holocaust. I remember being very sad as she spoke. And the worst part is that there was an explosion and many people were hurt,” I recall.
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