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What if we’d gotten time travel instead of the Internet?

It’s 2005, and Marvin, a still-mostly-aspiring actor, is turning thirty. His brilliant, blowhard cousin Drew, though only two weeks older, has just made it onto the illustrious “Time Team” at MIT… and he makes sure everyone at Marvin’s birthday party knows it.

Marvin has spent his whole life trailing his successful cousin. If Drew manages to pull off actual time travel, will Marvin ever live it down?

Maybe Marvin needs to take matters into his own hands… before he runs out of time himself.

If you love alternate history and funny, thoughtful, short science fiction that imagines how future tech might really play out, don’t miss this party of a story with the…






Birthday Boy



The year Marvin Edison turned thirty, everyone at his birthday party wouldn’t stop talking about the breakthrough at MIT with the time displacement field.

True, the whole country was talking about it too. But it probably helped that the newest member of the illustrious “Time Team” was his cousin Drew.

“Dude! Mark my words!” bellowed Drew, leaning forward on the couch and jabbing the tip of a beer towards Marvin across the living room. “We’ll put a man through time by 2010.”

“You do know that’s in five years, right?” Marvin said. He crossed his arms and leaned harder on the doorway into the kitchen. “Or do you mean that when you all finally do figure it out, you can just yank the machine back to 2009 and keep your funding?”

Around the crowded room, a few of Marvin’s theater people tittered, but most of his relatives glared.

Aunt Deb, Drew’s mother, stiffened even straighter on her perch on the piano bench. “I would think that a semi-professional actor who lives with his mother would grasp the importance of financial support.”

The theater people acted like they hadn’t heard anything, but the relatives rumbled agreement. Drew guffawed.

I don’t need to escape time, Marvin thought. I’d settle for escaping this family.

From the kitchen, Mom called, “Five minutes to cake time!”

“Hold up!” Drew said. “We need to wait for Vivian!” He leered at Marvin. “Grad student. She loves birthdays. And older men. Good thing I’m two weeks older than you are, eh, cuz?”

“One of these years,” Marvin said, “we’re going to get through this entire party without you mentioning that.”

“Not a chance, kiddo.”

“So, hitting on your grad student,” Marvin said. “I thought that was illegal.”

“She’s not my grad student. Medieval studies. Total waste.”

“And she loves birthdays? Why wasn’t she at your party two weeks ago?”

“Two weeks ago, we weren’t on the cover of Newsweek.” Drew winked, then upended his beer.

Marvin spun into the kitchen and walked through towards the foyer. At the counter, the skin under Mom’s upper arms was quivering as she crammed candles onto the cake. Without counting, he knew there would be exactly thirty.

“Marvin?” she called. “Two minutes!”

“I need some air,” he said. In the foyer, he pulled on his leather jacket against the wet spring chill of a Massachusetts night. He jammed his arm into one sleeve and yanked open the door.

On the steps stood a woman he had never seen. She was studying the sky, one hand resting lightly on the porch railing, poised with a dancer’s balance, as if she might leap into a pirouette. She lowered her face and gave him a smile, and her teeth shone against her dark Indian face and hair.

“You must be Vivian,” Marvin said. “Mr. Newsweek was just hollering for you.”

She laughed. “You must be the birthday boy.”

“About that,” Marvin said, as he thought, I am such a sucker for accents. “Our family’s a little weird about birthdays.”

“Not at all. It’s pathetic that adults stop celebrating birthdays just when we need them the most.”

“I thought women hated birthdays,” he said. Instead of laughing again, her face hardened, and he hastily added, “Not that guys are thrilled either. Who needs a yearly reminder that you’re not getting anywhere?”

“Why do you have to get anywhere?” she said. “You’re alive!”

Her eyes shone. Their light made her look even younger, which made him feel even older.

She kept talking. “I hate that we’re trained to hate aging. Every other culture in history ached for gray hairs. They meant you’d lived, you’d grown some small store of wisdom and love.”

“Yeah, but they can also mean you’ve wasted your life.”

“So what? Now is now. You can’t go back.”

“Not if Mr. Newsweek has anything to say about it.”

“Please. We’ve wasted more federal money over this national obsession—I wish they’d never made Back to the Future.”

“Whoa! Heresy!” Marvin covered his ears in mock horror, and now she did laugh. “Have you told him you feel this way?”

Her eyes narrowed. “Did he make this sound like a date?”

“Um. You are standing at a birthday party where the only person you know is him. Well. And now me.”

“I attend at least one birthday party a week. I started a club.”

Marvin opened his mouth, then realized she wasn’t joking.

From inside the house, Mom hollered. “Marvin! Cake time!”

He cleared his throat. “So. What do you usually do after the party?”






*    *    *







The year Marvin Edison turned forty, he demanded that Drew and Aunt Deb be excluded from his party list. But Mom wouldn’t listen. Neither would Vivian.

“Your birthday celebrates your life,” Vivian said, as she sat on the couch in Mom’s living room and nursed Riya. Riya was too big to still be nursing, and she kept kicking the white overstuffed throw pillow onto the carpet. “Drew is part of your life. He’s family.”

“And he still hits on you like crazy.” Marvin was pacing, aware of and angry at his own theatrical gestures. “He was all over you at his party.”

“Pfft.” She smirked. “He’s an old man.”

“We’re both too old for these asinine parties!”

“Marvin, don’t shout,” Mom said, lumbering in from the kitchen. “I finally got your darling little Bodhi to settle down for a nap.” She huffed down to grab the fallen pillow, then thumped into the couch and traded smiles with Vivian. “Drew doesn’t mean any harm. He’s been under a lot of stress—didn’t you read how they’re planning this big anniversary surprise?”
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