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These tales that I am about to share with you are all based on a true story that will never be told to those outside of our inner circle. 

To some, these tales may seem out of place much like the time travelers involved. But I assure you, it is all part of a much bigger puzzle. Before moving forward, I must warn you that once you absorb this knowledge, there’s no turning back, and essentially, your lives will be in danger. Proceed at your own risk.

I’m not sure what year this is for you, the reader, but as long as it is not 2025, you are safe. 

I will leave the breadcrumbs of my investigations into this world until my time here is over. As usual, to find the pieces, use your browser and type in the code words: The Chrononaut Report. 

Hopefully, the Illuminati hasn’t erased the information. 

Lastly, to all the chrononauts lost in the sea of time, may you find your way home... 

Mical Dorn, Chrononaut X
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CHAPTER ONE 
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Marjorie sat outside of the protection room. Her plumped shape filled her blue, khaki jumpsuit which boasted a stitched-on insignia of the Guardians. Her eyes were enlarged by the thick bi-focal glasses as she peered at a painting on the opposite wall. Her chair rocked back and forth in silence.

If she had ever wondered what it would be like to live inside of a tree, this was it. The Bent was a log cabin the size of a modest ski lodge with three floors and a basement which was a series of connecting tunnels and laboratories. 

There was a tangible energy vibrating through the walls and in the air. You felt it all over your body while walking through the corridors or the perimeter of the cabin. Invisible curtains of energy. Revelle wasn’t on any map or in any geography book. 

The first settlers adorned the cabin with hundreds of dreamcatchers on the exterior and hieroglyphic runes marked the beams and walls like graffiti. 

Marjorie’s eyes were fixated on a painting hanging on the wall in front of her. It was an oil painting of the corpse of Jack the Ripper encased in a glacier of ice. Ever since her superior, Guardian Twenty-Three made it a thing to ask everyone if they could figure out the significance of the painting, she’s been obsessed. Her ability to focus for so long came from months of training with Tibetan monks and shamans.

In the years that they’ve been here, no one has come close to deciphering the macabre work of art.

Her pockets were once filled with coffee beans that she would reach in for and toss one in her mouth like a peanut. It was a military tactic used to keep soldiers awake and alert. Protecting the childe was a round-the-clock job for those who wished to use its special gift for good. 

She was down to her last one and had five more hours remaining before someone else came to replace her. This winter was particularly harsh. The snowflakes were the size of maple leaves and would fall for weeks at a time. After a month of being cooped up in the cabin, sleeping only seven hours a week, it was a relief knowing she’d soon be spending time in town. 

The locals of Revelle fascinated her, and she was anxious to learn more about their psychic community. One thing she especially hoped for was the chance to check out the local bakery, the coffee shop, and their library which Guardian Nineteen said was filled with literature written by psychics.

It had been five months since the childe was delivered to them by the elders of Revelle, and for five months they had waited for the youngling to wake up and recount the details of his dreams. Marjorie was honored to be assigned to watch the boy, but it was less than likely that he would awaken during her watch. The childe was expected to remain asleep for nine months. 

How Marjorie came to be in this mystic cabin could be classified as nothing less than divine intervention. From the age of eleven, she had been special. Gifted. 

It started with a secret. A secret that was told to her by her twin sister Margaret, that no one else was aware of. It was something Marjorie wished Marg had spoken up about to their parents. She wished it so badly that she dreamed about it.

In this dream, she was a ventriloquist, and her sister was the dummy on her lap. The dummy was telling her parents that a very bad man who lived in the haunted house across from the park where the neighborhood children played, was hurting the kids who rang his doorbell. And that the bad man hurt Margaret as well.

A few days later, she woke up to multiple voices coming from the living room. She ran downstairs and found a police officer seated on the sofa, a notepad and pencil in hand, jotting down the words coming out of her parents' mouth.

Marjorie had no idea what was going on until she heard the floor creak at the top of the steps, looked back, and saw her sister crying.

“You promised! I hate you!” her sister shouted.

Those were the last words Margaret said to her. 

Later that night, she tried to run away, ashamed that her parents, her friend's parents, and the neighborhood now knew that the bad man in the haunted house did things to her that no adult should ever do to a child.

Margaret crept through the bushes in the back of the house and ran across the street. 

The driver never saw her.

Marjorie realized that what she had wasn’t a gift. It was a curse. She telepathically made her wish come true, but in the end, the universe punished her for meddling.

Later on, as an adult, Marjorie would learn that the universe always course-corrected, whether by divine intervention or with the help of a couple of loyal followers, willing to do whatever it takes to preserve a timeline. But why?  The answer was revealed to her by the man who trained her.

“The path of our timeline has already been paved by the perfectionist, Brother Spartacus, and the scythe of Cronus himself. What awaits us at the end is paradise. We are among the chosen ones,” Guardian Twenty-Three, said to her. 

“All we have to do is preserve the path. Are you willing to devote your life to preserving the path to perfection?” Guardian Twenty-Three asked.

Marjorie was in awe and quite frankly a little afraid of the bulky, black man, dressed like an army recruiter.

“Say it,” he ordered.

“Yes.”

“Good. Your training begins at the next full moon.”

Now, here she was, doing her part to preserve the path to perfection. The world she left behind was empty and unfulfilling. Both of her parents had passed on; her sister was also dead. She never married or had any kids. She never experienced the acts that created life either. All she had was the gift and the curse of telepathy.

This stopped being a curse to Marjorie when the Guardians’ in-house shaman, Guardian Nineteen, a slender Indian gentleman with long white Gandolf hair, and sported an eye-catching blue pyramid ring, taught her how to harness this ability.

Her task was simple: report back...literally. Having a chrono-path join the Guardians was unprecedented. She could now inform them of mistakes and events that they failed prevent a few hours before they occur. 

During her training, Guardian Nineteen pushed the limits of how far back her consciousness could travel. Eight days was the furthest, and that was with the added boost of a special chair that he controlled, allowing her a wider trajectory. 

The last few months have been stagnant. No missteps. No threats. Marjorie’s sole concern, presently, was that forsaken Jack the Ripper painting. She removed her specs and cleaned them by rubbing the lenses on the thigh of her jumpsuit.  She held them out in front of the eerie painting, scanning it like a magnifying glass, searching for any hidden clue. 

Marjorie came across two letters at the bottom right corner. After turning the glasses horizontally, the signature became visible. 

“Lu...na...chella?”

Suddenly, a creaking noise came from behind. 

Her first thought was that the wind must have blown one of the nearby doors open. Marjorie turned around slowly. She placed her glasses on, and believed she was seeing a ghost. 

She froze while staring at the childe standing no more than three feet away from her. It was the first time the boy had awoken since her arrival. 

He was rubbing his eyes, still groggy and dragging his little feet towards her. His onesie was black with golden dreamcatcher patterns all over them. When he spoke, Marjorie’s heart sank in fear.

“I had a bad dream.”  

God help us all. 
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CHAPTER TWO
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Acting as a stenographer for the childe's vision, Marjorie had to be sure every word was written because once he stopped talking, those memories would be gone forever. It was a one-shot deal. 

“All worlds transformed into something they were not supposed to become. It starts when the assassin who walks through the doors of dreams and time...a Prime is killed in 1963...vanishes from our timeline forever...another Prime in 1947...then another in the thirty-third year...the fourth 1968... the skies turn red, black clouds...beware of the man with the metal face, death means nothing to him...the dreamer left the door opened...” 

Majorie typed every word on a typewriter. Her fingers pecked at the keys like starving baby chicks in a pile of seeds. She didn’t miss a word. Never made a typo.

“The faceless man dances with the devil...the Ziggurat burns. Burns like the two towers! Save the children of Arria...he will not let them return...nightmares terraform the earth...the Age of Perfection will end in darkness...the crows are coming...they fly from the west and south! No one to stop it. No one to save us...not while the Dreamer sleeps in Carcosa.”

After the last word, the kid collapsed backward onto the bed.
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CHAPTER THREE
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A month had passed with no word back from the Order of Cronus. Marjorie had personally sent the dream report. She popped it into the pneumatic tube and watched it get sucked up with her own two eyes.

Guardian Nineteen patiently explained to her and the other Guardians that the OOC has to decipher every word and cross-reference them with thousands of years of history and information. It was like holding an outline over a completed image and going over the lines with a microscope making sure nothing was crooked or an inch out of place.

One night, Marjorie and her patrol mate, Guardian Forty-Five, went out for their routine smoke while walking the perimeter. The hash in Revelle was a hundred times stronger than any other. Was it the soil the plant was grown in? Or was it the psychic energy flowing through the town? Marjorie couldn’t wait to find out, but she was pretty sure it was a combo of both. It was one of the many mysteries on her list of things to inquire about.

“Did you laugh the first time they told you the name of this place?” Marjorie asked.

“Did I? Maybe in my head.”

“The Bent. Makes you think the building is crooked, doesn’t it?”

“I guess.”

They walked in silence for about ten seconds before Guardian Forty-Five said, “Get bent.”

“What?”

“You never heard that expression?”

“Get bent?! Like, break your back?”

“No, like go fuck yourself, or get fucked.”

Marjorie thought of it for a moment before barely containing her laughter. She sounded like she was crunching crackers when she tried not to laugh out loud.

A shift in the atmosphere came like an invisible elastic band wobbling reality. Marjorie stumbled and was on her way down when Guardian Forty-Five's reflexes kicked in.

“Whoa! Easy Eleven.”

“Did you feel that?” she asked, disillusioned.

“Feel what?”

“Something just happened...reality...it-”

“What?!” Guardian Forty-Five was growing concerned.

“I can’t explain. I just feel like something isn’t right.”

“Let’s get back inside. Maybe you smoked a bit too much. You can’t smoke sage like Nineteen...”

“No. It’s not that. It’s-”

A tiny flash of light sparked in the woods. 

“Did you see that?!” Marjorie pointed in the direction of the light.

“See what?!”

“The light.”

“That’s it. We’re going back in before you start levitating.”

“No! We have to check it out.”

Marjorie pulled away from Guardian Forty-Five's grip under her plump arm and started running towards the woods. 

“I guess we’re going into the woods,” he said to an invisible audience. 

When Marjorie reached the area where she saw the light coming from, she found no trace of anyone being there, nor did she see the light again. They waited to see if anything would flash or move. The woods were ominously still as if the forest was hiding something. Keeping a secret.
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