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TIME MOVES ON NO MATTER how hard we try to hold on to it, or slow it down. These stories are answers to the question that I wondered what would happen if an average college student finds himself cast back into time for a half-day at the oddest times. Would things change Around the chrono-traveler while in the past? And how would those changes affect his future?

Sometimes, our minds blank out the truth we don’t need to remember.  Each of us experienced life through a series of events. Some good. Some not so good. Given the same opportunity Andy Sheppard received to revisit those times, how different would we find them from our memories? The past we remember doesn’t always line up with the true past we experienced.

One small change in the past brings about a butterfly effect that touches everything in some small way. Can we learn from out past if we return to it? Will the trip change the way we see life and each other, or make us more set in our ways? Given the opportunity, would you take a chance traveling to the past, or play it safe and stay in the here and now? 

These stories recount Andy Sheppard’s adventures through times of his life. The last story, Most Wonderfulest Time of the Year, was my favorite and the most fun to write. It attempted to capture that sense of wonder from an earliest time of life when we thought anything might happen at the right time and place.

Isn’t that what time travel is all about? Landing in the right place at the right time? 
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DAYLIGHT SAVINGS TIME
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Scientists put the odds of getting hit by space debris at 100-billion to one. I was that one. 

“Get some fresh air, it will be good for your health and maybe help you forget Sally Ann”, my friends told me. The one time I took their advice, I got struck by not one but two microscopic pieces of radiated minerals blasting through the atmosphere and straight into my head. 

Doctors told me one particle struck my occipital cortex, in the back of my brain. The other particle struck in the frontal cortex. Signals from the particles blanked out any attempted x-ray pictures. Heat from the particles cauterized the two tiny entry wounds in my scalp.  

It started as a beautiful June day in northern Ohio. After parking at the state park, I stood beside my ’05 silver-gray Camry to tie my walking shoes. I looked up to enjoy cobalt blue skies with faint brushstrokes of wispy white clouds. What a great day! What on earth could go wrong, I wondered. I shouldn’t have. 

My cushioned running shoes crunched dry grass and loose gravel as I made my way to the closest running path. Paint-faded wooden arrows directed left for the easy run route and right for their Challenge Route that was more uphill than down. I chose the left path. I was a beginner on this trail after all. Sometime it pays to know your limits. 

Taking a deep breath, I stretched out my legs to loosen up like the YouTube marathon runner videos showed. I figured if it works for distance runners it should work for a newbie runner. About twenty steps down the easy path, I hit the Wall. At least I thought that’s what other runners called it when they couldn’t go any further. In my case, it actually felt like slamming into a wall, or the wall slamming into me. My head snaped forward from one impact and then another. The world went wobbly and I almost blacked out. 

I felt myself falling forward to land on my knees, and breath out short, choppy breaths. My chin rested against my chest, and I found myself sucking air in through my mouth to keep from passing out. I couldn’t tell if I had been kneeling in the dust along the path for seconds or hours. The ground beneath me seemed to shift up to the left before sliding across and up to the right.  I wondered if this was how sailors on the ocean felt during a storm as their world shifted; rocked side to side and completely out of your control.

A woman’s voice called from a distance, the words unintelligible over the roaring, pounding surf sound in my ears. Sally Ann? 

With only a light touch on my left shoulder, I lost control of my leg muscles holding me upright. I found myself toppling forward before the darkness overtook me and the world grew silent.

I awoke atop soft bedding; tucked in and a soft pillow cushioning my head. Bright light and the smell of chilled alcohol and disinfectant filled the room. Nearby, a monitor chirped a steady beat as I drew in a breath and exhaled. Why am I in a hospital? 

Opening my eyes as thin slits, I took in my surroundings. Calming country scenes and wildlife prints hung on muted-gray walls facing my patient bed. Overhead, fluorescent lights filled the entire room, casting harsh shadows with sharp edges. Voices sounded through the open door as they passed down the hallway.

I raised my right hand to check the throbbing pain in my forehead, but found my arm held back by plastic tubes hosting colored-liquids, and long, thin wires connected round patches stuck to my bare skin. 

Papers rustled and a man dressed in light green scrubs walked up as he examined his iPad and consulting a clipboard containing charts. He looked up and flashed a brief smile in my direction. “Mr. Sheppard, you may be wondering why you are with us today. Frankly, we are too.”

“Where am I?” I asked to through, my throat tight and swollen, and feeling caked with running trail dust.  

The doctor took a long breath before answering. “Oh. You are awake. I am Dr. Amos and you are in the Columbus Primary Care Facility – Neurological Unit.”

I jerked upright in bed to look at the doctor. Columbus? I’d just started running trails in Lake Erie State Park. Wait! Neurological Unit? What happened? Did I have a concussion?

Falling back, onto my pillow, I lay there, eyes closed, thinking over what I remembered before blacking out. I’d just started the beginning of the easy trail at the Lake Erie State Park. I closed my eyes letting the summer sun warm my face and neck, soothing the tension knotting my neck and shoulder muscles. 

A soft weight touched my shoulder and I felt fingers grasp my shoulder and gently shake. “Mr. Sheppard. Mr. Sheppard. Are you still awake? We have questions we need you to answer so we can help you.” The doctor said. 

Sound and light briefly stuttered and I found myself embracing the blackness once more. I was floating on a sea of unlighted cotton that deadened sounds and feelings. I seemed to hang motionless as no time passed around me. 

When light and sound returned, I felt the soft bedding beneath me once more. Voices grew distinct and I picked out my two best friends’ arguing over how much faster Warp One is than Warp Two. I cracked open one eyelid to peer at the debaters.

Seeing my open eye, Jake Burrows sprang up from his chair beside the bed and hurried over. “Andy, buddy! You’re awake!” Jake said. “We wondered if you were “returning to the land of the living.” His six-foot three frame towered over my bed as his well-tanned fist reached out to fist-bump my arm.

“Not cool, Jake.” Billy Peters rose from the other char. His short, black hair and dark tan contrasting with Jake’s blonde All-American quarterback appearance.  “How you doing, Andy?” Billy nodded down at the bed.  

“Okay, I guess.” I whispered. “Is she here?”

Jake shook his head. “Told my sister, Gillie, to let Sally Ann know that you were here. It’s been two weeks since your accident. Haven’t seen or heard from Sall.”

I opened both eyes and looked around my hospital room. Burnt-orange and yellow fall pictures replaced the summer prints visible from the bed the last time. What I guessed was afternoon light, streamed into the room casting long shadows across the white bedsheets and covers. 

Billy looked at his watch, and dipped his head at Jake; who nodded. “Hate to leave you in the lurch now that you’re awake and all. But, some of us have a job we have to go to in the morning.” Billy said with a big grin. 

I raised my right hand, fingers drawn up in a fist for a fist bump. 

“See, ya!” Billy said and leaned forward to stretch across the bed and bump fists, brushing against the cover, before connecting knuckles. 

At the moment of impact against Billy’s raised fist, I saw a small flash of static electricity and the world stuttered. It looked like someone flicked a light switch on and off a couple of times. At the same moment, sound everywhere imploded and rush back out to fill the emptiness.

When I looked around, Billy and Jake had both left. Had I blacked out? Outside the window, it was nighttime. The ceiling lights were on low, just enough not to help night-shift nurses to keep from bumping into furniture. An uneaten dinner tray lay to the side on the cart. Had I missed dinner, too?

A large round clock on the opposite wall I faced, read 2:03. The second hand continued its slow, ticking advance around the clock face. How long had I been out?  

Billy and Jake shoved through the door, eyes and mouths opened wide. “Where’d you go? How’d you do that, Andy?

I sat up in my bed at the sudden noise and shook my head to clear the mental fog and numbness across my scalp. “Do what,” I asked?

“Disappear. One minute you were there. The next, you were gone. We called for you. But your bed was empty.” Jake said.

“Yeah. We even looked under your bed. Nothing. It was so weird.” Billy said. He stretched out his arm, but pulled back before touching my foot. He shook his head. “I don’t want to make you disappear again.”

I nodded in agreement. “Probably a good idea.” I said, patting my hand around the now tingling numbness atop my head. The heart monitor stopped its steady beeping. I felt around both arms and found the tubes and sensor wires were all disconnected. The machines were powered off, not even giving off their faint blue light in the darkened room. I looked at the ceiling and noticed the blinking red LED of a camera pointed at the bed. That wasn’t there before.

Loud voices sounded in the hallway, and military looking men dressed in black leather body armor stormed into the room to usher Billy and Jake out. A smaller-framed man wearing a nondescript gray suit, white shirt, and thin black tie, stepped into my room. After everyone else left, and he closed the door behind him with a solid click. He walked to the wall and pulled out a padded visitor chair with straight, non-nonsense metal legs. Dragging the chair to rest beside the bed, and he sat and crossed his legs tightly. A pasted smile formed on his face. One I thought practiced over many years and many meetings.

“Mr. Sheppard. Do you mind if I sit? We have a lot to discuss before the sun rises. My associates will make sure we are not disturbed. He turned his head and nodded at the door without taking his eyes from off me. The fake smile returned.

“Do I have a choice?” I asked.

He shook his head. “Not really. I believe in opening conversations civilly.”

“Okay. What do you want?” I said glancing around the room for possible escape routes. There were none.
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