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Restless nights led to another trip in the time machine. I could not shake the feeling

that Lt. Jessie Smith and I was the same person. Not really the same, but that somehow I

had assumed his identity. But if that was the case, why could I not remember that part of

the journey. Even after a year I still had that “déjà vu” feeling remaining in the farther

most parts of my brain. After a few days of fighting this feeling, I arranged vacation time

and headed for the panhandle of Texas.

Upon arrival at Dalhart, I inquired about rental property out away from the town. My

first stop yielded a place three miles out on the airport side of town. I visited the place

and while it was not in the best of shape, it would work for what I needed. It had a big

barn, tight and not too dirty. The owner said it had ten acres that went with the place and

I could do as I wished with the land. He figured I could run four or five head of livestock

with no problem for feed, except in winter.

The barn looked to have been used for tool storage and not livestock, at least not

lately. The contraption would fit in there nicely without any fixing up. Other than a

completely furnished kitchen, the rest of the house was bare. I noticed a used furniture

store on the way out and a bed and a chair or two would be all that I would need, for now,

anyway. The home owner would not take anything less than a year’s lease, until August,

2008, but it was very reasonable, so I could afford my Dallas apartment and this place as

well. I had another year’s option on the contract.



The furniture was delivered late that afternoon, a bedroom suite with a dresser and

chest of drawers, a sofa, easy chair, coffee table, two commodes for the two lamps I had

purchased, more than I had intended, but the store owner priced it right. All in all, I was

very proud of my purchase as it was not beat up and still looked very nice. The used

furniture store owner said he had purchased this furniture at auction from a nice motel

that had closed in Amarillo a few months ago. This was all that he had left from that

purchase.

The following morning I purchased a roll of heavy duty black plastic, a hammer staple

gun and some tin strips the hardware store had in a bucket. The “contraption” was still as

I had left it, resting on its pallet, and I resisted a strong urge to fire it up for a quick trip.

I immediately went to work on covering it with the plastic, doubling the plastic at the

bottom end, laying the tin strip over the plastic and stapling the two against the pallet.

Soon, I had it completely covered and ready for travel out to the farm. The local hardware

store had a flat bed truck out front with a “rent me” sign on it for $75.00 per hour. I call

the old boy out at the airport that I had dealt with before, asking if he would load my

truck then drive the fork lift the three miles out to the farm to unload me. He told me he

would, but it was going to be expense, two hundred fifty dollars for the machine and

operator for two hours, after the two hours expired, $150.00 per hour.

We finished with a little over three hours required for the fork lift and operator. He

and I got along pretty good so he figured $300.00 would be ok for the job. He still had to

drive back to town so I felt I had come out ok. And, the “contraption” was now in my

barn, under lock and key.



I had a strong feeling that the only way I could get to Germany in World War Two

would be to find the time and date the machine was still in Germany and at a time when

the ones guarding it were too busy with being interrogated by the US Army to notice me

visiting the machine and looking around for Lt. Jessie Smith. I still have a lot of work to

do, both in determination of the day I need to get to and also “the how to get there with

my present settings” on the instrument panel. Somehow they needed to be refined.

I made a couple of short trips in my machine, staying under the five marks and I first

used my laptop to identify the date and time as shown on my laptop, as they would

change as I traveled. Once I left the computer era, the laptop went dead as I past through

that time frame. Each time I located a date I would record it on the panel. I left the black

plastic on the unit to keep out the dust and dirt that blows in West Texas, except for

cutting a hole for me to enter into the cockpit area. There were enough cracks in the

bottom for air to come into the covered portion.

The time machine did not move. It time traveled but it stayed stationary to it’s

location. So, to get back to Lt. Jessie Smith, I made the assumption that the destination

would be Nazi Germany. But that was conjecture on my part, of course. So, I started

practicing controlling the contraption.

Once, when checking for dates by actually visiting different locations, I came back to

1870. Some Buffalo Soldiers were chasing some Indians, Kiowa’s they told me later, as

my time machine and the black plastic cover appeared out of nowhere. The Indians

stopped running and the soldiers stopped chasing. Moments before bullets were flying

everywhere. Their horses came to a screeching halt and reared up, almost dumping some

soldiers. Mouths were opened wide as they stared at me when I emerged from the



machine. The captain, a white man, came over very reluctantly, his gun kept at a handy

position, and asked who I was and what I was doing out here. I said I was chasing crooks

in my new machine. Then I asked, “What are you doing?”

“We got some Indians that we are trying to round up. They are preventing our people

from settling out here in this country. So, we need to be moving on unless your machine

is capable of rounding up a bunch of stinking redskins for us. What is this contraption,

sir?”

“It’s a new fangled machine our government is checking out and no sir, it will not

work on Indian round up operations. But you will get the job done. If you will excuse me,

sir, I’ll get out of your way.” I left the plastic turned back so I could see them for as long

as possible. They just, “poof” disappeared.

Soon I was back in Dalhart, in the barn, safe from the Kiowa and the Buffalo

Soldiers. I often wondered what that captain wrote up in his report or if he skipped that

portion of the battle.

One day I went back to about the time it all started and ended up at the Dalhart Army

Air Field. I climbed out of the cockpit to hear celebrating going on out side. I walked

through the door into the general area of the hanger. The troops were going wild. “What

has happened I inquired? “Germany has surrendered.” “Hitler is dead”, they shouted.

After joining in the celebration for a while, I asked, “What day is this?”

“It’s the 5th of May, Lt., 1945. Old Hitler killed himself April 30. Somebody said it

was real early that morning when he shot himself and his woman. Word about it all just

reached us yesterday. Now we got to do in them damn Japs.”



Hurrying back inside I marked the line I had made this morning on the panel with

May 5, 1945. I quickly went back to plus side in an equal increment. Almost

immediately I was home at Dalhart.

I had purchased a pistol to shoot some snakes that were crawling all over the barn

soon after moving in. Matter of fact, I had plenty of target practice shooting snakes, or

rather, shooting at the little critters. My aim improved in time and I had finally felt

comfortable walking into the barn without stepping gingerly and watching closely for the

little fellows. Now it was time to strap on this gun in earnest and try for a trip to Nazi

Germany.

I tried to set the panel just a little shy of the mark I had made for the May 5, 1945

arrival in Dalhart. Quickly I moved the handle down to that mark, then back to the zero. I

was braced for action as I may be facing some tough opponents. I was almost crouching

in the seat with my hand on the pistol. The Dalhart hanger showed up again. I went too

far. I would need to go back a notch to an earlier time if I hoped to reach Germany.

I knew this time that I could be in Nazi hands if I missed the time line very much.

My hand shook as I tried to move the handle back a fraction of an inch from my last

setting. I went ahead and drew my pistol. I thought I could move the handle and

disappear before a person could level a gun and pull the trigger, but still it was very

unnerving, and I wanted to be prepared.

Taking a deep breath, I pulled the handle to just shy of my last setting and right back

to zero. Darkness, total darkness, nothing was visible. I sat still for what seemed like a

long time listening to the whine of the machine. I grabbed the flashlight that I had left in

the machine since first coming into it and departed the cockpit. There was equipment



everywhere with no clear cut pathway to a door that I could tell. I was shining the

flashlight over some of the equipment trying to identify what I was looking at when a

doorway was pushed open. I could tell by the way the person was pushing on the door

that it was extremely heavy. I hurriedly switched off the light just as someone yelled

“halt, who goes there” in English.

I halted.

“Who are you and how did you get into this facility? And let me say that this gun is

loaded and I will shoot. Do you understand?”

“Yes Sir.”

He continued, “I can see you are an American soldier, a lieutenant, huh? What your

name, rank and serial number, soldier?”

I had memorized the serial number for Lt. Jessie Smith, so I spouted off his name,

rank and serial number.

There was silence for a while. Then, “I have been waiting on you. I am the real Jessie

Smith. So you found my jacket and letter and drivers license I left in the pocket, I see.”

“Yes, I did and I have a thousand questions for you.”

“Not now, my friend, I have to hurry. I am going to modify your control panel, so I

will need to borrow it for a time. You hide behind that equipment there behind you. No

one should be coming down here for a couple of hours. I am the officer in charge of this

facility. But you hide, just in case. I won’t be gone long.” With that he climbed into the

cockpit and poof, it was gone. Even the whine left with the machine and so quickly the

silence startled me.



Once, while in the Carlsbad Cavern in southern New Mexico, some 700 or so feet

underground, our guide turned off the lights to show his tour group how dark total

darkness was. Dark, a very scary dark. If hell is darkness, I can easily understand the fear.

It is hard to imagine anything that black. You could not see anything, not even your hand

in front of your face. That is exactly what it was like now. This had to be an underground

facility. I turned on the flash light because the total darkness was so scary to me. So, I

examined the equipment while waiting. All the nomenclature and numbers appeared to be

in German. So, maybe I was in deep Germany meeting with Lt. Jessie Smith, but I could

not be sure. Maybe he would clarify things when he came back. I looked at all the

equipment close by, not wanting to wander far away from the parking place for fear of

missing Lt. Smith’s return. I was on the last piece of equipment when I heard the whine

of the machine.

I was very happy to have Lt. Smith return. There was some fear in me that maybe he

would not, yet deep inside I knew that whatever happened here today had to work out as I

had already seen the future. “Ok, I have made the modifications to the control panel and

now you will be able to navigate through time better as the marking identify most of the

important dates you need. I should warn you that not all of them have been verified. The

ones you marked also match mine, so they are ok. You should not have any trouble

getting home.”

“You need to get out of here pretty quick. We have a Soviet General coming by today

to look at this machine and we are pretty sure that he had been promised one of the four

of these machines made. This one works and the USA wants it. We don’t know about the

other three. It fell to me to keep it out of the Soviets hands, by any means I could. This is



the first thing I thought of. I will get into trouble for letting it get away from me, through

you, but my General has promised to make it up to me. He knows where it is. If you

absolutely have to see me, come back around noon on April 29, 1945. I had three hour

period when no one was around. Learn how to operate that machine extremely well

before you attempt to see me again. Now, you need to scram. Hurry, that red light on the

wall tells me the elevator is operating and will soon arrive. I will try to see you in 2012.

Please continue to use the Lt. Jessie Smith name as long as you can so I can trace you if I

need to, ok? By the way, your name is in all the files and you have a crypto-clearance,

just so you know.”

“Yeah, sure. I guess. What….”

“Now, get out of here, hurry…” and he then turned and started toward the elevator

door.

I was just closing the cockpit and looking the new control panel over. Fancy, nice

markings and with more clearance between the markings now, but the elevator door was

opening and I could see the faces of both Generals. The Soviet Generals chest was alive

with medals and it was a good thing he had a big chest, as there was a bunch of medals.

August 2007 was one of the markings on the panel. I went to it and immediately I

could see the friendly and safe confines of my snake filled barn.

…………A Pause between trips…….




