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In the cool of the evening, enjoying a coke and rocking away in my new rocking chair,

in what was now my own home near Dalhart, TX, I was happy and content. I bought the

10 acre farm last year, from the owner, a Jessie Smith. He no longer lived in the area and

wanted to sell the place. And that in it self gave me pause to ponder about Lt. Jessie

Smith and just what his long term plans could possibly be.

So, I was doing some thinking. Thinking that I was somewhat a slave to the remark Lt.

Jessie Smith made in 2007 that he would see me sometimes in 2012. And also, he said for

me to leave tracks so he could keep up with me. Since I had stopped using the time

machine, for the most part, and was now staying close to home, I had a lot more time to

think. And my thoughts were not good thoughts lately. Mostly they were questions.

Why did no one else in the Federal Government know about this little machine? As

important as it could be to mankind and to military might? A working time machine left

to rot out in West Texas without even a guard? I remember someone telling me or

reading somewhere that a plane load of scientist died in an airplane crash about the time

this “time machine” work was getting off the ground. Some of those people had worked

on the venture in Germany. Lt. Jessie Smith headed up this particular group and he was

not one of the victims. I wondered where he was on that terrible day. Was that an

accident or could it be sabotage? Something was not adding up.

Also, that day the General came into the underground work area and saw me disappear

from the underground works in Germany, and witnessed by the Soviet General with him,



both had to know that this machine worked, and that it was in the possession of someone

else. Why was that General not involved in this operation and not in pursuit of me and the

machine? Not one appearance from the General or one word from Lt. Smith about the

General. What happened to him?

Why was it so important for Lt. Smith to keep up with my whereabouts over the years

and especially for me to leave tracks for him? Plus he said he would see me in 2012.

In trying to make sense of it all, I did a little calculating. His driver’s license said he

was 20 years old in 1946, and he is going to see me in 2012, that would make him around

86 years old, give or take a few years. Studying myself, since I had been running around

in the “machine”, I noted that I have not aged as much as some of my old pals. I think Lt.

Smith had that pretty well figured out also. He was not ageing while taking the time

machine trips. So, in actual aging, maybe he would be in his mid forties, as he could

jump from 1946 to 2012, except for some brief trips to other years. Trips that took up

only a few minutes time, doing his personal work, then right back to his own time. He no

doubt has been buying property, like the Dalhart farm and probably others, making

investments in high growth companies after World War Two and who knows what else,

maybe even stealing. Companies like Wal-Mart that went from unknowns to high cost

stocks in just a few years, there is no telling how much money Lt. Smith could have made

if that was his intentions.

In my opinion, this machine was not a military machine nowadays, nor a government

machine; it was strictly a money making venture for Lt. Jessie Smith and he has used me

to getting it done, in my way of thinking.



That general had died, or Lt. Smith killed him and he passed on to other officials that

the machine was a complete flop and there was no hope of it working since all the

scientist were killed in the plane crash. I am not sure of his excuses to the military

officials, but somehow he turned them off about using the time machine stolen from

Germany. Most of them would not believe it would work anyway and funding to all

military programs were being cut to the bone after the war, so updating the military

arsenal was more important than wasting money on some non-working venture as wild as

a useless time machine.

All the traveling and movements of the time machine has been about Lt. Smith and his

wants, with no interference from Washington. He had been in the future enough to know

that he could use me as an aide in promoting his agenda. And these things needed to

change. One thing certain, he needed to know where the machine was at all times, since it

could not travel through space, but he could go to where it was if he knew the exact time

and date it would be there. Therefore, he needed me to stay put in 2012. I am now sure of

that fact.

I took to wearing my pistol while working around the house or barn. I wanted to be

ready this year to confront Lt. Smith. There had to be illegal activity of some type and it

was going to stop if I had any say so in it.

One of the first things I did was to take the cockpit panel off and undo the two wires to

the ignition switch, then replace the control panel. Several screws needed to be removed

to get to the wiring. They could be put back on very easily; however, it would take a little

time and he would not be able to jump in the machine and just it disappear. It would

delay his departure some. Then I ran some wiring to connect the switch in question to the



inside and outside lights of the barn. When the switch was turned on it turned on all the

barn lights, hopefully getting my attention quickly.

I had to understand that there were literally two machines. One, the 1946 machine that

Lt. Smith was around most all the time, mainly while near Dalhart. Then there was mine

that he could come into through his. Of course, I could do the same thing to him, but up

to this point I felt no need to track him. Now, I would need to think about what I should

do and if I should stop him from going any further. Nothing good could come from one

individual owning a time machine except for personal gain.

I also installed motion detector lights and cameras inside and outside the barn. I took

all the precautions I could to deter him from taking the time machine unnoticed.

One other thing I was contemplating was another trip, one back to the time I met

Colonel Tibbets. He could direct me to a trustworthy military person and maybe get

them involved. However, he had his hands full at that moment in time and I felt like I

could handle this. I am going to try anyway.

A few days later, I was on the porch arranging two large potted plants I had bought

that morning. I wanted to eventually put a tomato plant in each and grow the tomatoes on

the porch. In the meantime, I decided to leave one plant on either side of the porch steps

for now.

I saw a recreational vehicle turn from the highway into the drive way, slowly making

it way up toward the house. My first thoughts was that someone was lost, but there are

other houses closer to the highway than mine and they also have much nicer drive ways.

Mine is rough and has many holes in it. No, I don’t think it is someone lost. I think it is

someone coming to see me. My next thoughts were to get the pistol and put it in my



pocket. It was just inside the front door. But I put it in my belt behind my back instead

and was careful not to lean back too hard on the chair back. I thought I was about to

become reacquainted with Lt. Jessie Smith pretty soon.

And sure enough, out stepped Lt. Smith and he had not aged a day since I last saw him

in Germany. I stood as he got out of the RV and he had his jacket over his arm, and I

thought, probably a gun in his hand as well. He stopped short of the steps coming up to

the porch.

“Well, you have done a good job, sir, and today we have come to a completion of our

work. I wanted you to know, as a reward for your hard work, that I have four deposits in

four different banks. One, here in Dalhart, the other three are large banks down in

Amarillo. Each account is in the amount of 250,000 dollars, which I figure is a fair

amount for the time you have involved in this affair. Certainly, the nation appreciates

your help.”

“What is the name on these accounts, Lt? Is it still Lt, sir?”

“Yeah, it is still Lt. And the name is Jessie Smith. I figured you would want it that

way since you have been stuck with it for so long. Is that ok with you?”

“As long as I was the only Jessie Smith around, there was no problem. Now, with you

here, and me having your credentials, and you having your credentials, it seems to me it

would be very debatable as to whom the accounts belonged? Matter of fact, I am thinking

that maybe you set those accounts up for yourself, Lt. Smith. You have no supervision

over one of the most important pieces of machinery that exist in the world today and

something is very fishy about that. What happened to the General who saw me leave

from the underground location in Germany? Why is he not involved in this operation?



You have no governmental oversight group, no special forces guarding this piece of

equipment? And the government has trusted me with this machine, all alone out in West

Texas for several years now. No, Lt. Smith, I am not buying that story. I believe you have

taken me for a ride and I feel the game is about up. Now, please tell me, what’s the real

story?”

“Well, the real story is like this.” He revealed the pistol he had under the jacket over

his arm, a German Luger of all things, and it was pointed right at my chest. “I had to have

some help to pull this off and you showed up at just the right time. By leaving you my

jacket, driver’s license and the letter in my pocket really paid off. But, now it is time for

only one Lt. Jessie Smith to exit. When they find you, if they find you, I will prove that

you were an imposter trying to steal everything that I had worked for. But, I will probably

transport you back to the old underground works to just before I took the machine out,

dump you and the Army will believe that the dead man in the tunnel was a spy. He will

have no identification on him. But, remember, you also marked the time when you met

the Kiowa Indians and the Buffalo Soldiers and I could also take you back there.

Wouldn’t that be something? Anyway, there are numerous ways to dispose of you and

since you have very few visitors, I will have plenty of time to get rid of the old Jessie

Smith. I will allow some time to work out in the sun, getting tanned and the West Texas

weather beaten look, before going into town to visit the bankers.”

“You have it all figured out, huh? It took me a while to catch on to your little ploy but

I finally came to understand that no federal backed project, with this type machine, would

have so few people involved. I was a good choice because I tend to trust everyone, you

included, but eventually even an old thick headed, dumb cluck like me does a little



thinking. One thing was the airline crash killing all the scientist involved in the project

except you. How did that happen?” Lt. Smith was now smiling as if it was something he

really wanted to talk about. I think it had been bottled up so long inside of him that he

needed to do a little talking, bragging really, about how smart he was. I could tell he was

getting ready for a little speech, so I started scratching my back to get my hand near my

gun’s grip.

“Well, that was easy. I had other things to do that day, telling all my superiors that I

would arrival a day later. Since I had explosive training in the war, I planted a bomb on

the aircraft and when the wheels came up, it readied the bomb switch. When the aircraft

landing gear came to the down position, that released the switch allowing the bomb to

detonate, and poof, no more German scientist. As for our General, I planted a couple of

land mines in the road the general took every day to the underground works and darn, he

hit one of them, too bad, huh? It was ruled he hit some old unexploded land mines the

Germans set. And since then, it has been all me, except for…”

But by then I had a good grip on my pistol and quickly brought it up for a quick shot

at Lt. Smith, hitting him in the right shoulder area. I immediately dove to hide behind one

of my newly acquired potted plants. Smith had turned to the side from the pain of the

gun shot wound, but his recovery was quick and his first shot hit the vase and he got off a

couple of more shots, so I had to keep going around the pot to get out of his line of sight.

He was off and running toward the barn, trying to keep the trees and bushes between him

and me as he ran. He reached the barn door and one shot was all it took to send the lock

flying. I probably should have bought a higher priced lock, but that might not have made



any difference. I knew that he could not just jump in and disappear. I was not sure if he

had a screwdriver in his possession to get the panel off.

Peeping in from between the door and the door frame I could see him working to get

the control panel off and repair the wiring. He saw me and squeezed off a shot in my

direction and hitting the door frame. For a quickly fired shot it was pretty good aiming. I

knew then that I would have to proceed cautiously. He had to stand to lift the control

panel and brace it up while connecting the ignition switch. While he was performing that

little task, I ran toward him, firing as I ran. He had to lay the gun down to do the

mechanic work, and then lay the control panel down to fire back at me. I got behind the

barn center post that was wide enough to hide me and it was also where the ladder was

going up to the barn loft, I started up and I could see Smith return his attention to the

control panel while I was climbing. I rolled on the loft floor until I could see into the

cockpit of the machine. Smith was turning the control panel back to turn on the switch. I

fired hitting the panel, sparks flew, my next shot hit the handle, driving it downward to

furthermost setting and creating a small explosion inside the cockpit. Then, everything

disappeared. No Smith, no machine, no smoke……Nothing, except an eerie silence.

I climbed down from the loft and tried to reason if Smith was gone forever, or if there

was a possibility he could return. He drove here and he did not have a chance to set the

control panel to a setting of his choice. Where did the shot send him? Could he get back?

Did the small explosion wipe out the settings? Was the machine repairable?

Yes, I had to consider it repairable. How long? With this machine it could be only

seconds. Should I stand and wait or should I make plans? I had to make plans to travel

and be ready to protect myself.



Some quick decisions needed to be made on my part. I think I need to begin by selling

this place and my newly acquired recreational vehicle, which I quickly estimated to be

worth 75 – 80,000 dollars, and talk to my banker about my present checking and savings

account and about the proper investment of the 250,000 I had in bank. Smith had dropped

those papers containing the account numbers in all four banks. I need a couple of days to

get the leg work done here, changing account numbers and reinvesting the money.

Probably another couple of days in Amarillo doing similar tasks and maybe a few days

traveling around the states, but then where? Aruba,… Bermuda,… Mexico? Could Smith

track me after making the changes and going back to my real name?

I don’t think so, but we’ll see……As far as doing good or evil, well…..


