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Prologue 

I never dreamed I would be involved in a series of events that if known by the 
general public, would have landed me in one of those secret government 
interrogation rooms you’d read about in some thriller novel.  In a period of less 
than four months I experienced more sensory overload than in the past sixty-
eight years of my life.   
 
Looking back on that short time period I remember wondering why an over the 
hill guy like me was entrusted with some of the most extraordinary knowledge 
in the universe. It felt very strange when it was revealed to me; it was like I 
already had heard it somewhere before, even though I knew I hadn’t. None of it 
surprised me. I felt comfortable with the knowledge. I know now that this first 
dalliance with time travel was just a primer for future journeys.  
 
After this first foray to the past, I began to understand why I was chosen. It’s 
akin to those Israeli soldiers who guard the temple mount in Jerusalem. When 
tensions are running high between the Jews and Muslims, they don’t allow 
anyone under forty to enter the sacred sites. It’s hard to understand that 
rational when you’re young. As we age many of us, but not all, tend to become 
a little wiser. Life’s experiences have taught us many lessons about 
interpersonal relationships and how to get along with those whom with we 
don’t always agree.  
 
There is a reason you have to be at least thirty-five years old to be president of 
the United States. There’s also a reason why they send old guys to negotiate 
peace treaties and young guys to be suicide bombers. It’s because most of life’s 
lessons come from experience jump started with knowledge and tempered by a 
logical thought process that develops with age. 
 
If I had applied for this "job" my resume would have included the following: 
honest, trustworthy, loyal, brave, very mature, flexible, intelligent, well 
educated, wise, humorous, and slightly humble...kind of like a senior citizen’s 
scout oath.  
 
So, I guess I shouldn’t have been surprised at the chain of events in my life 
that led me to become a “guardian”. Whether I wanted to be one or not, it 
doesn’t matter now, it’s what I am. 
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Chapter 1 

 
This part of my story begins quite simply. My name is Pete Dyer. I was born in 
Pasco; a medium size town in eastern Washington State. I retired twelve years 
ago, after thirty-two years as a high school science teacher. My three children 
having left the nest many years prior had been fruitful, blessing me with ten 
grandchildren. These progeny, at that time, ranged in age from ten to twenty-
two years. Fortunately, they all lived within an hour’s drive of my home in the 
little town of Snohomish in western Washington State.  Their company provides 
me with great joy and companionship.  
 
For quite some time they were nearly my sole reason for existence. Sadly, late 
in the autumn of 2011, Linda, my dear wife of over forty-five years, died of 
ovarian cancer. I was devastated. Her death left me nearly incapacitated. It 
took almost a year to deal with my loss.  
 
One morning in the spring of 2012 I was sitting in my easy chair looking out 
my living room window as the sun rose over Mount Pilchuck, one of the taller 
peaks in the North Cascade mountains of Washington State.  I had spent a 
fitful night as I often had since Linda's passing. Laying in bed alone did little 
for my insomnia and my chair was often my retreat. The loneliness had left me 
without purpose. My thoughts were always of Linda. Her sent filled the house. I 
knew it wasn't fair to my family to continue grieving.  Finally after much soul 
searching and prodding by my children, I knew it was time to move on with my 
life. 
 
After graduating from high school in 1961 I enlisted in the army. I served in 
Vietnam with the 82nd Airborne from April of 1964 until the following May. After 
being discharged I enrolled in Washington State University in Pullman in 
September 1965.  
 
I have always had a personable nature and I enjoy young people, so teaching 
seemed a natural major.  My first desire was to teach wood shop. Unfortunately 
the job market for shop teachers was almost nonexistent at the time. Since I 
was a natural in science and math, reason dictated that I major in physics.   
 
During my first year at WSU I met Linda. Not only was she beautiful but she 
was also smart, fun, and even tempered. Our life was good and we were soon 
blessed with our first two children. I graduated with honors in June of 1969 
and was offered a job right out of school at Snohomish High School.  
 
As an inexperienced teacher new to town, I was quick to latch on to the first 
friendly face at work. That face belonged to John Young who also happened to 
be the shop teacher. John had started teaching the year before. His wife, Pat 
and my Linda became the best of friends. John and Pat ended up with four 
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children. Their children were all nearly the same ages as ours. They lived just a 
few blocks from us. Our families’ lives were intertwined, especially during the 
kids’ growing years. It was the love of these dear friends that helped me deal 
with the death of my dear, sweet wife. 
 
As a young married couple Linda and I had dreamed of buying an old Victorian 
house in Snohomish and restoring it to its original grandeur. Needless to say, it 
was totally out of our price range, especially on a teacher’s salary. Instead we 
settled for a modest rambler with a one-car garage on the outskirts of town. 
Over the years with frequent add-ons and other improvements, with John’s 
help, it appreciated substantially in value. Several years prior to my retirement, 
we paid off the mortgage. By that time it was no longer at the edge of town. In 
years prior it have become surrounded by numerous subdivisions. 
 
Even though Linda had been gone for over a year, I still felt her presence in the 
house. I knew I needed to make a change in my life that would allow me to 
focus on the future. I sold the house and used the proceeds to purchase the old 
Victorian. I knew fixing the old place up would add a greatly needed new 
chapter to my life. At the time I had no idea how big that new chapter would 
be! 
 
After I sold the family home I moved in with my oldest daughter, Meghan. My 
priority was getting the old house livable. This was also a priority for Meghan, a 
single mom, with whom I was sharing a small house with her and three kids.  I 
enjoyed the company however, even if it was with three teenage girls who 
seemed to thrive from one hormonal crisis to the next.  
 
Meghan worked as a nurse in the emergency department of Valley General 
Hospital in the neighboring town of Monroe. She worked three twelve hour 
shifts a week from seven p.m. to seven a.m. This working arrangement allowed 
her ample time to raise her children. Her former husband hadn’t been seen in 
years.  For all anyone knew he was either dead or holed up in some third world 
country to avoid paying child support. 
 
My teaching buddy John retired the year before me. With his considerable skill, 
and with mine acquired after many years of picking his brain during our 
numerous remodeling jobs, we began the task of fixing up the old place. I 
found it curious that the old house had remained vacant for so many years, or 
so it seemed. Homes of this type were quite popular and commanded a good 
price. It was only after a title search and an inquiry by a real estate agent 
friend that I located the owner. I was thrilled that he was willing to sell the old 
place.  The owner was actually the elderly great-great nephew of the man who 
built the house. 
 
It was unusual for homes of this period to have expensive slate roofs, especially 
in this part of the country. Most homes of the time were roofed with cedar 
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shakes since the trees were so abundant in western Washington.  It was 
fortunate for this house since slate is virtually indestructible. Its waterproof 
nature preserved the old house during its long years of seeming neglect. The 
house was situated on a large lot at the top of one of the highest hills in town. 
This location commanded a lovely view of the surrounding town and the 
Cascade Mountains to the east.  
 
An immigrant lumberman who was drawn to the area by the abundant timber 
stands and the proximity to the Snohomish River built it in the 1880s. Large 
stands of virgin timber were harvested around Snohomish. The logs were 
floated down the river to be milled in the neighboring town of Everett, located 
on Puget Sound.  
 
Rumor had it that the home’s original owner was a bit eccentric. He was 
married but had no children. The house was quite large for a family of two and 
would have been considered luxurious for its time. It was one of the first homes 
in town to have the modern conveniences of electricity and central heating.  
What little I knew of the original owner indicated that he was financially pretty 
well off. I could find no record of any employment and found it curious that he 
never seemed to have worked past his first few years of moving to the area. 
How then did he ever manage to build such an expensive house? 
 
The house was situated near the street on a very large lot, especially for the 
neighborhood. It was well over an acre and sloped gently down to a wooded 
area were there were a few very large western red cedars.  These trees were 
hundreds of years old and some of the few remaining giants spared from the 
axe in pre-environmental conscious times of the late 1800s. Between two of 
these giant trees was a large shed. When built it would have been called a 
“carriage house.” Since carriages haven’t been used for over a hundred years, it 
most likely housed a variety of automobiles during its life. It also served as a 
handyman’s shop, housing a large collection of old tools and furniture in 
various states of disrepair.  
 
It was apparent that building had an addition added at some time that gave it 
an “L” shape. The structure had a set of large doors that swung out to allow 
egress for carriages or automobiles. On the side of the newer part of the 
building was an entry door with a window beside it. The key to the door was 
hidden under a rock beside the step. The real estate agent told me where the 
key was when he first showed me the place.  
 
The back portion of the building, which appeared to be the first part built, had 
a wooden floor made of heavy timbers, unlike the newer part which had a 
concrete floor. At the back of the older section was another large set of wooden 
doors. The exterior of these doors faced a gravel alleyway, across from which 
was a wall of dense vegetation. This arrangement hid the doors from street 
view.  
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Off to one side of the older set of doors was an ancient kitchen chair; it had 
chrome legs and yellow plastic upholstery that had cracked in places revealing 
a thin layer of cotton padding. This type of chair was very popular in the 
1950s. I noticed it still had its “Do Not Remove Under Penalty of Law” tag 
hanging under the seat. It brought back scary memories from my youth of 
being incarcerated with the types of villains you used to see in “B” gangster 
movies. Needless to say I never tempted fate by removing one of these tags.  
 
On the chair’s seat lay a pile of yellowed newspapers and some ancient, empty 
Prince Albert pipe tobacco cans. I had to laugh when I saw them. It reminded 
me of my grandfather who had smoked Prince Albert tobacco. Advertisements 
of the 1940s and ‘50s touted the advantage of purchasing Prince Albert tobacco 
in a can. It was argued that it kept the tobacco fresher. As youngsters my 
friends and I would phone the local drug store and ask if they had Prince 
Albert in a can. When the answer was yes we would laughingly shout into the 
phone, “Then you’d better let him out!” and hysterically slam down the 
receiver. I’m sure every other kid in town played that joke at least once. It 
seemed funny at the time, now I’m not so sure. 
 
The older set of doors were secured by a very stout, old fashioned lock for 
which I didn’t have a key. I hadn’t bothered trying to open them. Needless to 
say my priority was getting the house livable, the shed could wait until another 
day. 
 
The first order of business dictated that the home’s mechanical systems needed 
to be inspected and upgraded or repaired as needed. These included the 
plumbing, wiring, and the heating system. A cursory inspection indicated that 
the wiring was in good condition and posed no immediate danger. The local 
electric company was contacted to hook the power back up. With the electricity 
back on we were able to replace the burned out light bulbs which gave us light 
to work.  We were then able to string extension cords for power tools needed to 
do additional repairs. 
 
The next order was to replace a few cracked windowpanes, and then on to the 
plumbing. It was intriguing that the plumbing was in remarkable condition for 
the home’s age. Very high quality materials had been used in its construction.  
There didn’t seem to be much work needed other than replacing a few faucet 
washers and installing a new water heater. It was obvious the home had been 
well tended over the years.  
 
Since it was early summer I felt the heating system could wait till fall. It was 
obvious that no shortcuts or inferior materials were used in the construction of 
this fine old home. 
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Meghan, my son Seth, and my youngest daughter Gracie showed up, as they 
had time for several weeks with their teenagers to help with the project. Their 
young muscle power helped with cleaning, painting, and other various jobs as 
needed. My good friends, John and Pat, seemed to be there as much as I was, 
helping, encouraging and providing drinks and sandwiches for a group of 
typically ravenous kids. With the help of family and friends I was able to move 
in to the old place in early July.  Though not totally done, the place was clean, 
livable, and looked better than it had in years! 
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Chapter 2 

 
Now that the house was inhabitable, and I had been working like a dog for 
what seemed months, I decided to take some time off and do some fishing and 
hiking with the grandkids. I guess it’s no surprise when your teenage 
grandchildren no longer want to ”hang out with grandpa”, but it was a bit of a 
disappointment anyway. Fortunately Meghan’s youngest was a lively 15 year-
old who was more than happy to flee the confining restraints imposed by her 
mother. This sweet girl, named Emily, was often teased by her siblings and 
cousins as being grandpa’s favorite. Though we both denied it, it was obviously 
true. She was so much like my Linda, full of curiosity, kidding, and laughter. 
My personality has always been jovial so the two of us had nothing but fun 
together. 
 
After a week of hiking and fishing in the Cascades we returned home late one 
night. I dropped Emily off at Meghan’s and drove home. The place looked fine. I 
parked in the driveway beside the house and entered though the side door by 
the kitchen. I had stopped at the store on the way home and picked up a few 
groceries and a newspaper. I placed the paper on the table and then turned to 
put the eggs and milk in the fridge and glanced out the window to the back 
yard. I noticed a light on in the shed and it startled me. I didn’t remember 
checking the power or seeing if there were any lights working in the old 
building. My first thought was that John must have been out there dropping off 
materials for our next project. He must have gotten the power figured out while 
I was away...I thought. 
 
I grabbed a flashlight, walked outside and headed for the shed. I didn’t see 
John’s old pickup or any other vehicle for that matter. Strange I thought. I 
cautiously entered though the door at the side of the building. I heard 
movement in the back of the building. I shouted, “John!” 
 
“I’m not John…” An old voice, I thought. 
 
“Who’s there?” I countered. 
 
“It’s me Henry.” 
 
“Henry who?”  
 
“Henry Jorgansen,” he answered as he walked out of the shadows and into the 
glow of an old hanging light bulb. 
 
He looked to be over eighty years old. He had a few wisps of snow-white hair 
ringing the sides of the bald crown of his head. He was quite thin and was 
wearing an old pair of bib overalls and a flannel shirt. On his feet were some 
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old deck shoes. He had a few days’ growth of beard and the largest, brightest 
blue eyes I had ever seen. He seemed neat and clean. He extended his hand as 
he walked toward me.  
 
“Sorry to startle you!” he said as he firmly shook my hand, “You must be Pete. I 
was hoping to get my things and be gone before you got back. I had to meet 
you eventually so I guess now’s as good a time as any!” 
 
“Got back?” I said. 
 
“Yes, you were hiking with Emily weren’t you?” 
 
“Yes, but how did you know?”  
 
“There’s not much about what goes on in Snohomish that I don’t know. I hope 
you like the place; I wouldn’t have sold it just to anybody.” 
 
“That’s why your name sounded familiar,” I said.  I’d only seen it once in 
writing and that was on the deed when I completed the purchase of the 
property. “But why are you here?” 
 
“I needed to pick up my tools. If you remember the purchase agreement stated 
that the property did not include my personal items. It’s just that I’ve been 
away and finally got a chance to return and get them,” he explained. 
 
“I didn’t think anyone had lived here for years, where have you been all this 
time?” As he answered I noticed the old set of doors behind him were unlocked 
and slightly ajar. 
 
“Right here,” he answered. 
 
“Here?” 
 
“Well yes and no. You see I sort of come and go and when I return, I come 
through here.” 
 
“Through here you say? I don’t understand.” 
 
“Oh yes, I see you’ve noticed the big doors are no longer locked. I go home 
through them,” he explained. 
 
“Huh?” 
 
“Yes, my home was here, but then that’s not entirely true. I think you’d better 
come over here and sit down,” he said. He led me to the old chair, tossed the 
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papers on the floor and sat me down. He pulled up an old wooden apple box 
and sat on it a few feet in front of me. 
 
“You see I owned this place for over forty-seven years. I inherited from my 
father who inherited from his father. It’s been in the family ever since Uncle 
Sven Jorgansen built it. I, like my great-great uncle Sven, never had any 
children. I am the last of the line and as you can see I’m getting along in years. 
 
I used to see you and your wife drive by this place with your kids after church 
on Sundays. You’d slow down and look it over. Year after year you seemed to 
take the long way home just to check it out. At first it was with the wife and 
kids. When the kids grew and left it was just you and your wife. A few years 
ago I noticed you stopped coming by.  I then heard your wife had died." He 
looked at me with a sad, kind, and knowing look. “I know she was a lovely 
lady.” 
 
Saddened, I answered, “Yes she was and I miss her greatly.” 
 
Henry’s blue eyes saddened more and moistened a little as they met mine. “Yes 
I know,” he answered, “I lost my dear wife Violet nearly 20 years ago. Didn’t 
know how I’d go on without her. I’m sure you were as grief stricken as anyone 
could be, I know I was. But I have come to learn that those who have passed 
are still nearby and that the separation is only temporary.” He spoke softly as 
he continued, “This earth and our existence here just didn’t happen. It’s all 
part of an eternal plan. Linda and Violet are fine and happy, when we’re united 
with them it will seem as if we were never parted.” 
 
I felt truth in the old man’s words. He lifted my spirits and the hope I received 
from his words made my loss easier to take. It all made sense, his words felt 
familiar.  
 
I thanked him for his counsel and told him it had always been our dream to 
buy this place and fix it up. “With Linda gone the dream died for a while. 
Finally I had to do something, I just couldn’t sit around feeling sorry for myself. 
It took some time tracking you down through a realtor friend to see if you’d sell 
the place.” 
 
“You and a considerable number of other people tried to “track me down.” 
Some wanted it for a bed and breakfast, others for an antique shop, one guy 
even wanted to make a photography studio out of it! I wouldn’t sell it to any of 
them.” 
 
“Why not?”  
 
“They all wanted it for the wrong reasons. You were different; your interests 
have always been in helping others. You see, I checked you out! You were an 
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Eagle Scout.  You were also in the top ten in your high school class weren’t 
you?” he asked matter-of-factly. 
 
“Yes...but how did you know, we’ve never met?” 
 
“Just wait...I know much more about you. You had a chance for a full ride 
academic scholarship to Washington State University but you joined the Army 
instead. Went to Vietnam in ’64; I believe you served with the 82nd Airborne 
out of Ft. Bragg. You wanted to save the world from communism! You were 
shot in the leg while descending from a parachute. You received the bronze star 
for helping get your buddies to safety all the while bleeding like a stuck pig. 
Isn’t that right?”  
 
“Hardly anyone knows these things. Vietnam is something I’ve spent the last 
forty-seven years trying to forget. How in the world did you find out?”  
 
“Oh I know much more. You came back from ‘Nam, went to WSU, met and 
married Linda at school and came here to teach. You were probably the most 
popular teacher in the school. You coached, tutored, mentored young teachers 
and volunteered for just about everything no one else would do. Why?” he 
asked. 
 
“Why not?” I answered, feeling bewildered and rather uncomfortable, “How in 
the world do you know these things? I’ve never met you before. I don’t even 
recall ever seeing you around town!” 
 
“I have been checking on you ever since I first noticed you and Linda driving by 
this old place. I saw what you did in ‘Nam. I then saw you at WSU. I remember 
you and Linda snuggled up on the steam grate outside the old book store just 
to keep warm and be together on cold winter evenings.” 
 
I laughed at the memory. We both lived in dorms and members of the opposite 
sex were strictly forbidden to visit the others’ living quarters in those days. 
WSU’s main buildings were heated from a central steam plant with large pipes 
transporting the steam through tunnels throughout the campus. At various 
locations were large grates where warm air exhausted from the steam pipes. 
These were favorite places to spend some time with the members of the 
opposite sex. Especially on cold dark winter nights, kind of a precursor to 
modern day hot-tubbing. 
 
He continued, “I watched you graduate and then saw you drive off for your first 
job here in Snohomish with two little kids in a 1961 VW Beetle! I have followed 
you for years. I needed someone that could be trusted with the secrets of this 
property. My background check of you was something you never could have 
imagined!” 
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“Background check—but wait, how could you have seen me in Vietnam and at 
WSU if you never knew who I was until after I moved to Snohomish? You’re 
nearly old enough to be my father. You’d have been too old for the Army! Your 
whole story doesn’t make sense!” 
 
He looked at me but now those bright blue eyes were laughing! 
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Chapter 3 

 
“You see the doors behind me?” he asked. 
 
“Yes.” 
 
“When I open the doors I want you to imagine a time of year from your past. 
Think of a time you would like to revisit,” he said, “It must be a year you 
remember!” 
 
“You’re kidding me!” 
 
“No, just trust me here, think of a year.” 
 
To humor him, I answered, “1969, the year I graduated from college and came 
to town.” 
 
“Now close your eyes and concentrate hard, imagine you’re back then. Imagine 
how you felt, the things you saw, how it looked here back then.” 
 
“Okay,” I said curiously, “I’ve locked my mind on late summer of 1969!” 
 
“A great year,” he said as he swung open the doors. There in front of me was a 
space of about six feet; beyond it was a matching set of doors. Puzzled, I turned 
and looked at him. 
 
“Take my hand,” he said. 
 
I was a bit uncomfortable since I was not accustomed to holding hands with a 
man, but since his request seemed reasonable I complied. As Henry stepped 
through the opening all but his hand, which grasped mine, disappeared. As his 
hand pulled me forward I watched as my arm first disappeared, then as he 
pulled me from the dimly lit shed entirely through the portal I noticed I was in 
a space between two shimmering curtains. I was in that space for only a brief 
moment but in that instant I noticed movement around me. As Henry 
continued to pull me we moved through the rest of the portal and out into a 
bright, sunny day! 
 
I stood in awe. As I took in the vista, it was just as I remembered it. There was 
Blackman’s Lake, but there were no subdivisions on the hills above it. There 
were classic cars driving up and down the roads. A beautiful ’67 Camero Z28 
roared by on Third Street. Man, I would have given anything to have had one of 
those!   
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I looked west toward the high school, but there was no McDonalds across the 
street. The hill north of town was covered with trees, not by the Fred Meyer 
department store with its twenty acre parking lot. I turned toward him with my 
mouth agape and simply asked, “How?” 
 
“It’s a time portal,” he answered. “It’s been here for eons, it’s how I come and go 
home. Let’s step back through the other side now.” As we stepped back 
through the portal I quickly glanced sideways. It was softly lit, kind of a 
shimmering pure white light and the spaces to my sides and above and below 
me seemed to have no end. In a split second we reentered the old shed. Though 
the window by the side door, I could see it was still dark. Looking at my watch, 
I saw it was a little before eleven o’clock. 
 
I was speechless. I felt dizzy and wondered if I was dreaming. I slapped my face 
to wake myself up. Henry laughed and told me to sit back down. 
 
“You’re not dreaming,” he said as he closed the large doors, “That was my first 
thought too, when my father first revealed it to me.” 
 
“But how did he find it?” I asked. 
 
“He didn’t, it was uncle Sven who found it,” he said, “Sven was an immigrant. 
In Sweden, he’d worked as a lumberjack. Friends who had come to America 
wrote him to come join them. They told him there was plenty of work here and 
land was cheap.” He continued, “He’d saved some money and he didn’t have 
much to lose. He, and his wife Olga, traveled by steamship to New York then 
took the train west. In the early 1870s, the Northern Pacific Railway Company 
had just completed its transcontinental railroad western terminus at Tacoma, 
just forty miles south of Seattle.  
 
Their friends were there waiting when they arrived. They brought them by 
wagon here to Snohomish. That trip took a couple of days.  Sven started work 
the next day as a lumberjack and Olga as a cook in the lumber camp.” 
 
“What about the portal?” I asked impatiently. 
 
“Yes, I’m getting to that,” he said with a slightly impatient voice that reminded 
me of my late father. 
 
“You see, in the town’s early days, most of the buildings were along the river. 
South of town the Snohomish River flood plain, with its rich soil attracted 
settlers who began to farm. It was only after logging had cleared enough land 
that the town began to spread to the north.  You can imagine, with the rain we 
get here how dense the forest was, especially with the old-growth trees. Some of 
those trees were over forty feet in circumference and hundreds of feet tall. In 
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fact if you will remember when you came to town in ’69 there was an old cedar 
tree south of the airport by Highway 9 with a large opening in it,” he said. 
 
“Yes, I remember it. They called it the bicycle tree. I think it was given the 
name because you could ride a bicycle through the opening.” 
 
“That’s right, decay finally killed it, and vandals burned it down years ago. 
There were thousands of trees that size right here in Snohomish County. 
Centuries of logging in Sweden had eliminated all the old growth trees there. 
The old trees here enchanted Sven and Olga. Often, during what little time they 
had off from work, they would explore the forest. One day Sven was near here, 
all alone, or at least he thought. He had taken a few hours off, for a much-
needed break from the rough atmosphere of the camp. Olga had stayed at the 
camp and was busy preparing the midday meal for the lumber crew.” 
 
He continued, “The forest was full of deer and other animals. He heard a noise, 
like someone breaking a stick when they step on it. He turned to see what it 
was and almost fainted with fear at the sight before him. At first he thought it 
was a giant grizzly, but it was too tall and much thinner than a bear. It stood 
looking down at him. A coat of heavy hair covered the animal; its eyes seemed 
almost human. Its arms were longer in proportion to its body than a human’s. 
Today we’d call it a Big Foot or a Sasquatch, back then they called them “wild 
men”. He’d heard rumors of the wild men but discounted it since they had the 
same legends in Sweden. He stood real still, not knowing whether to run or find 
a weapon to defend himself. The wild man smiled and gestured for him to 
follow. 
 
Sven was a remarkably intelligent and curious person. He was gentle and kind 
but also extremely naive.  They walked for a short while. The giant stopped 
between two extremely large old cedar trees and then turned and faced Sven. 
Sven understood from the creature’s motions that he wanted him to stay put, 
which he did. The giant, while facing him took a step backwards between the 
trees and disappeared into thin air.  A spellbound Sven stood facing the place 
where the giant had been a moment before. He waited a bit and then walked 
forward and placed his hand in the space where he’d last seen the creature.  
He was astonished as he saw his hand disappear. He pulled it out and it 
reappeared. He examined it and found it to be fine. He put it forward but this 
time, as it disappeared, something grabbed it and pulled him through.” 
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Chapter 4 

 
“Sven was near panic as he wrestled to free himself from the giant’s viselike 
grasp. Now through the portal, the giant relaxed his grip on Sven’s wrist. He 
looked up to see the giant smiling down at him...almost laughing. The “wild 
man” did not seem all that wild anymore. He let go of Sven’s wrist and put his 
other arm gently around Sven’s shoulders and turned him around. Sven 
gasped in amazement. There before him were numerous other giants, though 
all were not as tall as the one holding him. Some appeared to be youth while 
others appeared to be female. The group before him seemed nonthreatening. 
They were smiling as they moved forward to greet him. While watching them as 
they approached, Sven noticed a small village behind them, along a river. The 
mountains in the background were familiar; there was Mount Pilchuck and the 
Sisters mountains just east of Snohomish. However, they and the surrounding 
hills were entirely covered with trees. There was no logging town by the river or, 
for that matter, any other sign of human habitation. 
 
The group moving toward him slowed and then stopped. The creatures slowly 
parted as a solitary figure moved forward through the group toward Sven.  As 
he neared the front of the group, Sven could see he appeared to be much older 
than the others. He coat was not brown like the other but almost pure white. 
The old giant supported himself with a stout walking stick as he moved forward 
to greet Sven. Sven stood dead still and looked up at the creature. His eyes 
seemed kind and knowing. He looked down at Sven and spoke, startling him 
with his words, though not in English or Swedish, Sven understood what he 
said!” 
 
“Do not be afraid Sven, we will not harm you.” 
 
Sven gasped and with an adrenaline powered squeaky voice asked, “Who are 
you and why have you brought me here?” 
 
“We have been watching you Sven, and your mate, for some time. You are here 
because we felt you could be trusted. You and Olga are not like the other 
humans.” 
 
“We’re not? How are we different and how do you know our names?” He asked. 
 
“We have been watching you since shortly after you arrived. You and Olga love 
this forest don’t you?” 
 
“Yes we do, that’s why I was here today, but the forest seems different here. 
What happened to the town and why are there trees still here?  Please, tell me, 
who are you?”  
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“This place is the same one you were before you stepped through the portal. 
What is different is the time. When you stepped through the opening you 
moved nearly forty years to the past,” he said, “You have traveled to a time 
before the white man came to this land.” 
 
“But who are you?” 
 
“Your holy books speak of giants in the land in the early days of man,” he said, 
“We are those giants who were here from the beginning. The place we came 
from is not of this world. We arrived though another opening or gateway, one 
that leads to other worlds. The work we were sent to do is almost completed, 
and soon most of us will return to our world.” 
 
“But why do I understand your words? They are not in any language I know.” 
 
The giant explained, “Your holy books also speak of a confounding of the 
languages in ancient times because of man’s wickedness. When man was first 
placed on this earth there was only one language, a pure language understood 
by all, this is the language we speak. In the not too distant future there will be 
a great upheaval on this world and many will perish because of their 
wickedness.  Those of your race who survive will once again speak with one 
voice, one language, and there will peace again here on Earth. It is the 
language of the Creator, understood by all...on every world.” 
 
Wide eyed and trying to grasp what he’d been told, Sven said, “I think I 
understand most of what you say, but I am confused about your work. If you 
were here from the beginning of man…then that would be thousands of years 
ago. He paused a minute as he surveyed his surroundings. He looked up at the 
old giant and asked, “What is your work?” 
 
The old giant continued, “Our work is to provide safety for those few men that 
are good and to protect the earth until those who try to harm it are gone.  Like 
man, this earth is a living being, it feels, thinks and reasons just as any other 
creature. Man’s time here, as it is now, is very short, with only a few of man’s 
lifetimes left.  Our life spans are much different. To us, time has no meaning. 
By our reckoning, man’s existence on this earth has been very short. We are 
from a different world very much like this one. As new worlds are created, we 
continue the work we have done here.” 
 
The wise old giant told Sven to sit with him.  The others had returned to the 
village. He explained that there were other portals on this world. In the past, 
giants guarded all portals. Now that they were leaving, most of these earthly 
portals were all being assigned to trusted human guardians. The guardians are 
responsible for safeguarding the portals. 
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The old giant said they would leave earth soon but a few of their kind would 
remain to help as best they could. He said those giants would remain until the 
last days until the wickedness had passed and the time of peace began. He told 
Sven the time of peace would last over a thousand years. During that time 
Earth’s scars would be healed and it would again become the paradise it once 
had been.   
 
Henry continued, “Before the giants left, the old one told Sven much more 
during several more visits. He instructed Sven to purchase the property the 
portal was on, and conceal it with this building. As you saw, when these doors 
were opened they revealed another set of doors. The portal is between these two 
sets of doors. From the outside of the building, you see only the building’s 
outer doors. If you travel to a time before the shed was built you will only see a 
space between the two old growth trees outside. 
 
Sven built this building to last a long time. The original portion of the building 
is where we stand. The larger portion was added at the time the house was 
built in the late 1880s. It was first used as a carriage house and later as a 
garage, hence the other set of large doors and concrete floor.” 
 
“So you say you sold this property to me for a reason, what is it?” 
 
He stood very still looking at me quietly. He blinked his kindly blue eyes a few 
times. While squinting a bit, in a solemn low voice he said, “You have been 
chosen to be the next guardian.” 

 
I was a little annoyed at accepting a responsibility I hadn’t asked for and wasn’t 
sure I wanted. I had worked over thirty years so I could retire. I really just 
wanted to enjoy my remaining years doing what I wanted.  
 
As I felt my consternation rise, I asked Henry, “What if I don’t want to be the 
guardian?” 
 
He laughed and said, “It can be very interesting and rewarding, besides he 
continued, you don’t really have a choice.” 
 
“I don’t? Of course I do. Who’s going to force me to stay here watching over this 
place?”  
 
“Did you read all the fine print before you signed the purchase agreement for 
this property?” he asked. 
 
“Well no, I guess I skimmed it, looked like regular legalese to me, why?” 
 
“One of the provisions was to abide by the covenants as set forth by the original 
owner of the house, that would be Sven. Don’t panic, I felt the same way when 
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my father told me of my responsibility. It’s not that onerous, at least in a time 
sense. You don’t have to be here all the time. It’s just that once you make the 
commitment you have to keep it”  
 
“Or what?” 
 
He paused for a moment avoiding an answer. He looking at me, and in a 
fatherly tone said, “The guardians have a ‘brotherhood’. They support each 
other and provide additional training for new ‘apprentices’. In this case my 
responsibility is your initial training. Advance training will be done as needed,” 
he said.  
 
“How long will this take?” 
 
“Well, with a smart fellow like you, just a few days to get the hang of it. Once 
you’re comfortable you’ll see less and less of me.” 
 
“And where will you be going?”  
 
“Well, I’ll be visiting friends for a while and then eventually I’ll die. Since I’m 
nearly ninety I’ll most likely be gone in a few years, maybe less”, He continued, 
“you on the other hand are only in your mid-sixties, you’ll most likely last for 
another twenty, maybe thirty years!” 
 
“But you still haven’t answered me, what if I refuse to be the guardian?” 
 
“Once a guardian is selected we pretty much know what kind of person they 
are. If they violate their covenant the “brotherhood” will take care of things,” he 
said. 
 
Apprehensively I asked, “And how do they take care of things?” 
 
“If you prove unworthy, your portal is taken out of service, so to speak, until 
you are replaced. All those who depend on it must wait until another worthy 
guardian is found. Since you would be in violation of the covenants, the 
property reverts to me or my heirs,” he said, “My responsibility, or the 
brotherhoods, would be to find another worthy guardian.” 
 
“And what happens to me?”  
 
“You will be taken by the brotherhood through this portal to another. That 
portal is specifically provided for only one purpose.” 
 
“And what is that?” 
 
“It leads to sort of a ‘way station’ for unworthy guardians.” 
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“And how long must an unworthy guardian stay at this ‘way station’?” 
 
Henry looked at me solemnly, his blue eyes stern and said, “Until they die.” 
 
I choked a bit and asked, “How many unworthy guardians are there?” 
 
“None”, he said, “The place is there, but there have never been any unworthy 
guardians, do you want to be the first?” 
 
“No”, I choked, “Please tell me my responsibilities and how this works. I think 
you have many friends waiting to see you.” 
 
 
 

Chapter 5 
 

Henry continued long into the night telling me the history and purpose of the 
portal. He explained, “Sven had been able to purchase the acre of land 
surrounding the portal from the lumber company before it was logged. It was 
only after agreeing that Olga would continue to cook for the logging crew, for at 
least one year, that the owner would agree to the sale. Sven was a reasonably 
good lumberjack, but he was over forty years old. He was also a bit of a 
dreamer and didn’t partake in the rough life-style of the younger men. Olga on 
the other hand was an excellent cook. Her wonderful meals were the main 
reason many of the men didn’t leave the camp to work for other lumber 
companies. While his wife remained at the camp Sven built this portion of the 
building.” 
 
“How did he manage to finance the purchase of the property and buy the 
materials to build this building and eventually the house if he wasn’t working?” 
I asked. 
 
“That’s very interesting,” Henry said, “The old giant told Sven that before 
Europeans came to the Northwest there are many thousands of inhabitants 
near here, we used to call them Indians, now they’re known as Native 
Americans. They were dispersed throughout this area. They lived with and by 
the land. By the time Sven arrived here all but a few hundred had died from 
the diseases carried from Europe such as measles, small pox, and 
tuberculosis. The natives didn’t stand a chance since they had no immunity.” 
 
He continued, “Sven used the portal to travel back to the time when there were 
few white settlers here. Since this area was teaming with wildlife at the that 
time, he was able to take steel axes, knives, fish hooks, and other similar goods 
he’d purchased in Seattle to the natives to trade for furs. From the mid-1600s 
to the early 1900s furs were especially valued by the Chinese. Yankee trader 
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ships regularly left for the Orient loaded with these furs and returned with gold 
and Asian goods for sale in America. Sven simply use his ‘time advantage’ so to 
speak, to parley his goods at the most opportune time. Within a few years he 
had built up considerable wealth that allowed him to construct the house and 
do a lot more.” 
 
“A lot more?”  
 
Henry continued, “Yes, Sven was never a greedy person, once he had sufficient 
funds for his needs he used much of the rest for charitable purposes. Little is 
known of his philanthropy because he did all his work anonymously. He and 
Olga didn’t really want the attention. They simply told their friends that a rich 
uncle had died in Sweden leaving them enough money to retire early.” 
 
“Wasn’t it hard for Olga to be left alone in a logging town while Sven was 
away?” 
 
“No, that wasn’t a problem, you see when you leave through the portal you 
have the option of deciding when to return. You can even return to the same 
time you left. It can be as though you were never gone. Olga would come here 
to this shed after work and then she and Sven would leave through the portal.  
They could be away for weeks and nobody would know. Sometimes they even 
went back to Sweden for a visit!”  
 
I was puzzled, I asked Henry if they could choose to go somewhere other than a 
past time here in Snohomish. 
 
Henry stated it was possible but it took some further instruction from the 
Giants for Sven to figure out how. He learned that each portal has specific 
locations on each side. Some portals take you to the same place, just to other 
times. Other portals take you to other places, and some take you to both... 
other places and other times.  
 
“How do you know where they are and where they go?”  
 
Henry paused for a moment and then with a twinkle in his blue eyes said, 
”That’s the job of the guardians. It is they who will tell you where other portals 
are and their purpose. You as a guardian will be responsible for who travels 
through your portal. Did you notice when I pulled you through the portal that 
there is a space between the curtains?” 
 
“Yes,” I answered, “It seemed to stretch forever, I only glimpsed it for a moment 
when you pulled me through.”  
 
“If you pause in the portal you can connect with other portals. Instead of 
moving forward you move to the sides or up or down until you reach another 



22 
 

opening. These can take you to other places and times. I will explain more 
later, it’s a lot to grasp in one night.” 
 
Feeling a bit overwhelmed at my new found responsibility I was grateful I didn’t 
need to learn it all at once. 
 
“It’s nearly morning; both of us need to get some rest. I’ll meet you here again 
tomorrow evening.” With that he opened the big doors, turned to me and gave 
me a key to the lock and disappeared. I locked the doors behind him and 
walked to the house and my bed. 
 
Even though my body ached with fatigue my mind was racing. I lay on my bed 
considering all the possibilities before me. The last thing I remember before 
falling asleep was glancing out my window and seeing the sun rising over 
Mount Pilchuck. 

 
 
 
 

Chapter 6 
 

It must have been about noon when I heard the pounding on the kitchen door. 
I staggered out of bed and hollered down the stairs, “just a minute! ”I put on 
my bifocals and then hurriedly pulled my chinos over my Scooby Doo boxers, a 
pair the grandkids got me last Christmas. It was suppose to be a joke but they 
were comfortable and the only clean ones I had left in my drawer.  
 
My feet hurt and my back was stiff as I went down the stairs, this was nothing 
new. At my age pain, especially “getting going pain” is a daily occurrence. As I 
neared the bottom I saw John through the window. I trudged across the 
kitchen floor and opened the door.  
 
“Looks like you had a heck of a night”, he said with a laugh as he grinned at 
me with his perfect set of store bought choppers. “Did I wake you up?” he 
asked. 
 
“No”, I lied, “I was just lying in bed, finishing the book I started last night.” 
 
“I’ve got a load of materials in the truck,” he said. “Now that you’re back from 
your little fishing trip, it’s time we got started on the basement laundry room!” 
 
“Great, give me a second to put on my shoes and grab a quick bite to eat,” I 
said.  
 
“Sure while you’re doing that I’ll start hauling stuff downstairs.” 
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I turned and opened the fridge and grabbed some of the eggs and milk I’d 
bought the night before. I whipped up some scrambled eggs, made some 
cinnamon toast, poured a glass of orange juice and devoured the meal in about 
two minutes. I went back up stairs and brushed my teeth, washed my face and 
put on a flannel shirt, baggy jeans, and shoes. I had to laugh as I pulled on my 
Wal-Mart deck shoes. Maybe Henry and I were more alike than I thought! 
 
Ten minutes later I joined John in the basement. He was measuring out the 
wall lines for the laundry room. “Pete, grab that chalk line and help me snap 
some lines for the walls," he said, “By putting the room in this corner will only 
need two walls. Since this is right below the kitchen we can tie in to the 
plumbing from the pipes above us.” 
 
It was great to have a friend like John. He was a virtual master of anything to 
do with wood or residential construction. While other guys were watching TV 
sports on weekends, John was glued to the do-it-yourself channel. The only 
difference with him and most other guys watching the channel was his 
commentary. It was usually a brutal critique of the TV carpenters. Most of their 
skills paled in comparison to John’s. 
 
“Isn’t is funny?” he said, “this house has been here for nearly a hundred and 
thirty years and no one ever bothered to put in a laundry room. I wonder why?”  
 
“Maybe they were wealthy enough to have it done by someone else,” I 
commented, “I heard there used to be a Chinese laundry down on First Street” 
 
John said that could have been the arrangement with the original owners but 
that laundry closed up in the 1930s. He’d heard his parents talk about the 
rumors of an opium den in the basement of the building. John had grown up 
in Snohomish and knew much of the local history.  
 
“John?” I asked, as I pulled the chalk line tight, “How much do you know about 
this house?” 
 
I pulled up the taunt braided cord, which was coated with a fine layer of 
powdered chalk and let it go.  As it sapped down on the concrete it left a 
perfect, straight red line on the floor.  
 
“Well it was the first house on Third Street,” he said, “being here on the corner 
of 3rd and Union put it at the top of the highest hill in the old part of town.” He 
continued to tell me that it was one of the first houses built in Snohomish. 
“There were other houses built in this neighborhood,” he added, “but most of 
them were poorly constructed and were replaced over the years. Most of the 
homes that are still here were constructed between 1910 and 1925. That’s why 
the style of this house is different. This lot is over an acre; most of the other 
homes are on quarter acre lots. When this house was built it got is water from 
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a well. As the city grew and was incorporated, utilities were added. The lots 
didn’t need to be so big since outhouses, cesspools, and wells were no longer 
required.” 
 
“Isn’t it interesting that this home is in such good shape after all these years?” I 
commented. “Don’t you think the slate roof and heavy basement walls are a 
factor in that?” 
 
“Of course,” he said, “A firm foundation and watertight roof will help a house 
last centuries. I’ve seen wooden homes in Europe that are hundreds of years 
old and people still live in them.” 
 
“What do you know about the people that have lived here?” I asked.  
 
“There have been a few rumors over the years,” he said, “Most of the owners 
were a bit different but very nice. My folks used to go to church with the last 
old couple that lived here, I think their names were Henry and Violet 
Jorgansen. They were great contributors to the church. My dad said he and 
Henry helped on a few service projects together. The old museum downtown 
was one of their doings. Have you been there?” 
 
“Yes I have, we used to take the kids down there when they were in elementary 
school. They have a wonderful collection of Native American artifacts, in fact 
I’m told its one of the best in the Northwest.” 
 
“That’s right,” he answered, “My dad said most of those items were donated by 
Henry. Dad said the museum board would discuss an item they wanted for 
their collection and within a few days Henry would show up with it. Sometimes 
he said the items seemed like they were almost new, even though they all knew 
they were very old.” 
 
John started to lay out the wall members, first the pressure treated bottom 
plate, then the studs and finally a single top plate. We attached the upper top 
plate to the floor joists above us and then nailed the wall together and tipped it 
up and nailed the two top plates together. The bottom plate was trued up to the 
chalk line and secured to the floor with concrete nails. We worked through the 
rest of the afternoon until the framing was completed.   
 
“Not bad for a couple of over the hill, old fat guys,” I said.  
 
John laughed and invited me over to his house for dinner. Even though I was 
dead tired, I accepted and after a quick shower and clean change of clothes 
headed over to his place. 
 
Pat met me at the door and told me to join John in the family room. He was 
sitting in his big recliner with a glass of lemonade watching TV. There was a big 
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oscillating fan in front of the corner window turned on to high speed. It was an 
unusually hot day for Western Washington. Because our summer days are 
normally cool, most homes lack air-conditioning. On the few hot days we 
normally survived, as John was doing, with a cool drink and a gentle, 
mechanical breeze.  
 
John was watching the science channel. The program was one of those “what if 
and how it might be possible” shows about time travel. Pat entered the room 
with a big glass of lemonade; handed it to me and told us dinner would be 
ready in about fifteen minutes. John grunted a “huh-huh” as he nodded his 
head in acknowledgment of her presence. His eyes never left the show. 
 
“John, you ever wonder what it would be like to time travel?” 
 
“Yup” he answered, “Sometimes I’d like to go back and live my life again, only 
do some things a little different.” 
 
“Like what?”  
 
“Do you remember what it was like when we were kids in grade school back in 
the early ‘50s?” he asked. 
 
“Sure do.” 
 
“Do you remember how you just couldn’t wait for recess and as soon as the bell 
rang you were out the door?”  
 
“I remember very well, we headed to the playground and the teachers headed to 
the lounge, most likely to smoke about three cigarettes and have a couple cups 
of coffee!” 
 
“Well we had this kid in my class, he was bigger than the rest of us. I’m sure it 
was because he’d flunked about two or three grades. We were in fifth grade and 
he was the class bully. I was short and with my red hair, freckles and glasses 
was the butt of many jokes and pranks. This guy’s name was Arlie Lundberg 
and he was meaner than snot. For some unknown reason Arlie felt his life’s 
purpose was to make my life as miserable as possible. He did a great job of it 
too!” 
 
“After months of harassment I felt like flunking a grade just so I wouldn’t have 
to be with him in sixth grade! I don’t think I’d be here today if he hadn’t got 
sent to reform school for stealing beer. Do you remember Jim’s Buyrite grocery 
store down on Second Street? 
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“Yes, they rented meat lockers in the big freezer room in the back, that’s where 
Linda and I kept our frozen goods until we could afford our own freezer,” I 
recounted. 
 
“Well, that was the store.” 
 
“So, if you could go back what would you do differently?”  
 
“My first thought would to do something to get even, settle a nearly sixty year 
old score,” he said, “but if we could really time travel then I’d slip some birth 
control pills in my pocket, go back to before he was born and put them in his 
mom’s aspirin bottle. Since birth control pills weren’t invented until the late 
1950s, she’d never know what she was taking. That way I could have prevented 
a bad accident from ever happening!” 
 
We both laughed hysterically at the thought. John choked on his lemonade and 
spewed all over the carpet. Pat came to see what was so funny. John said he’d 
tell her later and asked if dinner was ready; it was. We sat down at the kitchen 
table for a great summer meal of fried chicken, with real mashed potatoes with 
homemade gravy, corn on the cob, and hot apple pie. As we were eating I 
couldn’t help feel a deep longing for my Linda. It was at this same table where 
we shared so many meals, board games, talk of kids and grandkids, and above 
all a kinship that is only common among dear old friends. 
 
When we were through I helped Pat with the dishes, hollered good-bye to John 
who was back in his chair in front of the tube, and headed home. 
 
 

Chapter 7 
 
As I drove up to the house it was just getting dark. In late July, this far north, 
that means about nine o’clock. I noticed the light was on in the shed. I turned 
off the engine, set the brake and walked down to the building. When I entered I 
shouted, “Henry, you here?” 
 
“Down here,” came a muffled sound.  
 
“Where?”  
 
Down here, came the reply, a little louder this time. As I walked into the old 
part of the shed I saw that the old chair, papers and tobacco cans had been 
moved. Where they had sat was a trap door that was now open. I looked down 
and saw a staircase illuminated by a bare light bulb hanging from the ceiling 
by a cord. I was surprised; in my examination of the building I’d never 
imagined there was a cellar under the old building. It had been well hidden 
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with the newspapers and old household furnishings. This explained the heavy 
timbered floor in this part of the building. 
 
Henry looked up through the opening and told me to come down. “Be careful,” 
he said, “these old stairs are steep!” As I cautiously went down the stairs I 
gasped in amazement! Henry was standing in front of a large set of selves, 
much like an oversized bookshelf. It held an assortment of artifacts you could 
only dream of or see in something like one of those Indiana Jones movies. But 
this wasn’t ancient Egypt or some other distant or exotic land with long lost 
civilizations from millennia past. This was the little town of Snohomish, 
Washington, which didn’t even exist a hundred and fifty years ago! 
 
“Henry, what is this?” I asked in utter disbelief.  
 
Henry explained that extended time travel required money. You just can’t walk 
into a 1930s diner, order a meal and pay with twenty-first century currency. 
You have to take items to sell, pawn, or trade. “What we have here is a 
collection of negotiable merchandise,” he said, “If you’re planning a trip to say, 
1880s. New York City, here are some expensive pocket watches from that era. 
Simply take a few of them to a pawn shop and exchange them for cash. While 
you’re there pick up some older items for use in the nineteenth century.” 
 
I understood the concept. There were also some stacks of cash with labels on 
the shelf below indicating the appropriate years for use. Some of the bills 
appeared larger than others; Henry explained prior to 1929 that paper 
currency was noticeably larger than it is today. On another wall was a large 
wardrobe, it looked like an assortment of costumes from a high school drama 
department. Henry explained you just couldn’t show up in the 1950s wearing 
Velcro appointed shoes. Velcro didn’t come into common use until the mid-
1960s.  
 
Henry showed me a file cabinet which contained numerous forms and blank 
legal documents. These were used for preparing the necessary papers for 
things such as birth certificates, titles, passports, etc. He explained I would 
find them invaluable once I understood the system. 
 
“It’s really a lot easier now than when I started,” he said. “Scanners, color 
copiers and printers, computers, and access to hundreds of different types of 
papers at the mega office stores has made producing your own ‘authentic 
documents’ much easier than when I started my travels.” 
 
It was beginning to make sense. I was excited as I considered of the 
possibilities the portal offered. I thought of visiting places I’d only read about in 
history books, seeing the seven wonders of the ancient world! 
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“Henry, you said there were some limitations on where a portal can take you, 
what are they?”  
 
“You are limited to times you remember through this portal,” He said, ”You see 
you must use your memories to travel. You can’t travel past the years you 
remember.  If you want to travel past those you must find a guardian who lived 
during the years to which you want to go, or has been there with another 
guardian. You’ll then be limited to those times or the memories of other times 
you’ve gained while traveling.  It’s sort of like bus transfers; you have to take 
one bus to get to another that goes on a different route. You can’t travel back in 
time before you were born unless you’re guided by someone who was born 
before you. That person is also limited to their memories, either from their lives 
or from their previous travels. The portal is sensitive, it is alive in a sense, and 
when we direct our thoughts toward it, that’s the time that is opened to us. The 
connection is only strong enough if your memories are real. The portals didn’t 
happen by accident, they are here on purpose, in a sense they are part of our 
earth’s conscience.” 
 
Henry continued, “Our brains are much more powerful than we know. Most 
people only use a small portion of their mind’s ability. Worlds, in fact the whole 
universe as we know it, were created by mind power. It’s like doing anything 
else; once you have the knowledge you can do it.” 
 
“What if you’re not thinking of any particular time?” I asked. 
 
“If that’s the case you’ll never even be aware you’ve passed through a portal 
unless someone near the portal is connecting their memories with it. That’s 
why you must lead someone through by physical means until they know how it 
works. That’s why I took your hand when we traveled to 1969. To be safe I 
focused my thoughts on that year too. When we returned I focused on the 
present,” he explained. 
 
“It’s funny if you think about it, all those science fiction movies always have 
some sort of mechanical contraption that provides a means for time travel. 
Who’d have ever thought that in reality that we can travel merely by thinking! 
Didn’t the Moody Blues rock band have a song about that in the mid-sixties?” 
 
He laughed and said they did, but the trips they were talking about were drug 
induced, not actual physical travels. 
 
“Then to travel back hundreds of years means I’d have to pass through a 
number of portals?”  
 
“Yes and no,” answered Henry, “You see according to Einstein’s theory of 
relativity, time is like a fabric; however it was just a theory. Einstein was 
largely right, however the part he missed was that the fabric has many layers 



29 
 

and not all layers are in the same time plane. He was also off a bit on the 
dimensional stability of the fabric. You see the fabric is very flexible, there are 
folds, wrinkles, and in some places, there are even holes.” 
 
“And these holes are the portals?” 
 
“Yes,” answered Henry, “When we pass through them we ‘land’ on another 
layer. Our time and/or destination depend on the position of the underlying 
layer. Landing on a fold may take us to another time in our own dimension. 
Landing on another layer may take us to another part of the world. There are 
even a few places where you can pass through several layers which might lead 
you to another time or place or even another world. When I pulled you through 
this portal yesterday you noticed a space and what seemed like  “curtains”, 
those curtains are layers of the time fabric, they’re only visible from inside the 
portal. Our mind power actually shifts the layers, that’s how we travel where 
we want.” 
 
He continued, “The giant’s mental abilities and memories are far greater than 
ours. I was told by one of them that they were once much like we are today. 
Their appearance is deceiving, they’re suppose to look scary to frighten people 
away from the portals. The reason we only get occasional glimpses of them is 
that they simply vanish by passing through the portals. If you’re not focused on 
another time or place you could walk right through a portal and never know it.”  
 
As a physics teacher I’d studied Einstein’s theories, however what Henry had 
just shared never occurred to me. I was dumbfounded.  
 
“What about travel to the future?” I asked, “Is that possible?” 
 
Henry looked at me and paused a moment before answering, “Under most 
circumstances it is dangerous and not advised. You can’t travel there by 
yourself anyway since you have no memory of the future.  Occasionally we’ll get 
a traveler from the future traveling to the past, the same as we travel to the 
past from our time. However traveling to our own future can be dangerous, and 
even devastating, especially for those who remain behind.” 
 
“Why is it dangerous?”  
 
He looked at me and then very seriously said, “We know the past from history. 
Limiting travel to our lifetimes helps protect us because we know what to 
expect. We can predict outcomes. If we do something with major consequences 
in the past that changes the future, it can ‘split’ the time fabric creating a 
parallel universe,” he continued, “If that happened you would cease to exist, 
but only in that parallel universe. At that point in time the world would 
continue but it would be another world, parallel to ours,” he said, “Under most 
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circumstances the traveler then reappears in his own universe and time and 
the portal to that parallel universe is sealed.” 
 
I asked, “Has that happened?” 
 
“It has a few times, that’s why it’s important that time travelers understand the 
consequences of their actions. It is the guardian’s responsibility to limit access 
to the portals to those who are trustworthy and responsible,” he added, 
“Splitting the time fabric is not something we like to have happen.” 
 
You said under most circumstances a traveler would return to their own time if 
they caused some future altering event to happen, what are the exceptions?” I 
asked. 
 
“If a person traveling to the past were involved in a future changing event, but 
were not the one who caused the event to happen, then there could be 
limitations in the person’s ability to return to the future,” he said. 
 
“What about the future?” I asked. 
 
“Since our future hasn’t occurred yet, if something happens while we’re there 
that prevents us from returning to the past, we would cease to exist in our time 
at the moment we left. We would simply be missing. Changes that happen 
there don’t split the fabric as does traveling to the past. If we don’t return, our 
families are left without us. Not knowing what has happened to a loved one and 
the possibility of never seeing them again could be emotionally crippling, he 
explained, “We also have no knowledge of the future, a few days or weeks might 
not make much of a difference but if you look back at history you’ll see that 
world changing events can happen in a very short time! You could end up in a 
very different world from the one you know now or one you remember. But, it’s 
not something to worry about too much. You can only travel to the future with 
someone from the future, and it’s difficult to persuade a ‘traveler’ to take you!” 
 
“I understand...what about the other guardians, when will I meet them?”  
 
“In due time,” he said, “They will visit you on occasion. You see, they are very 
able time travelers and are often on the move, you will see them come through 
here occasionally, some of us are very good friends. I often spend time traveling 
with some of them.  Sometimes when you’re passing through this portal and 
you pause between the curtains, you will see others traveling.” 
 
“And when you’re not traveling, where do you spend your time?”  
 
“Mostly here in the area, just in times past. I have a little place just north of 
here on Lake Stevens. It’s in the 1950s, before everything got crowded and 
technology messed up our life-styles. No internet, no cell phones, no faxes, no 
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computers, etc. It’s just a plain and simple life-style. I spend time helping out 
at my church. I like to fish and do a little gardening.  Sometimes I drive by this 
house and see myself and Violet working out in the yard,” he said. “It’s fun to 
honk and wave, you see I’m an old man and they don’t recognize who I am! It’s 
before my father told me of the portal,” he laughed as he told me this. “What’s 
funny about that is I have memories which include seeing an old man driving 
by and honking at me, I just didn’t know at the time it was me!” I had to laugh 
with Henry at the thought of seeing himself and not realizing what was 
happening until years later.  
 
“Okay, so you’re turning over the portal’s guardianship to me. When will I see 
you again?” 
 
“While I’m able, I’ll stop by every few weeks to check on you, answer questions 
and see if you need any help. You can also find me in July of 1958 up at Lake 
Stevens, just make sure you catch me after July first, so you’ll know we’ve met 
and I’ll know what’s going on. If you catch me before that you’ll have some 
explaining to do. Here, this will help if you need to verify you’re a guardian to 
another guardian and that could include me.” 
 
He reached in his pocket and pulled out an old-fashioned brass key. The end 
that you hold was shaped like a Saint Christopher medal with a chain though a 
hole in it. He handed it to me and as I looked at it I saw it was unique in its 
design, unlike any other I had ever seen, on the backside the words “Prodigium 
Curator,” I asked, “What does this mean?” 
 
“Its Latin and means ‘Portal Guardian’, only guardians have these, Saint 
Christopher is the patron saint of travelers; show it to another guardian and 
he’ll know what you are. The key will also fit any portal lock,” he said, “I’m 
leaving now, it’s late, let’s go back up the stairs and secure this place. I think 
it’s time you got to bed.” 
 
We “battened down the hatches” so to speak as we closed the trap door and 
covered it again with its camouflage. Henry left through the portal after 
explaining to me a few more details. I locked the door behind him and walked 
back to the house and went to bed. 
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Chapter 8 

 
I was exhausted after the past two day’s events. I think I fell asleep before my 
head even hit the pillow. Since I’m retired I don’t normally set an alarm to 
wake, nature normally wakes me with a strong desire to use the bathroom 
about six a.m. I got up, took care of my business, took a shower and got 
dressed. I decided to put on clothes that would blend in with almost any time 
to which I might travel. It suddenly dawned on me why Henry wore bib overalls 
and a flannel shirt. For over a hundred years this was a common dress for 
farmers and craftsmen. It didn’t matter if it was 1930 or 2012, visit a hardware 
store or lumber yard and you’d see old guys dressed like Henry.  There is 
nothing more comfortable than an old worn set of these of clothes. So 
understanding the wisdom of Henry’s apparel, I dressed appropriately, left the 
house and walked the several blocks over to Meghan’s. 
 
One of my hobbies was the restoration of old cars. After Linda died I sold two of 
the three I owned, a 1952 MG TD, a popular British sports car of the time, and 
a 1957 Ford Thunderbird. The sale of these two classics netted me a tidy sum 
that was helping with my home’s restoration project. The one car I had left was 
a 1951 Studebaker Champion. It was the Starlite Coupe Deluxe model, a fine 
two door with a flathead six cylinder engine and a three speed transmission 
with overdrive. It was parked in Meghan’s carport, I was sure she’d like to see it 
gone.  
 
I entered her house through the kitchen door. She and Emily were eating 
breakfast at the kitchen table. The other two girls had already left for their 
summer jobs. 
 
“Hi Dad,” said Meghan, “Want some breakfast?” 
 
“Sure,” I said as I sat down by Emily who leaned over and gave me a peck on 
the check. Meghan fixed me a plate of bacon, eggs, hash browns, and some 
orange juice. Since I was famished, I quickly devoured the meal.   
 
“I’m here to pick up the Studebaker, I bet you’ll be glad to get rid of it.” 
 
Meghan laughed and said it would be nice to park her minivan out of the rain 
in the carport. “But where are you going to keep it, dad?” she asked. 
 
“I think I’ll just put it in the old shed at the back of my lot,” I said, “that way it 
will be out of the weather and out of your way too.” 
 
Fine with me, but I’ll kind of miss it. I know how much you and mom liked 
driving it around and all the stares you got; it’s such a funny old car!” 
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“Yeah grandpa,” said Emily, “It’s the same kind of car that Fozzie Bear took 
Miss Piggy to Hollywood in the first Muppet Movie.” 
 
I just smiled and told Emily if she ever wanted to go to Hollywood I’d be happy 
to take her in my very own “Fozzie Bear car.” With that I left and drove the old 
car back home.  
 
I opened the big old doors on the building and drove the car inside. I closed the 
doors and turned on the lights. With the car now inside the newer part of the 
building I noticed that the inside of the shed was bigger than I thought. It was 
actually possible to turn the corner and drive into the old part of the building, 
which I did. Since the old wooden floor was made of thick, heavy timbers, I 
knew it would hold the weight. I thought about opening the doors of the portal 
and driving through but reason dictated otherwise. Walking around the car I 
quickly noticed my license plates were white with green letters and black tabs 
that said 2012. In the 1950s Washington State license plates were green with 
white letters and were replaced every year, there were no tabs, the year was 
stamped in to the plates. If I took the car back it wouldn’t take long for 
someone to catch the anomaly.  
 
I remembered Henry’s stash of legal documents and other necessary papers 
below me. I went down to the cellar and retrieved a blank auto title form, a 
birth certificate, and some 1950s cash. I then returned to the house and 
fetched my title to get the vehicle identification number and other information 
needed to make an “authentic” 1950s title. I then scanned the documents and 
once loaded in my computer selected my “old typewriter” font and filled in the 
necessary blanks. I also did the same for the birth certificate putting my birth 
date as August 20, 1893 and place as Pasco, Franklin County, Washington. I 
selected some 24 lb. high quality paper and printed the documents on my color 
laser printer. Upon examination I was amazed at how real they appeared. I 
then returned to the shed. 
 
I stood in front of the Studebaker which was facing the double doors. I thought 
of 1958, a time I knew well. I imagined watching The Ed Sullivan Show with my 
parents and getting my driver’s license. I thought of mid-morning on a Monday 
in late July and while thinking I opened the doors and stepped though the 
portal to the smells, sights, and sounds of over 50 years earlier.  
 
The town was much smaller, even smaller than I remembered it in 1969. I 
formulated a plan and walked down the hill on Union Avenue to the downtown 
area of First Street.  The business area was busy with shoppers, women 
fashionably dressed, men shopping, attired in white shirts and ties. Children 
were in tow, neatly scrubbed and well behaved. The only casually dressed 
people I noticed were some farmers at the hardware store and they were 
wearing bib overalls and flannel shirts. I had to laugh to myself at how well I 
blended in as I headed across the street to the J C Penney department store. 
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As I entered the store a well-dressed middle-aged woman approached me and 
asked if I needed assistance. I asked for the location of the men’s department 
and she escorted me to the back part of the store and introduced me to a 
fiftyish looking woman named Madge. She asked what I was looking for and I 
told her I needed a complete wardrobe as I had recently lost a great deal of 
weight and now needed clothes that fit. Excited at the prospect of a large 
commission, Madge helped me pick out three pairs of pants, six shirts, a 
couple of sweaters, some ties, belts, socks, underwear, two pairs of shoes and a 
hat. The hat was the style I’d seen Frank Sinatra wear on The Ed Sullivan 
Show. When I put it on I had to control myself from breaking out in some 
familiar Sinatra tune. The total came to a little over a hundred dollars. I wore a 
pair of khakis, a short sleeve blue shirt, a dark blue tie, brown penny loafers 
and the hat out of the store. The rest of the clothes I carried with me in a large 
brown paper sack, which I lugged back up the hill to the house. No one 
appeared home so I returned to the shed, opened the outer doors and stepped 
through the portal to my time. 
 
I stashed the clothes in the trunk of the Studebaker and returned through the 
portal to 1958. I walked back downtown to Second Street where I rented an 
apartment above Jim’s Buyrite Grocery store for $37.50 a month. This would 
give me a legal residence in the county. The next order of business was taking 
care of my transportation. I had my new “papers” folded neatly in a number ten 
envelope and tucked in my shirt pocket.  
 
Since the county seat was in Everett, about ten miles away, I called a cab from 
an old fashioned, black rotary phone in a phone booth in front of the store. The 
cab arrived a few minutes later; it was a 1957 Ford Fairlane four door sedan, 
which took me to the courthouse. At the courthouse I presented my title and 
was given a 1958 registration and license plates for eighteen dollars. I then 
went to an adjoining office where I was given a drivers license for three dollars. 
No driving test or proof of insurance was required, only a local address and my 
birth certificate were required.  
 
The cab was waiting when I exited the building. The cabbie took me back to 
Snohomish and dropped me off in front of the grocery store and my apartment. 
I thanked him and gave him a $10 bill for a $4.50 fair and told him to keep the 
change. His mouth dropped and I thought he was going to cry with joy at his 
windfall! As drove off I headed back up the hill to retrieve my car. 
 
After stepping through the portal, I grabbed one of Henry’s screwdrivers off the 
work bench and changed the license plates. I jumped in the car, fired it up, put 
it in first and eased it through the portal. As I entered 1958 I had to laugh at 
the thought of Michael J. Fox’s character “Marty McFly” hurtling though time 
in a Delorean time machine in Back to the Future. Here I was doing it in reality, 
going two miles an hour in a 1951 Studebaker! 
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I parked the car in the lot behind Jim’s and walked up the stairs at the back of 
the building to my furnished apartment. I put my clothes away and made of list 
of items I would need to settle in. It was now dark, a little past 9:30 p.m. and 
time to return to my real home. I turned off the lights, locked the door and 
drove back to the shed and through the portal to 2012. I left the car in the 
garage, locked the door and returned to the house. My everyday car was a 2006 
Buick Regal. I grabbed my keys off the hook by the door and jumped in the 
Buick and headed over to the McDonalds across the street from the High 
School. There I ordered a Big Mac Combo, super sized with a couple of apple 
pies off the value menu. I hadn’t eaten anything since morning and I was 
famished. As I feasted on my 40 grams of fat, 1200 calorie meal, I noticed it 
was still light outside, in fact it was bright day, I looked at the clock on the wall 
and it said 11:34, my wristwatch said 9:53. 
 
 
 

Chapter 9 
 
Over the next several days my time alternated between 2012 and 1958. I made 
a few trips in 1958 to the larger city of Everett in the Studebaker where I 
visited thrift shops to procure the necessary items needed for my apartment. I 
furnished my apartment’s kitchen with pots, pans, silverware, and all the other 
little items I needed for fixing my meals. At Jack’s Appliance Store on Hewett 
Avenue I found a good used 19" television, black and white of course, complete 
with rabbit ear antennas. I then drove back to the downtown Snohomish J C 
Penney store and picked up blankets, sheets, bedspreads, and pillows for the 
beds in each of my two bedrooms.  
 
Now that I had my place livable I drove over to the Safeway on Second Street 
and Pine to pick up some groceries. Milk was 59¢ for a half gallon, chicken was 
39¢ a pound, and a dozen eggs were 58¢. I picked up some body soap and a 
tube of Brylcreem, a pomade for hair styling that most men used at the time. 
The whole cart of groceries was less than $15. I decided to drop some off at the 
apartment and take the rest home. Since the Studebaker was low on gas I 
stopped at the Conoco gas station and filled up my car for less than five 
dollars, leaded regular gas was only twenty-three cents a gallon. I just sat in 
the car while the attendant filled the tank, washed the windows and checked 
the oil. There was no self-serve here, no one had even thought of it in 1958!  
 
I headed back to the apartment to drop off my bedding and groceries. I pulled 
in to a parking place and as I was exiting the car an attractive older woman 
drove up in a brand new 1958 Buick Roadmaster. I looked up from extracting 
my groceries from the trunk and smiled at her and said hello. 
 
She smiled back and said, “You’re new here aren’t you?” 
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“Yes, I just moved in to apartment B, do you live here, too?” 
 
She answered yes and explained it was only temporary until her new house 
was finished over on Emerson Street. She told me the new house was a small 
two bedroom that would serve her needs well.  
 
“Are you retired? I asked. 
 
“Yes, I was a teacher in Seattle.” 
 
She told me her name was Dorothy and that her husband had died a few years 
previous. She had decided to get out of the big city and settle here near her 
oldest son and his family. She then asked about me. 
 
I hadn’t counted on meeting anyone so soon and hadn’t quite thought out my 
story. The first thing that came to mind was to fabricate a plausible story and 
extract myself from the conversation as soon as possible. 
 
“I’m from the east side of the state,” I said, “Richland, I taught at Columbia 
High School there and retired a few years ago. After my wife passed away I 
decided to move here to be closer to the mountains and Puget Sound, I like the 
outdoors and this seemed the perfect place. Listen, I’ve got to get these 
groceries put away, maybe we could talk some more later,” I said. 
 
She laughed and said that would be great and headed up the stairs to 
apartment C. I couldn’t help but admiring her fine figure, especially for a 
woman over 65!  
 
I went up to the apartment and quickly separated the groceries between those 
going and those staying and put the perishables in the fridge. I then made up 
the beds and hooked up the TV and adjusted the antenna until I got a clear 
signal from the CBS station in Everett. It was Sunday night and the Ed 
Sullivan Show was just starting. I was surprised that it was a show I 
remembered. It featured Johnny Wayne and Frank Shuster, Canada’s most 
famous and successful comedy duo of the time and it was just as funny this 
Sunday as it was over 50 years ago.  
 
When the show was over I turned the TV off and spent my first night in my 
apartment. The next morning I got up, showered, dressed, grabbed my 
groceries and returned home to 2012 at mid-morning. 
 
I left the Studebaker in the shed and walked towards the house with two large 
paper bags. To my surprise my granddaughter Emily was sitting on the steps to 
the kitchen door. When she saw me she got up and ran to greet me. After a 
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quick hug she ran up the steps and opened the door for me. We entered the 
kitchen and I put my bags on the table.  
 
“Grandpa,” she said, “why are these groceries in these brown paper sacks, I 
thought you always got plastic?” 
 
“Oh I just like to mix things up a little,” I said as I pulled a half gallon bottle of 
milk out of the sack. 
 
Emily’s brow furrowed as she saw the container. “Is that milk?”  
 
I hadn’t thought too much about it when I picked it up at the 1958 Safeway, 
but it was common to purchase milk in bottles in those days. I told her it was 
milk and that it was something new I had found. I explained that being 
environmentally conscience, I was trying to purchase what I could in reusable 
containers.  I told her I’d found a new store that was packaging things like they 
did when I was her age.  
 
“Gramps, I’ve heard you talk so much about life when you were my age. It sure 
would be fun to really see what it was like!” she said, “Wouldn’t it be great to 
travel back in time and have you take me around to all the places you use to 
hang out!” 
 
“What if we really could go back, would you really want to go?” 
 
“That would be awesome!” Just like one of those time traveling movies, only for 
real!” 
 
“That would be fun wouldn’t it...what are you doing here anyway?” 
 
“There’s six more weeks of summer and I’m bored to death, I thought you 
might need some help or maybe we could do something.” 
 
I told her I could use some help washing the car and then I had to go to the 
Alderwood Mall in Lynnwood and she could come along if she wanted. She 
agreed and we gathered the stuff to wash and vacuum the Buick. After we 
completed our trip to Lynnwood I dropped her off at her house and drove home. 
 
My next task was to figure a way to replenish my dwindling supply of 1950s 
cash. Henry was generous to leave me enough to get this far but how to convert 
2000’s cash to 1950’s was going to be a challenge.  
 
I considered many types of items I could take back and sell. The challenge was 
most things affordable today and that might have a high value in 1958, were 
either made in China or were technologically impossible at the time. Until 
President Nixon visited China in 1972 there was no commercial contact with 
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the communist country. Most of the items we purchase today are from 
countries that didn’t exist or were one of our “Cold War” advisories in 1958. If 
someone looked at the tag in my favorite polo shirt the “Made in Bangladesh” 
would make no sense since the country didn’t exist prior to 1971.  
 
I needed to find items made in the USA today that would have greater 
monetary value in 1958. I decided the best course of action would be to visit 
some stores at the Alderwood Mall and see what would work.   
 
As I wondered through the big J C Penney store at the mall I happened to pass 
the jewelry cases. I waited a few minutes while the sales associate finished with 
her customer and turned to help me.  
 
“May I help you?” she asked. 
 
“Yes, tell me about these diamond rings.” 
 
She told me that many of the rings they sold were set with cubic zirconia, a 
synthetic stone with the appearance of a diamond but at a cost of less than a 
fourth. She showed me a beautiful ring with a half-carrot stone; the price was 
$119. She then pull a similar ring out of the case, this one sells for $1,250, the 
difference was only in the stone. 
 
“How can you tell the difference between a synthetic stone and a natural 
diamond?” I asked. 
 
She told me that looking through a jeweler’s ten power magnifying loupe you 
would see flaws in a natural diamond; the cubic zirconia would be flawless. The 
quality of the cubic zirconia was determined by its cut. A well-cut stone would 
be difficult for most jewelers to tell whether it was a synthetic or natural stone.  
 
“That’s interesting, how long have these synthetic stones been around?” 
 
She told me that they had been around for a number of years but only in the 
last few years had the quality improved to the point to be nearly 
indistinguishable from the real thing.  
 
“What if my father gave my mother a ring like this sixty years ago, would 
anyone at that time have been able to tell the difference?” I asked. 
 
She said, “Probably not, there were no synthetic gem quality stones at that 
time, most jewelers would have considered it a rare flawless diamond and 
appraised it very high. ”After a few more questions I purchased a one carrot 
stone in a nice 10K gold band for $150. With that completed I headed home. I 
changed into my ‘50s clothes and headed back to the 1958’s Everett with the 
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ring in my pocket. In my previous trips I’d noticed a nice jewelry store on Colby 
Avenue.  
 
Prior to the early ‘70s Colby had been the popular street for teenagers cruising 
in their cars on weekend nights. The city fathers in their infinite wisdom had 
redesigned the street decades ago to discourage that activity so unless you 
were over sixty you’d have no recollection of those glory days of old. In 1958 the 
street was a magnet for kids to come from miles around, hang out and show off 
their wheels. Since I arrived at the street in the middle of the day the parking 
spaces were occupied by the sorts of cars middle age women would have driven 
in that era and the street was relatively quiet. 
 
I parallel parked and put a nickel in the parking meter which gave me an hour 
to complete my business. I walked a few doors down to the jewelry store and 
was greeted by a pleasant gentleman who appeared to be about my age. “What 
can I do for you?” he asked. 
 
I told him I had a ring I was interested in selling and I thought I’d check with a 
few jewelry stores to see if they would be interested. He told me that they didn’t 
normally deal in used items except on trade-ins but he would be happy to take 
a look. I gave him the ring and he took it over to his bench and turned on a 
bright light with an adjustable arm. Next he took out a ten power jewelers 
loupe and examined it under the light. He looked up at me with a puzzled look 
and then grabbed a twenty power loupe and looked at it again. When his 
examination was complete he turned off the light and walked around to me on 
the other side of the counter. 
 
“This diamond is flawless,” he said, “That’s very rare. Where did you pick this 
up?” 
 
I told him my late wife and I purchased it while vacationing in Europe a few 
years ago, in Amsterdam to be exact. Since I was now retired I was selling her 
jewelry to help with expenses.  
 
He told me that a diamond of this quality would retail for well over a thousand 
bucks, the band was worth about fifty dollars. Since the piece look brand new 
he would give me four hundred for it, about twenty percent less than his 
normal wholesale cost. I told him that seemed fair. He asked if I had any other 
items of similar quality. I told him I had a few more pieces and would bring 
them by in a few days. With that he wrote me a check. I thanked him and 
headed back to Snohomish to open a bank account and deposit the money. 
 
Over the next several days I spent a considerable amount of money at the 
Alderwood Mall’s Penney’s jewelry counter. I ran back and forth to Everett 
visiting a number of jewelry stores with the same story and achieved the same 
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results. Soon my bank account had grown to over four thousand dollars, a 
good year’s salary in 1958. 
 
 
 

Chapter 10 
 
On one of my trips to Everett I passed a used car lot on Broadway. Sitting in 
the front of the lot was a 1957 Chevrolet Bel Air convertible. I couldn’t help but 
stop and admire the classic. Of all American automobiles made during the 
1950s this car was among the most popular. As I admired the beauty a 
salesman approached me with the anticipated overly friendly “howdy. ” He 
flicked his still lit cigarette into the street and reached out to shake my hand.  
 
“Name’s Howard, how ya doin’ and how can I help ya?” he asked. “See yer 
admirin’ the Chev’, you’d look good in a car like that!” 
 
I answered that it looked to be in great shape and asked how much he wanted. 
He told me that this model was real popular, especially since it was summer 
and convertibles sold like hotcakes this time of year. 
 
“Only a year old,” he said, “And she’s got less than eight thousand or ‘er!” 
 
 I asked again how much he wanted. He hemmed and hawed a bit and finally 
said he couldn’t let it go for any less than $1,750. I told him I’d give him 
$1,575 and write him a check on the spot. He rolled his eyes and said $1,675 
and it was mine. We finally agreed on $1,625 and I told him I’d like it serviced 
and I’d pick it up tomorrow. He agreed and I headed back home.  
 
When I got back to the house I drove the Stude’ down the alleyway. There was 
a much younger Henry coming around the side of the shed to greet me. “Hello, 
I’ve seen you driving up this alleyway quite often lately, is there anything I can 
help you with?” he asked. 
 
I smiled and took out the key he had given me in the future. He looked it over 
and immediately understood its implication. “Are you the guardian who 
replaces me?” he asked. 
 
I told him I was and that he was my “trainer” and that I was here from 2010. 
He asked how things were in my time to which I replied, ” For the most part 
fine.” He said not to worry about coming and going, part of his job as a 
guardian’s was to help.  
 
With that he opened the doors for me and as I started to drive through the 
portal he said, “If you need me just come up to the house, I’ll tell my wife violet 
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that we’ve got a traveler so she won’t be startled.” With that I waved good-bye 
and drove through to 2012. 
 
Once I was back I moved the Studebaker out of the shed, parked it on the 
gravel drive next to the building and covered it with one of those heavy car 
covers. I then returned to the next day in ’58 and walked down to my 
apartment. As I neared the top of the stairs I was met by my neighbor, Dorothy. 
We visited a while, mostly about the weather and grandchildren. She said she 
was busy picking out furniture for her new house and was on her way to a 
store in Everett. She asked where my car was and I told her I’d sold it and 
purchased a newer used car and needed to pick it up it Everett. She asked if I’d 
like a lift, which she added, wouldn’t be any trouble since she was going that 
direction any way. It seemed like a good idea. 
 
We hopped into her big Roadmaster and headed north out of town on Highway 
2. She followed the road to the raised portion of the highway called the 
“trestle.” The trestle was a portion of roadway about a mile long that passed 
over the Snohomish River’s floodplain. Since this area was often flooded the 
roadway was constructed on top of a heavy bridge-like structure made of 
heavy, creosote treated timbers. This portion was only two lanes wide at the 
time. It was dangerous and many serious wrecks happened on this short 
stretch of roadway. It was replaced years later with a modern four lane 
concrete structure. 
 
We visited some on the way to Everett. She told me her husband was killed in 
the war. “He was first officer on the USS Cooper, a destroyer,” she said, “The 
ship was serving in the Philippines. In 1944 it was torpedoed by a Japanese 
destroyer, within a few minutes after it was hit it broke in half and sank. They 
were able to rescue about 150 of the sailors but about 200 were lost. My 
husband, Harry was one of them, his body was never found.” 
 
She told me how she was left with two teenage boys to raise by herself. It was 
hard she said, but she did have a job as high school teacher. 
 
“You never remarried?” I asked. 
 
“No, I would have liked to but there were so many men killed in the war, if you 
remember, that there weren’t enough to go around!” she laughed, “besides 
who’d want an old middle aged lady with two teenage boys?” 
 
We entered Everett and she dropped me off at the car lot. I thanked her and 
headed to the office to find Howard. He was sitting on an old couch in the office 
reading a “Saturday Evening Post” magazine and again smoking a cigarette. 
When he saw me enter he jumped up and shook my hand. He smelled like an 
ashtray. He took me to the service building behind the office. There was my 
car, ready to go. He told me I should receive the title in a few days in the mail. I 
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took the keys, thanked him and got in the car. I unlatched the convertible top 
and held down the power roof switch until the top was down. I started the 
motor and smiled as the 283 cubic inch engine roared to life. The big four 
barrel carburetor meant two things; she’d pass everything on the road except a 
gas station, but who cared about the price of gas, it was less than twenty-five 
cents a gallon!  
 
I headed back over the trestle to Snohomish. As I was driving out of town I 
turned on the radio. I had to laugh as I heard Patti Page signing Left Right Out 
Of Your Heart, a catchy tune that I loved in High School. I floored the beast and 
was thrilled as the transmission kicked into “passing gear”. This car could 
really move!   
 
I drove up to my apartment and raised the roof and rolled up the windows. In 
western Washington State, especially near Puget Sound, rain is often near. I 
didn’t want the interior to get soaked in the next rainstorm. As I finished 
buttoning up the car, Dorothy drove up in her Buick. She tapped her horn and 
waived. As she exited her car she startled me with a wolf whistle.  
 
“What a beauty!” she said, “What is this, your second childhood?” she kidded, 
“Ya looking ta pick up some dames?” 
 
I had to laugh; I was surprised by her sense of humor. “No lady, I’m looking to 
find some nice gal to take to dinner, how about it?” I asked without really 
thinking. 
 
She paused for a moment, looked at me, got serious and finally said, “Sure, 
dinner would be great, but give me a few minutes to freshen up.”  
 
“Great I’ll call for you in fifteen minutes, my dear,” I said with my best 
impression of Gone with the Wind’s Rhett Butler. 
 
She laughed and told me to make it ten. She walked up the stairs and entered 
her apartment. 
 
Panic overcame me. What in the world had I done? What am I going to talk 
about? I haven’t been on a date in over 40 years! What was I thinking? 
Thoughts continued to race through my mind. I headed up to my apartment 
and washed my face, brushed my teeth, put some Brylcreem on my hair, 
combed it, and changed in to a fresh set of clothes. I wondered what Linda 
would think?  Ten minutes later I knocked on Dorothy's door. 

 
She answered looking radiant. Her silver-gray hair was pulled back and held 
with a bright silver hair comb that accented her locks. She had on a soft white 
blouse with lace around the collar and a light blue skirt and some simple blue 
pumps on her feet. She closed her door, took my arm and we walked down the 
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stairs. I felt like an awkward teenager. I opened her door and closed it once she 
was in. As I slid into my side of the seat she looked at me and laughed. “Is this 
our first date? You don’t have to answer, I was just kidding!” 
 
I started laughing and began to feel better. Maybe this will work out all right, I 
thought.  
 
“Any place you’d like to eat? Since I’m new it town I don’t really have any 
preference”, I said. 
 
“I’m new here too if you’ll remember, but my son says there’s a nice place up 
on Lake Stevens. It’s only about 10 miles and it’s a lovely evening for a ride in a 
convertible!” 
 
I agreed, put the top back down and we headed out of town north on highway 9 
toward the town of Lake Stevens. I turned on the radio and we listen to a 
station featuring the talents of Perry Como, Frank Sinatra, and Nat King Cole. 
It was a pleasant drive and the view was even better, especially when I glanced 
over in Dorothy’s direction. Age had treated her well, she was beautiful! 
 
We found a nice little restaurant right on the lake. The table had a real linen 
table cloth. The silverware was heavy and of fine quality. The plates were real 
china. This was obviously a classy place. We ordered our food and dined, 
visited and enjoyed the view. There was a dance floor in the room next to ours 
and a band was playing soft dance music. After dessert Dorothy excused 
herself to “powder her nose” and headed to the ladies room. I was gazing out 
the window when I felt a tap on my shoulder. I turned and there was Henry 
smiling down at me.  
 
His blue eyes twinkled and he laughed as he said, “That’s a fine looking woman 
you’re with! Looks like you’re enjoying the ‘50s as much as I do.” 
 
“Henry!” I said, “What are you doing here?” 
 
“I told you I lived in Lake Stevens!” This is one of my favorite restaurants. I was 
as surprised to see you as I’m sure you were surprised to see me! Looks like 
you’re getting used to the portal.” 
 
“I am indeed! I’ve got an apartment in downtown Snohomish. The lady I’m with 
is my neighbor.” 
 
I glanced over toward the rest rooms and saw Dorothy coming our way. Henry 
told me he’d drop by in a few days and then excused himself. He returned to 
his table on the other side of the dining room before she arrived.  
 
“Who was that?” she asked, looking in his direction. 
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“Just an old fellow I met at the hardware store the other day,” I then asked her, 
“Would you like to dance?” 
 
“Oh heavens, sure, if you don’t mind getting your toes stepped on! The last 
time I danced was in 1943, right before Harry shipped out!” 
 
“I don’t mind if you don’t mind”, I said, with that we walked to the next room 
where the band was playing. As we entered the room they began playing 
“Stranger in Paradise”, a song made popular by Tony Bennett in 1953. It 
seemed a little apropos since I was really a stranger here in 1958.  
 
As I took her in my arms she put her arm around me and pulled me firmly 
toward her and rested her cheek against mine. I smelled the faint aroma of her 
perfume and as we began dancing my mind began to wonder back to my early 
years at college when Linda and I first began dating. We attended many dances 
until the kids came, then time didn’t allow much dancing. This was the first 
time I had actually held another woman in my arms other than Linda in over 
45 years. It felt a bit strange but at the same time pleasant. Dorothy began to 
hum softly with the music. It was a bit ironic that here I was enjoying the 
company of a beautiful woman who was born within a few years of my 
grandmother, yet in chronological years I was three years her senior.  
 
The band finished playing and we stopped dancing and applauded with the 
other dozen or so couples on the dance floor. Dorothy complemented my 
dancing and I reciprocated. After a few more dances we decided it was time to 
leave. We returned to the Chevy and began the drive back to Snohomish. It was 
a little after nine o’clock and the sun was a sinking golden glow behind the 
Olympic Mountains to the west. It was a warm and pleasant drive back to town 
as the clear night sky turned to a twinkling mass of heavenly bodies visible 
above the tree lined route south to Snohomish.  
 
I pulled into our parking area at the apartments, turned off the engine and 
walked around the car and opened the door for Dorothy. She took my hand 
and I gently pulled her up out of her seat and closed the door. We walked 
together up the stairs to our apartments and I escorted her to her door. She 
turned and took both my hands in hers and pulled me to her and stretched up 
and gave me a peck on the cheek and thanked me for a wonderful evening.  
With that she opened her door, stepped in, and as she closed the door, gave me 
a wink as she said good night.  
 
I stood for a moment in a bit of a fog not knowing what to do next. I soon 
realized I couldn’t stand outside her door forever so I turned and went to my 
apartment and bedded down for the night.  
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The next morning I awoke about seven, showered and shaved and went down 
to the parking lot. I hopped in my car and drove back up to the shed and 
opened the doors and drove through to 2012. 
 
As I drove the car into the shed I heard a scream of surprise, there in front of 
me, watching the car enter through the portal, was Emily. 
 

 
Chapter 11 

 
I slammed on the brakes to avoid hitting her and the car jerked to a halt, half 
way through the portal. Our eyes met and she blurted out, “Gramps, what’s 
going on and where is the rest of that car!” 
 
I asked her to move to the side and I pulled the rest of the way through the 
portal. I  got out of the car and disappeared as I stepped though the portal to 
close the outer doors.  
 
Emily was standing wide-eyed at the car as I reappeared on her side of the 
portal. She turned and looked at me and said, “Gramps, what’s going on? How 
did you bring that car in here out of nowhere, and how did you disappear and 
then reappear?” 
 
I told her everything was fine and not to be upset. “I will explain everything 
shortly,” I said, “But let’s go up to the house first.” She agreed and as we exited 
the building she reached in her pocket and gave me the key to the side door. I 
locked the door and as we walked up to the house I asked her, “What were you 
doing in the shed?”  
 
“I was bored and came over to see if you needed any help. When I knocked on 
the house door no one answered. I saw the Studebaker down here and I 
thought you were in the shed. When I tried the door it was locked so I took the 
key from under the rock. I saw you put it there when we were putting those 
paint cans away after we finished painting the kitchen. I opened the door and 
hollered for you... no one was here so I was just poking around. I guess I was 
just being noisy. The next thing I know you appear out of nowhere driving that 
car!” 
 
We reached the kitchen door and entered the house. I told her to have a seat 
and asked if she wanted anything to eat. She said no, she had just had 
breakfast before she came over. 
 
“So, Gramps, what’s going on and how did you and that car appear out of 
nowhere?” she anxiously asked, “and why are you wearing those funny 
clothes?” 
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“I’ll tell you, but first I have to explain the rules.” 
 
“Okay, what are the rules?” she asked. 
 
I briefly explained the story of the portal and the importance of keeping it 
secret. Mature beyond her years, Emily quickly grasped the situation and then 
surprised me by asking if she could enter the portal with me. I remembered 
Henry’s stories of Sven and Olga’s travels. 
 
“We’ll yes, I guess, but you must keep this between us until we decide who else 
can be trusted with its secret,” I said. 
 
With Emily’s confidence gained we walked back down to the shed.  I took her to 
the big double doors and opened them. “Emily, tell me what you see if front of 
you.” 
 
“Another set of doors,” was her answer. 
 
“Okay, I want you to take my hand and when you do I’ll imagine its 1958, my 
sophomore year in high school. Then we’ll walk towards the doors in front of 
us, but don’t be afraid.” 
 
Emily took my hand and we stepped through the portal, I opened the second 
set of doors and we were outside. As she looked around she noticed all the old 
cars parked in front of the houses. Her eyes wondered around the vista from 
the top of our hill and she began to tremble slightly at the uncertainty of what 
lay before her.  
 
“What happened to the town?” she asked, “It’s smaller and are all these old 
cars from 1958?” 
 
I told her they were and that it was time to step back through to portal. We 
then passed back into the shed and our present time. I told her to follow me 
again back through the portal. This time we stepped into the sunshine of 2012 
and everything was as we had left it moments before. I closed the doors and 
locked them and we headed up to the house. 
 
I began to explain to her what I had learned about the portal during my limited 
journeys. She became excited about the prospects of time travel but also 
remembered her promise not to reveal any knowledge of it. With her confidence 
assured I told her I needed some time to determine how best to proceed with 
any further travels. As I explained things to her I remembered our conversation 
in the kitchen while she was helping put away my “1958” groceries.  
 
“I just had a thought,” I said, “Do you remember the other day when you said it 
would really be cool if you could travel back in time to when I was your age?” 



47 
 

 
She got wide eyed as she grasped the possibility, “You’re right, Gramps, I never 
thought it would be possible but it really is now isn’t it!” She was excited at the 
prospect of escaping the mind numbing pastimes of computer games, 
Facebook, and surfing the web. “It must have been a lot more fun for kids 
when you were my age,” she stated. 
 
“In some ways it was, in others not. But before we can do anything we need to 
prepare your mother for the possibility. You won’t be going anywhere without 
her permission!” I stated emphatically, “You need to go on home while I try and 
figure out the best way to deal.” She agreed and left for home.  
 
I then tended to some long neglected chores. I mowed my lawn and set some 
sprinklers. Our normally wet weather had been interrupted by a warm dry spell 
and the grass was turning a little brown. I then took the mower down to the 
shed and headed back to the house just as John was driving up in his old 
beater pickup.  
 
“You ready to finish the laundry room?” he asked, “And why are you wearing 
that ridiculous hat, you look like someone out of the "Rat Pack.” 
 
I had forgotten to leave my fedora in the car. In fact I was surprised he didn’t 
say anything about the rest of my clothes.  
 
“I picked it up at a yard sale over on Fifth Street, I thought it was kind of 
funny,” I lied, “And this ‘cool’ hat keeps my bald spot from getting sunburned.” 
 
“Well hurry and get changed, I’ll meet you in the basement.” 
 
I quickly changed into my bibs and flannel shirt and hurried downstairs. John 
was drilling holes in the studs for the wiring and plumbing. Within a couple of 
hours we were ready to hang the sheetrock. John had picked up a sheetrock 
jack for the ceiling which made light work of a normally hard job. We screwed 
the sheets to the ceiling and then hung the wall panels. We covered the joints 
with mesh drywall tape and gave it a coat of mud to seal the joints. We would 
give it two more coats over the next several days and then after a light sanding 
we would be ready for paint. 
 
We picked up the tools and hauled the scrap sheetrock and lumber upstairs 
and threw it in the back of John’s pickup. I thanked him for the help and he 
left for home. I went back down to the basement and put the taping tools in a 
white five-gallon bucket and took them upstairs and outside where I cleaned 
them up with the garden hose. The rest of the day was spent paying bills and 
cleaning up the house. My mind was somewhat troubled by Emily’s discovery 
of the portal and how I should deal with it. Since it was getting late I decided to 
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sleep on it, sometimes things look better in the morning. With that in mind I 
went to bed. 

Chapter 12 
 
I awakened the next morning and went down to the basement. I put another 
coat of drywall mud on the sheetrock seams in the laundry room. With that 
done hunger pains were telling me I’d skipped breakfast and it was time to eat. 
I rummaged through the fridge and found a container of Yoplait raspberry low-
fat yogurt, an orange, and a couple of eggs. I fixed a quick breakfast and after 
cleaning up headed down to the shed. When I entered I was surprised to find 
Henry coming through the portal.  
 
“Hello,” he said, “Something told me that you might need some advice so I 
thought I’d drop by.” 
 
“Henry, I’m really glad you’re here, and you’re right, I am facing a dilemma.” I 
recounted Emily’s discovery of the portal and asked for his advice. 
 
“Once a person discovers that time travel is possible it’s pretty hard to resist 
the desire to try it out. It’s also much more enjoyable to have someone to travel 
with,” he said. 
 
“Part of me is excited to share the experience with Emily; the part that I am 
having difficulty with is taking her without her mother’s permission. What 
would you do if you were in my place?”  
 
“You have to tell enough ‘white lies’ while traveling,” he said, “It’s best to be 
truthful when possible. Haven’t you have taken Emily on many outings to the 
mountains?” 
 
“Yes, she’s always been my favorite grandkid. She spent a great deal of time 
with my wife and me over the years. Since Linda died, her visits have become 
more frequent.”  
 
“If you’re traveling to safe places there’s probably less danger than hiking 
through the wilderness. If you trust her mother, who is also your daughter, you 
should be able to tell her about the portal. If she is comfortable with the 
knowledge of its existence you may have two companions to share your travels 
with instead of one.” 
 
“Thanks, Henry, I think you’ve solved my problem. If there is anyone I can 
trust, it’s my daughter Meghan.” 
 
“Well, I guess I’ll head back home, oh, by the way, if you and your lady friend 
would like to come up to the lake and do some fishing, I have a 20' 1954 Chris 
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Craft Sportsman runabout, you’ll love her! The lake is teaming with fish and in 
1958 we don’t have any of those darn jet skis churning up the water.” 
 
“You’re on, I see you in a few days!” 
 
After Henry left and I drove over to Meghan’s. I entered through the side door 
and as usual Emily and her mom were in the kitchen. Emily was sitting at the 
table reading the newspaper. I winked at her and turned to Meghan who was 
rinsing the morning’s dishes in the sink. “Meghan,” I said, “If you and Emily 
have a little time this morning, I could use a some help.” 
 
“Sure dad,” she said, “What kind of help do you need?” 
 
“Well I guess this might sound a little strange, but I’ve got a new car. It’s not 
really new, but it’s new to me and I would like you two to take a ride with me,” 
I said. 
 
“What kind of car?” Meghan asked. 
 
“Well, do you remember me telling you what my dream car would have been 
when I was in high school?” 
 
“Dad, did you buy a ’57 Chevy?” she giggled. 
 
“Yes, I did!” 
 
“And it’s a convertible too!” Emily chimed in, “I saw it yesterday!” 
 
“And you didn’t tell me, you little twit!” her mother replied in mock reproach. 
 
“No, grandpa swore me to secrecy!” 
 
“Now, what I want you to do is get dressed in some blue jeans and roll them up 
to mid-calves. Wear some white Keds tennis shoes if you have them, if not 
some simple leather loafers will be fine.  I also want you to put on simple white 
blouses and pull your hair back in pony tails. No makeup and no gum 
chewing.  
 
“No gum chewing?” Emily asked, “If you want us to look like girls from the ‘50s 
what’s wrong with chewing gum? All the old movies show girls from that time 
chewing gum!” 
 
“Yes they did, but not that green gum you chew. If you’re going to ride in my 
car I want you to look authentic! And leave your cell phones here at home, you 
won’t need them!” 
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They agreed and went to their rooms to change, in a few minutes they returned 
looking every bit the part of actors out of an episode of “Ozzie and Harriet”, a 
popular TV show for the late '50s. We drove over to my house in the Buick, 
parked the car in the driveway and walked down to the shed. As we entered I 
flipped on the light and smiled as Meghan let out a gasp when she saw the two-
tone, turquoise and white Bel Air. 
 
“Dad, it’s beautiful, I looks almost new! Where did you get it?” she asked. 
 
“Over in Everett, hop in and I’ll take you to lunch.” 
 
While they jumped in the car I opened the first set of doors. I had already 
opened the second set before I went to pick them up. I front of us was a sunny 
day in July 1958.  
 
“Meghan, you may be a little shocked at where were going for lunch,” I said, 
“Not in a way you may expect, but it’s a special place and I need both of you to 
promise that you will never tell anyone where we’ve been without my 
permission.” 
 
With a laugh she answered, “Oh dad, don’t be so dramatic, and wherever it is 
I’m sure there are plenty of people who already know about it!” 
 
“In a way yes there are, but I still need your promise!” 
 
“Okay, I promise.” 
 
“Hang on, where we’re going may startle you, but just rest assured everything 
will be all right”, I answered, “Now that we’re in the 1957 Chevy, I want you to 
imagine it’s 1958 as we drive though the doors.” 
 
“Okay dad, we’ll humor you, “Emily, we’re going with dad to 1958", she 
laughed, “Are you ready!” She turned to the back seat and saw Emily grinning 
ear to ear! 
 
“I’m ready, mom, I hope you are too!” she laughed.  
 
With that I started the car and drove through the portal. I then got out of the 
car and closed the outer doors and locked them and got back in.  
 
As we turned down the alleyway and on out to Third Street they looked around 
and noticed all the old cars parked in front of the houses. Their eyes wondered 
around the vista from the top of our hill. Meghan asked, “What happened to 
the town? It’s smaller and all these old cars look like they’re from the 1950s! 
Dad, what’s going on here?” 
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I pulled the car over to the side of the road and began to explain to her the 
same thing I’d told Emily the day before. At first she was a bit skeptical but her 
acceptance and comfort level increased as we headed down the hill. 
 
“Where are we going?” she asked. 
 
“I told you I was taking you to lunch, aren’t you hungry?” I asked. 
 
“Sure, but where are we going?” 
 
“To the Hub,” I laughed, “I thought you guys would like a big greasy burger and 
some fries!” 
 
We headed over to Avenue “D” and then north past the high school up to 
Bonneville Avenue. There on the corner was the old "Hub" drive in. It was 
pretty much as I’d remembered it when I first came to town. We pulled up to 
the front and a carhop came out and took our order. “Three deluxe burgers, 
three large orders of fries, and three large Cokes,” I said. Ten minutes later she 
was back at the car with a tray full of food that hung by two rubber coated 
hooks off the car’s window. The bill was $1.75; I gave her a $2.00 and told her 
to keep the change. With that we began to devour our meal.  
 
Emily was as intrigued by the packaging as she was with the food. The straws 
were made of paper with a waxy coating. The beverage cups were similar with 
the same wax coating. She scraped some of the wax off her cup with her 
fingernail and gave me a puzzled look.   
 
“Its wax,” I said, “It keeps the cup from leaking, plastic coating won’t happen 
for a few more years,” I added  
 
We finished our lunch and placed the trash on the tray and I honked the horn. 
The car hop came out with a smile and thanked us and took the tray. I backed 
out of our space and headed back down Avenue “D”. As we passed the high 
school Emily and Meghan stared in amazement. It resembled the school Emily 
was going to attend as a sophomore in September and the one Meghan had 
graduated from in 1982, but it was much smaller.  
 
We then headed downtown, passing the Dairy Queen on Second Street, and 
then continued down the hill and took a left on First Street. As we drove down 
the street the girls were amazed at how different the stores looked. The cars 
parked out front looked huge to them. The area was very busy with moms and 
children out shopping for school clothes. Snohomish’s downtown was a typical 
“Main Street” of the period, the hub of local commerce and culture. 
 
I didn’t want to overwhelm them with sensory overload so I turned on Union 
and headed back up to the shed on Third. I pulled in the alley and drove to the 
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shed. I gave Meghan the keys and she jumped out, unlocked, and opened the 
doors. As I drove the car into the shed she closed the doors and locked them 
behind her. She then stepped through the portal and she joined us in 2012. We 
exited the building and walked up to the house. 
 
Back in the house Meghan peppered me with questions. Emily and I told to her 
how she had stumbled on the portal and how I had to explain it to her. I then 
told her how I needed to let her in on the secret, since taking her daughter 
anywhere without her permission was out of the question. Meghan thanked me 
for my honesty and then surprised me when she said, “Dad, as long as you’re 
comfortable with your travels, I don’t have any problem with Emily going with 
you, as long as I know where and when you’re going. I also would like to be 
involved as well.” 
 
I was relieved at her willingness to let my granddaughter experience something 
few other teenagers had, or would ever have the opportunity to do. Soon the 
girls’ questions were coming faster than my poor old brain could answer.  “Slow 
down!” I said. “I’ve got an idea. How about for the next week, you two watch 
every episode of “I Love Lucy” and “Leave it to Beaver” you can find. They’re on 
the oldies stations you get on your satellite receiver at home. This will give you 
a good idea of what was happening in the '50s. You can also “Google” the 
1950s and find a great deal of information about what life was like back then. 
Be sure and research news stories and fashions of the time. You should also go 
down to the library; they’ve got a great collection of magazines from the 1950s. 
Read some of them cover to cover and don’t skip the advertisements. YouTube 
would be a great place to watch other 50’s television clips and listen to music 
that was popular at the time. Remember, we concentrating on the summer of 
1958.” 
 
Meghan asked, “Dad, what are your ‘travel plans?’” 
 
“Well, Emily and I thought it might be fun for her to attend school at 
Snohomish High for a short time, a quarter at the most. Since we’ve got five 
weeks of summer left we could easily do it without interfering with her starting 
school here in September. We just need to drop in and out of 2012 so we can 
touch base with you as needed. You can also visit us as often as you like, I’ve 
got a two bedroom apartment just down the block so all you need to do is put 
on the appropriate attire, and after passing through the portal, walk down the 
hill to see us. We can be gone for several months while only being away from 
here for a few days or weeks, it just depends on what we need to get done here. 
That’s the beauty of the portal’s ability to adjust times to our needs,” I 
explained. 
 
“Okay dad, you just make sure my little girl is safe, from what I know and have 
seen today, Snohomish was a lot safer in 1958 than it is today.” She turned to 
Emily and said it was time to go home. She needed to get to work in a few 
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hours and they needed to talk. I asked if they needed a ride home to which 
Meghan said no, it was a nice afternoon and the short walk home would give 
them a chance to talk. I saw them to the door and then decided to drive back to 
my apartment and check on Dorothy.  
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Chapter 13 

 
I backed the Chevy out of the shed, closed the doors and returned to my 
apartment. I arrived at dark and since I was dead tired, I brushed my teeth, 
put on my pajamas and went to bed. I didn’t wake until after nine in the 
morning. I got out of bed, showered, shaved and got dressed. I gathered my 
dirty clothes and threw them in a laundry bag and headed over to the coin 
operated laundry next to the Safeway. Instead of inserting quarters like a 
twenty-first century machine required, the machines here took nickels, the 
vending machines along the walls sold cigarettes as well as soda and candy 
bars. Both soda and candy bars were a nickel. Cigarettes were fifteen cents. I 
bought a Snickers bar and a bottle of Grape Nehi soda. I had to laugh at the 
selection of soda pop in the machine; there were brands I hadn’t seen in over 
thirty years, Nesbit’s orange, Hires root beer, Bubble-Up, and more. As I drank 
the Nehi I thought of Radar O’Reilly on M*A*S*H, it was his favorite soda, a 
brand not available since I was in Vietnam. 
 
With my clothes washed, dried, and folded I returned to my car and placed 
them in the back seat. As I walked next door to Safeway to pick up a few 
groceries, a black 1948 Mercury Coupe roared by on Pine Avenue. The driver 
was a hulking teenager with a couple of other greasy looking kids riding with 
him, one small the other much larger. We would have called them “Hoods or 
Greasers” in my day. No good trouble makers I thought, in a souped-up car 
looking for trouble! It made me remember some of the not so pleasant things 
from my high school years. They were pulling into the store’s parking lot as I 
entered the store. 
 
In Safeway I picked up the items I needed including a pack of Wrigley’s Double 
Mint gum for Emily. As I left the store, the Black Mercury was parked in the 
space beside my car with its motor running. The three hoods were all smoking 
and watching me as I walked in front of their car.  I got in the Chevy and the 
greasy blonde kid in the driver’s seat looked over at me and with a sneer said, 
“nice car... for an old geezer!” With that they all started laughing as he backed 
out of the parking space. His tires squealed as he roared out of the parking lot 
and back on to Second Avenue. 
 
I watched them drive off, my blood boiling at the insult. I had a sinking feeling 
it wouldn’t be the last time I would see them. I then returned to my apartment 
and dropped my things off. As I was leaving, Dorothy drove up and tapped her 
horn and waived at me. As she got out of the car she smiled and then threw me 
a verbal curve ball. 
 
“Say Pete, seems I remember you telling me you moved here to be close to 
nature, isn’t that right?” 
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“That’s right,” I answered. 
 
Well, then why haven’t I seen you with a fishing pole, backpack, or any other 
outdoor equipment?” 
 
Thinking fast I answered, “Funny you asked, I was just on my way to the 
sporting goods store. Most of my things are still in storage in Richland. I just 
haven’t had time to go back and pick them up. I figured I’ll get a few things 
here. Want to come along?” 
 
“I’d love too, just give me a minute to put my things away.” 
 
She returned and we headed over to Ely’s Hardware and Sporting Goods on 
Second Street. When we entered the store a familiar face greeted us and asked 
what we needed. I asked the young man his name and he told me it was John. 
With his freckles and thick head of red hair I immediately recognized him as 
my best friend John Young, only fifty-four years younger. I asked him if he 
went to Snohomish High School. He said yes and that he was going to be a 
senior. “A good looking kid like you must have a girlfriend!” I kidded him. He 
told me he did and her name was Pat and that she was going to be a 
sophomore. “That’s great, John, I bet she’s a wonderful girl.” 
 
I then told him I wanted a good fishing reel and rod. He ended up selling me a 
Garcia Mitchell 300 reel with a Garcia fiberglass rod. I picked up additional 
equipment as well as a second rod and reel combo just in case I had someone 
who might want to go fishing with me. I thanked John for his help and told him 
I hoped to see him again. We loaded the equipment in the car’s enormous 
trunk. Dorothy then asked if I would like to see her new house while we were 
out. I said I would and we headed up to Emerson Street to check it out.  
 
As we neared the house we saw a 1953 Ford pickup parked in front. The bed of 
the truck contained a large tool box and some lumber. The door to the house 
was open and we could hear hammering inside. We entered the house, Dorothy 
smiled and said hello to the contractor. She introduced me and then showed 
me around. It was small but cozy with two bedrooms and a galley kitchen with 
a closet for a washer and dryer. A carport with a built-in storage shed at the 
back would provide for her car and lawn equipment. There was a small patio 
with an awning in the backyard. Not bad for 1958 I thought.  
 
“This is real nice!” I said, “When are you moving in?” 
 
“In a few weeks”, she answered, “It’s pretty much done except for some trim 
work and the flooring. I’m having hardwood floors throughout the house except 
for the kitchen. I’m having linoleum put in there, I think it will be easier to 
keep clean.” 
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We returned to our apartments and she invited me in for lunch. She made 
some of the best chicken salad I had ever eaten. As we ate she became a little 
quite and quietly asked if I ever got lonely living by myself.  
 
“I do sometimes,” I said, “I miss my wife’s companionship, it’s hard after being 
married for over forty-five years to be alone. How about you? 
 
“Yes, I miss my Harry but it’s been over fourteen years since he was killed. My 
time was filled with raising my boys and teaching school. During the summers 
we would travel by train to Missouri to visit my parents,” she said, “It’s a little 
harder now that I’m retired and my kids are grown. I get to spend some time 
with my grandchildren but they have busy lives and lots of friends, so time 
with grandma is limited,” she said. 
 
She reached over and grabbed my hand and gave it a squeeze and said, “I’m 
glad I met you Pete, you’re one in a million!” 
 
I smiled and said, “I feel the same way, it’s hard to find someone our age 
without a lot of baggage, especially one like you, seems like we have a lot of 
things in common. Thanks for the lunch.” 
 
I got up and cleared my place while she did the same. I gave her a quick hug 
and left. I hopped in my car and drove up the hill to 2012. 

 
As I drove through the portal I thought of mid-afternoon. I locked up the shed 
and headed up to the house just as John and Pat were driving up in his old 
beater pickup. “How’s the laundry room coming?” John asked. 
 
“I’ve finished the second coat of drywall mud, I just need to put on the final 
coat, come on downstairs and you guys can help me." 
 
They got out of the old truck and followed me into the house and down the 
basement stairs. We visited while I put on the final coat and then cleaned up 
the tools with the garden hose outside in the driveway.  
 
“I think it’s my turn to spring for dinner,” I said as I invited them out for Pizza 
to which they agreed. I told them I would drive and would pick them up in an 
hour. They left and I called Emily to see if she’d like to tag along. She agreed. I 
got myself cleaned up and then drove over and picked her up. We then swung 
over to the Young’s and picked them up. We headed over to The Pizza Palace, a 
local placed owned by a couple named Dave and Ann. They were nice kids who 
ran a classy place with great food.  
 
After we ordered we visited for a while. John and Pat had grown up in 
Snohomish and were High School sweethearts. When I confirmed that John 
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had graduated in 1959 Emily’s ears picked up and she started asking 
questions.  
 
“I’ve been studying the 1950s, ” she said, “Can I ask you a few questions?” 
 
John and Pat laughed and said, “Of course, anything you want.” 
 
Over the next hour Emily peppered them with questions about everything from 
music to politics. Between bites of Hawaiian and pepperoni and mushroom 
pizzas they did their best to recall the times and customs of over fifty years in 
the past.  
 
With dinner over, we drove back over to John and Pat’s and dropped them off.  
We then drove back to Emily’s house. 
 
“Gramps,” she said, “You and grandma were married for over forty-five years, 
right?” 
 
“That’s right.” 
 
“And John and Pat have been married even longer than that,” she continued. 
 
“Right again.” 
 
“It seems that people your age stayed married longer than younger people do 
today. What do you think is the reason?” she asked. 
 
I thought about that for a while and then answered, “Commitment, I guess. 
When your grandmother and I were married we made vows, among them were 
for better or worse, and until death do us part. I think many young couples 
make the same vows but they forget them as soon as they leave the church. 
Our marriage wasn’t perfect but we were always working hard to make it 
better. The bible says a man and wife become one. I always took that to mean 
“one in purpose.” Marriage is a partnership; your lives become intertwined with 
building a family and a life together. In the bible God gave Adam a mate named 
Eve. He then told them to be fruitful and multiply. They sort of set the example 
for the rest of us.  
 
“I’m sure divorce never entered their minds,” she laughed, “Who would they 
have married?” 
 
I laughed too as I pulled into her driveway. “Here you go, coming over 
tomorrow?” I asked. 
 
“Sure, I’ll be over after breakfast, we need to talk about our trip.” With that she 
jumped out of the car and waved good-bye as she ran into the house. 
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I drove home, parked the car and walked down to the shed. I got in the Chevy 
and drove out the doors to my apartment. As I pulled into the parking lot 
Dorothy was sitting on the stairs with a big glass of lemonade reading a 
magazine. 
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Chapter 14 

 
I got out of my car, waved and said, “Hello pretty lady, nice evening for some 
fresh air!” 
 
She looked up and laughed and said, “It’s just too nice outside to be cooped up 
in the apartment. I was hoping you’d show up, want a glass of lemonade?” 
 
I said sure as she got up and went to her apartment. I picked up the magazine; 
it was an issue of Life from June of 1958. On the cover was a photograph of a 
group of high school kids looking at a yearbook. The article was titled “Gay 
School Time Memories.” It took me back for a minute until I remembered in the 
1950s “Gay” meant “Happy.” She returned with a drink for me and two small 
plates with some, still warm, apple pie.  
 
“My, oh my,” I said, “How in the world did you know apple pie was my 
favorite?” 
 
“You’re from eastern Washington aren’t you?” she said. 
 
“That’s right, born in Franklin County.” 
 
“Everyone knows the best apples in the world come from Eastern Washington. I 
just took an educated guess, try it and tell me if you like it.” 
 
As I bit into it the crust melted in my mouth. The apples were just right and 
not overdone. A hint of cinnamon was just the perfect touch. I suddenly wished 
the piece was twice the size she had given me! 
 
“It’s wonderful!” I said with my mouth still half full. I grabbed the glass of cold 
milk and took a drink to wash the bite down. “Where did you learn how to cook 
like this?” 
 
“I told you I was a teacher didn’t I?”  
 
“Yes you did, but what did you teach? No, don’t tell me; let me guess …I bet it 
was Home Economics! I’m right aren’t I?” 
 
“Yes, you are dead on”, I taught at Franklin High in Seattle and you were born 
in Franklin County, what a coincidence”, she laughed. 
 
“How about you, where were you born?”  
 
She told me she was born in St. Joseph, Missouri in 1896. She met Harry while 
attending the University of Missouri in Columbia. Harry graduated as a 
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mechanical engineer and she as a teacher. It was 1917 and the U.S. had 
recently declared war on Germany. Harry joined the navy and was given a 
commission as an ensign. He served on a destroyer guarding convoys bound 
for England. After the war they were married. He remained in the navy for 
several years and then transferred to the reserves where he rose to the rank of 
Lieutenant Commander. He then landed a job with the Stearman Aircraft 
Company in Wichita, Kansas.  In 1938 Stearman became part of Boeing.   
 
With war in Europe brewing, the company wanted him to work on the new 
warplanes being developed at the company’s headquarters in Seattle. The 
family moved there in ‘39 and Harry worked for several years until his naval 
reserve unit was called to active duty in 1943. He served for a little over a year 
until he was killed. Dorothy had been teaching at Franklin High since the fall 
of ’39 and told me her job helped her cope with the loss of a husband and also 
the loss of Harry’s income.  Her two sons were teenagers at the time. 
 
I tried to avoid telling her too much about me. I didn’t want to get tangled up in 
my story so I modified things a bit to fit the time and places as needed. I told 
her I had served in army’s 82nd Division during the first war but I didn’t like to 
talk about it to which she understood.  I then told her I had a daughter named 
Meghan who lived in Richland, Washington. I explained that she had three 
daughters including a fifteen year old named Emily of whom I was quite fond. I 
told her Emily might be coming to stay with me for a few months and attend 
Snohomish High School for the fall term. 
 
“Is she having trouble at home?” she asked. 
 
“Not really,” I answered, “We just thought it might be fun for her to attend a 
different high school for a quarter and I could use some company.” 
 
“That would be nice for you and a chance for Emily to experience the many 
outdoor wonders around here,” she said. 
 
I had lost track of time as we sat there visiting. The night was cooling down 
and it had become dark. The soft warmth of her body was comforting as she 
sat close to me. She looked up and marveled at the full moon that was visible 
in the sky to the west.  
 
“Pete, do you think we’ll ever send a man to the moon?” she asked. 
 
The question took me back for a while as I realized that it was only the year 
before that the Soviet Union had launched Sputnik, the first satellite to orbit 
the earth. Later that year they had launched a dog into space. In the fall of 
1958 NASA was formed but it wouldn’t be for several more years until the U.S. 
would begin its program to send a man to the moon.  
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I answered, “I am sure we will send a man to the moon and it will happen in 
our lifetime.” 
 
“My Harry loved to read stories about space travel. He was a big Buck Rogers 
fan and loved reading Jules Vern stories as well. Her voice grew soft as she 
said, “Pete, you would have liked him a lot and I know he would have liked you 
as well... you really believe we’ll land a man on the moon before we die?”  
 
“I’ll bet you dollars to donuts we’ll land a man on the moon before the ’70s”, I 
said, “That means we’ll both be less than eighty, just slightly passed middle 
age!” 
 
We both laughed as we got up and carried the dishes to her apartment. I 
helped her wash and put away the dishes. I told her I would be gone for a few 
days since I was going to pick up Emily and bring her to Snohomish for a short 
visit. She walked me to the door and with a quick hug and peck on the cheek 
wished me a good night and a safe trip as she closed her door. 
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Chapter 15 

 
A good night’s sleep in July of 1958 was just what I needed. I got up, showered 
shaved and got dressed. I fixed a quick breakfast of Wheaties with banana 
slices on top. As I was eating my cereal it dawned on me that 1958 was the 
year General Mills first started putting athletes on the front of the boxes. There 
was pole vaulter Bob Richards looking like his whole success in life was a 
result of eating Wheaties! I chuckled to myself as I remembered the television 
ads of the time with Bob’s unabashed endorsement of the wonder cereal.  
 
I finished my breakfast, left my apartment and walked the few steps to 
Dorothy’s door and knocked. She answered wearing a housecoat like my 
mother use to, with her hair tied up in a bandana like Lucy Ricardo on “I Love 
Lucy.” She invited me in to which I declined and told her I needed to get on my 
way to Richland. I asked her if she’d like have dinner with me when I returned. 
She accepted the invitation and I told her I’d see her in a few days. 
 
I headed back up to the shed and returned to 2012. After a quick clothes 
change I called Emily and asked her to come over. She showed up on her 
mountain bike a few minutes later. I was waiting for her in the shade of the 
front porch. She sat down on the lawn chair beside me and I began to quiz her 
about the 1950s.   
 
She had obviously been doing her “home work”. She had a pretty good grasp of 
the period including clothing, entertainment, and events of the time. I told her 
we needed to “test the waters” before we decided on any lengthy stay in the 
1950s. It had occurred to me that even though we could leave and return at 
the same time we left, that the aging process would continue. I gave her the 
example that if we were gone for a period of a year she would turn sixteen while 
away. If we returned close to the time we left people would noticed she had 
changed and begin to ask questions.  
 
We both agreed that if she were going to attend school in 1958 that a quarter 
was about the limit we could be gone. We decided our story would be this; she 
was visiting me from her home in Richland, Washington. Her dad was killed in 
the Korean War in 1951. He was a navy pilot and was shot down. Since 
Richland was the bedroom community for the Hanford Atomic Reservation and 
a place of much secrecy she couldn’t say much about what her mom did other 
than that she was a nurse. Her birth year would become 1943 and she was 
entering her sophomore year of high school. She could tell people she would be 
attending the first quarter at Snohomish High to keep her grandfather 
company.  I explained that discussion about music, texting, the internet, 
computers, iPods or any other modern devices must be avoided. She was to 
pretend to be a very shy and quite girl until she had a good grasp of 1958’s 
culture. 
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I told her to return home and change into her ’50s clothing and we would take 
a short trip to see how things worked. She got on her bike and returned home. 
She told her mom she was going to help me with some shopping, it was just 
that the shopping was going to be fifty-four years in the past! He mom laughed 
and told her to be careful and to keep a close eye on me to which she agreed.  
 
She came back to my house and we headed down to the shed, jumped in the 
Chevy and headed to an afternoon in late July to the downtown Penney’s store 
circa 1958, two days after I’d left Dorothy’s. She had learned from her studies 
and chat with Pat that young ladies in the 1950s wore skirts and dresses to 
school, pants were not allowed.  
 
As we entered the store the same middle-aged woman I’d met before 
approached us and asked if we needed assistance. She directed us to the 
woman’s department where a nice looking, fortyish woman asked how she 
could help us. I explained that Emily was my granddaughter and she needed 
some school clothes. I told the woman that she was from the east side of the 
state and not familiar with the dress code or styles that were popular at 
Snohomish High School. She quickly grasped the situation and helped Emily 
pick out some straight skirts, some nice fitted blouses, and some Jansen 
sweaters to match the skirts. Emily took a number of things to the fitting room 
and once dressed came out to show me how she looked.  
 
While the clerk was away for a few minutes Emily began to laugh as she 
showed me some dirndl skirts with crinoline petticoats. “Gramps, these are just 
like the ones I wore to a ‘50s sock hop party in the fifth grade, except they don’t 
have a poodle on them!” she chuckled, “And look at these saddle shoes; they 
look like something out of an old Elvis movie!” 
 
I appreciated her humor but I saw wholesomeness in the clothing that I hadn’t 
seen in years. I had forgotten how dressed up and how modest the girls had 
been when I was in school. “You might think they’re funny, but to me you look 
beautiful in them.” 
 
When the clerk returned, Emily was wearing one of the straight skirts. The 
clerk asked her to kneel down which she obediently did. Her skirt touch the 
floor and the clerk pronounced it acceptable for school wear. If it hadn’t 
touched the floor she would have been sent home for a dress code violation! 
 
The clerk helped her with undergarments including a girdle, garter belt, nylons, 
panties, as well as socks, bras, a small purse, a wallet, and all the other 
trappings for a fashionable young lady of 1958. Our final purchase included a 
P.E. uniform consisting of a white blouse and baggy blue shorts and some 
short legged pants called “pedal pushers” for casual after school wear. The 
clerk said her Keds tennis shoes would be fine for P.E. but she couldn’t wear 
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them outside the gym. If she wanted another pair they would be two dollars. 
We agreed that would be a good choice. As the clerk rang up the sale I looked 
at some of the garment tags, all of the items were made in the United States. 
The last garment I remember buying that was made in the U.S. was the pair of 
bib overalls I picked up at Wal-Mart.  The total came to $97. I wrote her a 
check and we left and drove up to my apartment. 
 
We unloaded the clothes from the car and took them up the stairs to my 
humble abode. As we entered the living from, our arms full of sacks, I directed 
Emily to the second bedroom. I had made her bed up with a pretty, white 
Chenille bedspread I had purchased earlier at Penney’s. Her pillows were 
stuffed with goose feathers. I had picked up some pretty bed lamps at a store in 
Everett, as well as some nice pictures to hang on the wall. The room reminded 
me of my older sister’s room when I was a kid. Emily remarked that the room 
looked nice and cozy. On the dresser was her pack of Wrigley’s double mint 
gum.  
 
She and I dropped the sacks on the bed and I told her to come and look around 
the apartment. She let out a little giggle when she saw the television with its 
rabbit ears antenna. The refrigerator in the kitchen was of the streamlined 
variety, complete with a rounded top. What a dumb design I thought, put a 
bottle of milk on the top or the fridge and watch it slide off and crash on the 
floor.  
 
She opened the door and saw the tiny freezer compartment, barely big enough 
for a whole chicken and couple of aluminum ice cube trays. The trays were the 
kind with a metal handle you needed to pull to release the cubes, that was 
about all that would fit. There was a heavy coat of frost coating the inside. On 
either side of the freezer compartment were narrow shelves where the half-
gallon milk bottles would stay coolest.  
 
“Grandpa, these bottles are the same as you have at your house!”  
 
“Of course they are, milk is about one fifth the price here as it is in 2012. I’ve 
been saving a bundle on groceries and a lot of other things as well!” I answered, 
“Now, go put your clothes away. I’ve got a neighbor I’d like you to meet, just 
remember to be careful what you say, our story is you’re here from Richland 
and are going to attend school for the first quarter at Snohomish High.” 
 
“Okay,” she said, “But who is she?” 
 
“Her name is Dorothy, I’ve already told her about you. She’s a real nice lady 
and I know you’ll like her.” I left and went next door and knocked on Dorothy’s 
door.  
 
“Hi Pete, I thought I heard someone drive up! How are you?” she said. 
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“I’m just great, I’d like you to come next door and meet someone,” I said. She 
agreed and we went back to my apartment.  
 
“Emily, come on out of your room for a minute, I have a friend I’d like you to 
meet.” 
 
“Just a minute,” she hollered, “I changing my clothes.” 
 
As few minutes later she came out of the room wearing her pedal pushers and 
new pair of Keds and a white blouse. Her hair was pulled back in a pony tail 
and she was chewing gum… gray gum. Dorothy smiled as she entered the 
room.  
 
“Dorothy, this is my granddaughter, Emily,” I said, “Emily, this is my friend 
Dorothy.” 
 
Emily reached out to shake Dorothy’s hand to which she responded with a 
grace and manner fitting a lady of her generation.  
 
“I am so pleased to meet you,” Dorothy said. 
 
Emily smiled and said, “And I am please to meet you as well!” 
 
“If you girls are hungry let’s go to dinner,” I said, “What would you like to eat?” 
 
Dorothy said she had seen a nice Chinese restaurant in Everett. It sounded like 
a good idea so we drove north on highway 2 to the trestle and then turned west 
and drove across the Snohomish River’s flood plain to town. All three of us 
were in the wide front seat with Emily riding the “hump” in the middle. As we 
drove across the trestle Emily asked how far I thought the roadway was above 
the river’s floodplain.  
 
“It has to be over thirty feet,” I answered. 
 
“The roadway seems a little narrow, are there many accidents here?”  
 
Dorothy answered that her son had told her to be careful crossing the trestle. 
With the dark timbers and lack of lighting you had to be very careful especially 
at night. Over the years a number of cars had crashed through the railings and 
had gone over the sides, some landing in the waterways below. “You need to be 
very careful here,” she said.  
 
As we headed across the trestle a black, ’48 Mercury passed us going the other 
way. It was obviously speeding and it appeared to be driven by a greasy looking 
teenager with a DA haircut. There were two other hoodlums sitting in the front 
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seat with him. As it passed I looked in my rearview mirror and saw a lit 
cigarette fly out the window, exploding in a shower of sparks as it hit the 
roadway. I was sure it was the same car I had seen when I was at the Safeway 
store in Snohomish. If it had been 2012 I would have called 911 on my cell 
phone and reported the creeps. One thing that hadn’t changed in over fifty 
years was presence of irresponsible youths who thought their sole purpose in 
life was to bring misery to others.  
 
At the west end of the trestle was a green steel bridge crossing the main portion 
of the Snohomish River. It was of a truss design where the center portion 
raised to allow the passage of boats. It was still in use when I moved to 
Snohomish in 1969. It was replaced in the 1980s with a modern concrete 
structure. I had to laugh when I thought of the story of the man who sat in the 
bridge’s control room. Rumor had it that he worked there for nearly 30 years 
and never raised the center span once! It may have been true. In all the years I 
had crossed the trestle, I had never seen the bridged raised once for single 
boat. 
 
We crossed the bridge and entered Everett on Hewitt Avenue. We drove several 
blocks and turned north on Broadway until we reached the “Chinese Gardens” 
restaurant. Once inside a middle aged Chinese woman showed us to our table 
and gave us menus. She soon returned with a teapot and some small Chinese 
teacups. We decided to order family style and were treated to a wonderful meal. 
 
After we finished our meal the waitress returned with the check and three 
fortune cookies. We broke open the cookies and shared our fortunes. Mine 
said, “A new love will come your way!” It took me back for a minute, as I 
considered its message, I glanced up at Dorothy and she was smiling at me. I 
paid the bill, left a tip, and we left. 
 
The trip back to Snohomish was uneventful; the days were getting a little 
shorter as August neared. As we crossed the trestle I could see the sun setting 
behind the Olympics in my rearview mirror. I mentioned it and the girls turned 
their heads to see its beauty. The view was even prettier to me as I saw Dorothy 
gently place her hand on Emily’s shoulder as the two enjoyed the view from my 
classic 1957 convertible. 
 
We returned to the apartment and Dorothy thanked us for the pleasant evening 
and good company and returned to her apartment. Emily and I went to my 
apartment where she changed back into her other clothes. We left, got in the 
car and headed up the hill to the shed.  
 
As we drove up the hill Emily said, “Dorothy’s very nice gramps, she reminds 
me of grandma.” 
 
“How so?”  
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“She’s pretty and smart and seems very nice. What happened to her husband?” 
she asked. 
 
“He was killed in the war. His ship was sunk near the Philippines in 1944. 
She’s a retired school teacher from Seattle and is having a little house built 
over on Emerson Street. She moved here to escape the big city and to be closer 
to her oldest son.” 
 
“She seems to like you gramps, have you told her anything about the portal?” 
she asked. 
 
“No, I’m afraid at this point she’d think I was a loony. I’m not sure it would be 
wise for her to know, besides, we’re just friends.” Inside my gut told me that I 
had to be careful, my feelings for her were growing deep.  
 
We entered the shed and returned to a late-afternoon toward the end of July 
2012. I told Emily to be careful with the secret of the portal. Its security was 
my responsibility. Had she not been a nosey teenager I wouldn’t have been 
placed in the position to tell her and Meghan about it. She agreed and hopped 
on her bike and rode home. By our time we’d only been gone a few hours. 
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Chapter 16 

 
As I entered the kitchen the phone was ringing, I answered it and immediately 
recognized John’s voice, “I’m heading over to Everett,” he said, “They’ve got a 
big sale on tools at Lowe’s, you want to come along?” 
 
“Sure, I’ll be happy to keep you company,” I said, “Just honk when you get 
here.” 
 
“Be there in about 10 minutes.” 
 
I hung up and went upstairs and changed my clothes. I’d gotten better about 
finding things that seemed to fit both time periods, but Lowe’s tool department 
meant I needed to be appropriately dressed. I put on my bibs, flannel shirt, 
Velcro tennis shoes and my WSU Cougar baseball cap. 
 
When I heard the old truck’s horn I left the house and climbed in the cab. John 
backed out of the drive and we headed out the bypass to Highway 2 and on 
towards Everett. The old trestle was long gone, replaced by a modern four-lane 
highway. The old bridge was no longer there either and the road didn’t entered 
town via Hewitt Avenue anymore. The approaches were all tangled up in off 
and on ramps that were part of Interstate 5 which ran along the U.S. west 
coast from Mexico to Canada. We drove over to the store in the north part of 
town. It was a Monday afternoon and the store wasn’t too busy, we found a 
parking spot near the door.  
 
We exited the car and slammed the doors without locking them. The truck was 
a 1975 Ford F-150 half-ton. John had bought it new at Bickford Ford in 
Snohomish for about twenty-eight hundred dollars. It had over two-hundred 
thousand miles on it and had been borrowed by about every poor school 
teacher at Snohomish High when we worked there. It still ran pretty good but 
the door locks were shot and John figured no one in their right mind would 
ever steal it so why bother fixing them. He never bothered to take the key out of 
the ignition either. It was easier for friends to use it if they didn’t need to bother 
him for the key. He’d written a note on the dash with a black Sharpie pen that 
said “Don’t bring it back empty, Thanks, John!”  
 
We entered the store and headed over to the tool department. The store was 
having a sale on battery powered tool sets. For $149 you got a circular saw, 
power drill, jig saw, and flashlight with a carrying case. It was marked with the 
“Skil” brand but the small product plates were labeled “Made in China”. I 
wondered how much longer it would be until all our domestic products were 
made with cheap foreign labor.  
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John looked at me and asked, “What do you think? It’s a pretty good deal, 
huh?” 
 
“They look like they’re well made,” I said, “While you’re checking them out I’ll 
be over in electrical picking up some things for the laundry room.” 
 
I wondered over to the other side of the huge store and grabbed some duplex 
receptacle plug-ins, a couple of light switches, and a ceiling light fixture. When 
I returned John had found a set of the tools in an unopened box. We went to 
the checkout booth and completed our purchase. John paid with his debit card 
and I opened my wallet to pay with cash. I handed the cashier a twenty dollar 
bill. He looked at it and them he looked at me and said, “This twenty is either 
counterfeit or really old,” he said. 
 
I froze as I realized I’d given him a 1950s bill, with so much on my mind I had 
forgot to change wallets when I changed clothes.  
 
Thinking fast I said, “Oh, I’m sorry that is an old bill I found while I was 
remodeling my house, what’s the series date on it?” 
 
He looked at the bill and said, “It says series 1955, boy this bill is really old! It’s 
sure in good shape; I bet it’s worth more than $20.” 
 
He handed the bill back to me and I placed it back in my wallet. I looked at 
John and asked, “Could you loan me a few bucks until we get back to my 
place?”  
 
He said sure and paid for my items and we walked back to the truck. Once 
inside he asked to see the bill. I took it back out of my wallet and handed it to 
him.  
 
“I haven’t seen this style of bill for years, you say you found it at the house?” he 
said. 
 
I felt uncomfortable lying to my best friend but circumstances left me little 
choice. “Yes, it was in a small metal box on top of the old furnace in the 
basement. There were a few coins too; would you like to see them?” I asked. 
 
He said yes and I opened the coin portion of my wallets and poured the 
contents into my hand. Here we have two “wheat” pennies, a Jefferson and a 
buffalo nickel, a steel WW II penny and a 1949 quarter.  
 
“There were few other bills too,” I said, “I just put them in my wallet and forgot 
about it. I guess my mind has been on other things.” 
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I changed the subject to finishing the laundry room project and to my relief 
John lost his interest in the old money. As we drove home talk turned to the 
old days at Snohomish High School.   
 
“John, when you were in school what kind of car did you drive?”  
 
“A 1946 Nash 4 door sedan,” he laughed, “My dad bought it right after the war 
and my family drove it unit they bought a new 1958 Nash Rambler station 
wagon in the fall of ‘57. I had just gotten my driver’s license and dad thought 
the old Nash would be fine for me. I really wanted a ‘48 Mercury but knew that 
was out of the family budget. In hindsight the old Nash kept me humble, Pat 
and I had just started dating and she was smart enough to know that a car 
didn’t make the man!” 
 
“Wow, you wanted a ‘48 Merc… that was every kid’s dream car at the time.” 
 
“Yup, that or a ’41 Ford Coupe, either one would have guaranteed you a date 
with one of the cheerleaders!” 
 
We both laughed at the memories of 1950s cruising, drive-in movie theatres 
and burger joints with car hops.  
 
“Did anyone at school have a ’48 Merc? ” I asked. 
 
John became quiet for a moment and then looked at me as we headed into 
town. “Do you remember asking me about time travel a while back?” he said as 
his eyes returned to the road. 
 
“Yes, it was before dinner last week.” 
 
“I told you about the school bully when I was in fifth grade.  Remember, I told 
you his name was Arlie Lundberg?” 
 
“Yes, I think you said he was sent to reform school for stealing beer.” 
 
“Well, he came back after a few years, I was a freshman at the time and so was 
he. He was a year or two older than me. By the time we were sophomores he 
had a black ’48 Merc coupe. I don’t know how he got the money; he lived with 
just his mom. I don’t know what happened to his dad or if he ever even had 
one. I do know that he was bad news and hung around with a couple of other 
thugs named Dave Meyers and a little runt of a guy named Greg Mathis. They 
pretty much intimidated anyone they could. They spent considerable time 
looking for trouble in that car. Rumor had it they were doing some illegal 
things that kept them in plenty of cash.” 
 
“Any idea what they were doing?”  
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“Well, there were rumors of a guy over in Monroe who made moonshine 
whiskey. Some people thought these three stooges were peddling his booze as 
well trading it for cigarettes with the Indians on the Tulalip reservation north of 
Marysville. Since most people who drank, smoked as well, they added to their 
profits by the sale of tax free tobacco to the same customers,” he recounted. 
 
“What happened to those ‘desperados’?”  
 
“I don’t really know. It seems that someone must have caught up with them 
because about half way through my senior year I never saw Arlie again. He and 
his car disappeared. Dave and Greg were left to fend for themselves. Without 
their fearless leader these two toadies sort of melted into obscurity. I heard 
Mathis was killed in ‘Nam, not in combat but when some Viet Cong guys blew 
up the bar he and some other GI’s were frequenting. As for Meyers, I heard he 
was crippled in a car wreck and paralyzed from the waist down. I think he died 
a few years back from complications from his injuries,” he said. 
 
We pulled into my drive way and I ran inside to fetch some cash to pay John 
back. I handed him the money and thanked him for asking me along. He left 
and I went inside. Even though it was early evening my travels had kept me up 
for over twenty hours. 
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Chapter 17 

 
 
I had told Dorothy that I would be taking Emily back to Richland and would 
return in a few days. I called Emily and told her I would be gone for a few days 
and asked if she would water my lawn and bring in the mail to which she 
agreed. I decided that I needed a break from trying to synchronize my times 
between the past and the present. I now understood why Henry chose to be 
away for lengthy periods. I then drove the Chevy back to my 1958 apartment 
on a Saturday evening.  
 
As I pulled up I could see the flicker of Dorothy’s television set through her 
front window. I walked up the steps and knocked on her door. She opened the 
door and smiled when she saw me and invited me in. She asked about my trip 
to Richland and I told her it was fine and that Emily would be back in a few 
weeks. The Gale Storm Show was just starting and she invited me to stay to 
which I agreed. The series was based on a cruise director, Susanna Pomeroy, 
played by Gale Storm, on a ship traveling around the world. A cast of regular 
characters inhabited the ship and new situations were created by the ship 
mooring from port to port. It was a fun show which I greatly enjoyed as a 
teenager.  
 
I sat on the couch while Dorothy went to her kitchen and popped some 
popcorn in a popper that popped the corn in vegetable oil. It had been over 
thirty years since I had popped popcorn in anything other than a hot-air 
popper or in a microwave. While the oil was heating up she opened her fridge 
and took out an aluminum ice cube tray and ran it under water in the sink for 
a moment and then pulled the handle up to release the cubes. She took a 
couple of colored aluminum cups out of her cupboard and filled them with the 
cubes. She retrieved two twelve ounce glass bottles of Coke from the fridge and 
filled the classes. The oil was now hot and she poured in a quarter cup of 
popcorn which soon began to pop. As the popping stopped she pulled the 
popper’s cord from the wall and poured the contents in a large class bowl, 
salted it and brought it over and handed it to me. She then brought the classes 
over and handed me one as she sat down beside me. I took a bite of popcorn. It 
was great, the light coating of oil made the salt stick to the kernels.  I then took 
a swig of the ice cold coke from the glass, washing down the salty popcorn. 
 
As the cold metal touched my lips, memories flooded back from by childhood. 
My mother had a set of these same metal classes. For some reason soda pop 
just tasted better when you drank from them.  I smiled at Dorothy and said, 
“You’re quite the cook; this is the best popcorn I’ve had in years!”  
 
“You’re right, I am a good cook and my popcorn more than proves it!” she 
kidded.  
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We continued to visit during the commercials while we watched the show. 
When we finished the popcorn Dorothy picked up some handwork from the end 
of the couch. She had an embroidery hoop on what looked like a pillow case. 
“What are you making?” I asked. 
 
“I’m embroidering some pillow cases for Emily’s room, you may not know it 
Pete, but girls like pretty things, ”she said with a smile, “Besides I raised two 
boys and I’ve got three grandsons, it’s nice to do something for a pretty young 
lady! 
 
Her handwork was excellent, the scalloped edges of the cases had a crocheted 
hemstitch and above that were several inches of the finest embroidery I’d seen 
in years. Not only was I impressed with her skill but also with her kindness. 
Her generosity touched me. Emily was right when she said Dorothy was nice 
and reminded her of Linda. “You are too sweet”, I said as I put my arm around 
her and gave her a hug.  
 
“Pete, I’ve always believed it’s the little things you do for people that often make 
the biggest difference. I remember some of the little things my mother would do 
that were so special. When I was a little girl my mother kept an old tin, like 
they sell fruit cakes in at Christmas time. It was full of buttons she had cut off 
of old clothes before she used them for rags or whatever. While she worked on 
her sewing or other chores she would thread a needle and let me sew the 
buttons on scraps of material. Sometimes I would ask her to put a very long 
thread on the needle. I would then fill it with the buttons and make myself the 
most beautiful necklace you ever saw. She also kept an old steamer trunk full 
of old clothes. My sister and I would play dress-up in her old dresses and I 
would wear my wonderful button necklaces. She made learning fun and we 
knew she loved us because she spent the time to teach us in a kind and gentle 
way. I guess that’s why I became a home-ec teacher. I was able to teach my 
little high school girls the satisfaction that comes from creating... I sometimes 
wonder if that’s how God felt when he finished creating us?”  
 
“I’m sure he did and he has to have a great sense of humor considering how 
some of us turn out!” 
 
As I turned to continue watching the television an advertisement for Salem 
menthol cigarettes came on. A young couple was walking along side a beautiful 
country stream, each smoking a cigarette while the voice over said, “Salem 
cigarettes, one puff and its springtime!”  
 
“What a bunch of baloney,” I said, “If people only knew what smoking does to 
their health they’d think twice before getting hooked, what a disgusting habit.” 
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Dorothy laughed and said, “I’m glad you don’t smoke, if you did you wouldn’t 
be sitting next to me! I haven’t seen you drink either; do you drink?” she asked. 
“No, my only vice is eating as you can tell by my gut,” I said as I patted my fat 
stomach.  
 
“Oh you’re not that fat, besides I bet you’re warm in the winter and shady in 
the summer!” she said as she leaned her head on my shoulder and laughed at 
her joke. 
 
“You bet I am!” I laughed and then asked, “Say how about we go fishing 
tomorrow morning? My friend Henry invited us up to his place on Lake 
Stevens. He said he has a nice boat and encouraged me to bring you a long.” 
 
“Is he the man you were talking to when we had dinner at the restaurant up 
there? She asked.  
 
“That’s right, mind if I use your phone?” I asked.  
 
“Help yourself,” she said as she grabbed the old black rotary phone off the side 
table and handed over to me. I took my wallet out and retrieved the card Henry 
had given me with his number and dialed. 
 
“Hello,” he answered. 
 
“Hi, Henry this is Pete.” 
 
“I thought I recognized your voice. You must be in 1958 to reach me on the 
phone, how can I help you?” 
 
“Is that invite to go fishing still good?” I asked. 
 
“Sure, want to come up in the morning?” 
 
“Yes and if it’s still okay I’d like to bring Dorothy along.” 
 
“Love to have her, I’m about four houses north of the restaurant… name’s on 
the mailbox, I’ll see you about seven,” he said. 
 
I told him that was good; we wanted to get there while the fish were still biting. 
I said good-bye and hung up. I told Dorothy I would get the fishing gear loaded 
tonight and call for her at six-thirty in the morning. She said she would pack 
some snacks and would be ready first thing. I returned to my apartment 
retrieved the fishing gear and loaded it in the trunk of the Chevy and went to 
bed.  
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Chapter 18 

 
The next morning we headed up Highway 9 to Lake Stevens. Dorothy had made 
a couple of fried egg sandwiches and had packed a thermos bottle of cold milk 
and come paper cups. We ate on the way and arrived a few minutes before 
seven. Henry watched us drive up from his kitchen window. He walked out on 
his front porch and motioned for me to park in the driveway beside the house. 
As I pulled the car up I could see his backyard sloped down to the lake. He had 
a nice dock and moored beside it was his beautiful little boat, all ready to go.  
 
As we got out of the car I introduced Dorothy. Henry removed his hat as he 
shook her hand. “I’m so happy to meet you, any friend of Pete’s has to be a 
special person,” he said with practiced charm. 
 
“She laughed and said, “You must have been a salesman!” 
 
“In a way,” he said as his blue eyes twinkled, “Call it sales if you like, but I was 
more of a travel agent. Come on; let’s get fishing before they quit biting!” 
 
We were soon out on the Lake; the weather was perfect, no wind and a 
temperature of about sixty-five degrees. The fish were still biting and we soon 
had our limit. Henry and Dorothy hit it off from the start and the outing was 
enjoyable, especially when Dorothy broke out the snacks. We feasted on oat 
meal raisin cookies and apple turnovers. We washed them down with milk from 
the large thermos bottle and headed back to the dock.  
 
Henry tied up the boat and we walked up to his house and entered through the 
back door. The house was beautiful, decorated with objects from Henry’s 
travels throughout the world and from various time periods. As we cleaned the 
fish, Dorothy’s eyes survey the large room next to the kitchen. The room 
seemed like it belonged to some English lord from the nineteenth century. 
Nobleman of that period often furnished their manors with items plundered 
from throughout the British Empire.  
 
The conversation was lively as Henry answered her many questions about his 
collection of objects, careful not to get tripped up in revealing their 
procurement. We spent several more hours visiting with Henry. Dorothy fried 
some of the fish for lunch and after cleaning up we returned to Snohomish.  
 
I went to my apartment, showered and changed clothes. I then drove over to 
the Snohomish School District’s administration building to see what was 
needed to enroll Emily in school. The secretary told me that I would need an 
authenticated copy of her transcripts from the Richland School District and 
proof that I was responsible for her, a power-of-attorney would be sufficient she 
explained. She would need to enroll soon since the district was now in the 
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process of assigning students to classes. We would need to decide which ones 
she should take when she was enrolled. I thanked her, dorve back home and 
spent a quiet evening at home watching TV and went to bed early. 
 
The next day was uneventful other than a trip to a coin shop in Everett where I 
purchased a number of old coins as well as several mint sets of 1958 coins, five 
each from the Denver, Philadelphia and San Francisco mints. The total cost of 
my purchase came to about $35. 
 
I returned home in late afternoon and spent the evening with Dorothy. She 
fixed a light dinner and we relaxed watching television and discussing politics. 
I was amazed at her insight, especially concerning Richard Nixon. She rightly 
guessed he would run for president in 1960 and also that we would be beaten 
by whoever ran against him. 
 
I told her I was leaving the next day for Richland and would return in about a 
week with Emily. She said if she was gone when I got back to check and see if 
she had moved into her new house. She most likely would be there since it was 
scheduled for completion in the next few days. I gave her a hug as I left and 
told her I would miss her and would find her as soon as I returned. She kissed 
me goodbye but this time it was a quick smooch on the lips, as I left she told 
me to drive carefully. As I walked to my apartment all I could think about was 
that kiss. 
 
The next morning I returned home to 2012. Meghan had been taking care of 
things and there was a pile of mail on my kitchen table. I looked through it and 
took care of paying my current bills. I fixed a bite to eat and then tidied up my 
house. I went downstairs and checked on the laundry room. With my life split 
between two eras it was a challenge to keep all that I needed to do straight. It 
was no wonder Henry has spent most of his time in the ‘50s.  
 
I saw that I had done a good job on the drywall and that with a little sanding it 
would be ready for paint. I made a list of what I needed to complete the room 
and went upstairs. I called John and asked what he was doing.  
 
“Watching the do-it-yourself channel,” he replied.  
 
“I’m going to pick up the rest of the stuff to finish the laundry room, want to 
come along?” 
 
“Sure, you driving?” 
 
“Yup, I’ll pick you up in a few minutes,” I answered. I drove over to his house 
and honked. He came out carrying a couple of large glasses of lemonade and 
handed me one as he entered the car.  
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“Pat thought you could use a drink,” he laughed, “You know they’ll give you a 
big fat ticket for talking on your cell phone while you drive, but it’s okay to 
have a drink in your hand …even a burger in the other!” 
 
As we headed down the road to Everett I said to John, “Remember when we 
were kids and the cars had those great big steering wheels?” 
 
“Yes, the one on our ’58 Rambler was about two feet in diameter,” he answered. 
 
“I remember when we’d take vacations my mom would make us lunch while my 
dad drove. She’d hand my dad a bottle of soda pop, which he would hold in one 
hand and then she’d give him a sandwich which he’d hold in the other hand, 
no cup holders in the ‘50s!” I laughed.  
 
John asked, “If both hands were full how did he steer?”  
 
“He just pushed his heal up until the top of his thigh touched the bottom of the 
big steering wheel. We’d go hurtling down the highway at seventy miles an 
hour, with my mom, my two sisters and me, and him eating and drinking and 
steering with his leg! It’s a wonder I’m here to tell about it!” 
 
We both laughed and continued to reminisce about our youth as we headed 
over to the Lowe’s store in Everett. We arrived and went to the paint 
department were I had a gallon of acrylic semi gloss enamel mixed in a light 
shade of green. I picked the necessary rollers, trays and other accessories to 
finish the job. We then went over to plumbing to get the valves for the washing 
machine and a small laundry sink. We stopped by appliances for a few minutes 
to check on washer and dryer prices. It was going to cost me nearly fifteen-
hundred dollars to get a set of the new energy efficient type. It’s a good thing I 
had found a way to raise a few extra bucks, without it, remodeling an old 
house on a teacher’s pension would have been a great challenge.  
 
I paid for our items and we got in the car and headed west on Evergreen way. I 
asked John if he’d mind a short stop at a coin shop on Hewitt Avenue. He said 
he wasn’t in a hurry and it might be fun.  We pulled up in front of the store 
and I retrieved the sack of coins I’d purchased the day before in 1958. We 
walked in and a middle-aged man at the counter asked if he could help us. I 
said sure and showed him the coins and told him I’d like to sell them. He got 
on line and looked up wholesale prices and offered me $675 for the lot. With 
my approval he wrote me a check. We left and drove back home to Snohomish.  
 
“I didn’t know you collected coins,” John said. 
 
“I don’t,” I answered, “They were part of my dad’s estate. I’ve kept them in a 
safe-deposit box since he died. I figured I start selling them now to help with 
the remodel.” 
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“You have more?” he asked. 
 
“Yes, he had quite a collection,” I fibbed, as I changed the subject. “How did 
you learn so much about plumbing?” 
 
“When I was in high school I worked at Ely’s hardware, you remember the 
store… use to be down on second street”, he said, “Old man Ely taught me 
what I needed to help the customers. It’s been useful knowledge all my life.” I 
laughed inside at the memory of John selling Dorothy and me our fishing gear 
a few days prior. 
 
We visited a little more until I dropped him off at his house and thanked him 
for the company. I then drove back to my house and spent the next several 
hours using one of the forms Henry had left me to make a birth certificate for 
Emily. I found my old high school transcripts and used them to make 
believable ones for her freshman year at Richland’s Chief Joseph Junior High 
School complete with a red stamp marked “Richland School District Authentic 
Copy”. I then made a very believable power-of-attorney form which gave me 
authority to sign all necessary papers as Emily’s legal guardian. I decided that 
we should change her last name just in case someone fifty-four years in the 
future might remember her short stay as SHS. Since her real last name was 
Richards I simply took out the “c” and the “h” making her Emily Ricards, that 
way any memory slips could be easily covered-up. 
 
The rest of the day was spent sanding the drywall in the laundry room and 
then applying the paint I had purchased in Everett. I called Meghan and asked 
if she and Emily could drop by sometime after dinner. She agreed and I left for 
McDonalds where I drove through the drive-in window and got a Big Mac meal 
and brought it home to eat. I cleaned up my mess and was taking out the 
garbage when Meghan and Emily drove up.  
 
I walked up to the car and opened the door for Meghan. “Thanks, Dad,” she 
said, “What’s up?” 
 
“We need to go over some details before Emily and I leave for ‘58", I answered. 
The girls and I walked up the steps and into the kitchen where we sat down at 
the table. I showed them the birth certificate, transcripts and power-of-attorney 
form I had made and asked Meghan to sign the bottom giving me permission to 
act in her behalf for Emily. “Just make sure you sign your name Ricards 
instead of Richards!” I told her that something told me that a little change of 
name might be a good idea down the road. She signed the form while Emily 
looked over the transcripts. 
 
“Grandpa, what classes am I going to take in 1958?”  
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“Well I’m not entirely sure but I’ve got a good idea, we’ll finalize them when we 
go over to the administration office to enroll you.” 
 
“Are you going to share it with me?” she asked with a little bit of teenage 
smartness. 
 
“Sure, I think you’re going to take typing, geometry, English, home economics, 
P.E. and world history. We’ll double check with the administration office to 
make sure this fits in with the classes on your freshman transcripts,” I said. 
 
“Do I really have to take geometry?” she whined. 
 
“Yes, you might be surprised at how much you’ll learn without the benefit of a 
calculator!” I answered. 
 
“And typing, that’s sort of like keyboarding isn’t it?” she asked, “Oh, and home 
economics, is that like consumer ed?” 
 
“Yes they are, sort of, but you’ll find they’re a little more hands-on!” 
 
She didn’t get the joke so I left it at that and told her to come over in the 
morning properly dressed and we’d get her enrolled. The girls left and I went to 
bed early, tomorrow was going to be a busy day! 
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Chapter 19 

 
I awoke early, showered, got dressed, had breakfast and waited for Emily. She 
arrived soon wearing the same outfit she had on when I first took her and 
Meghan to the Hub for lunch. I gathered up my paperwork and we returned to 
my apartment in the Chevy. I noticed Dorothy’s big Buick was gone and figured 
she had either moved or was in the process. We went up to my apartment and 
Emily changed into a blouse, a pair of pedal pushers and her saddle shoes. We 
then left for the school administration building.  
 
We arrived shortly after the office opened and were greeted by the same nice 
lady who had helped me before. “Hello, I’m Pete Dyer, and this is my 
granddaughter, Emily Ricards,” I said, “We’re here to enroll her in high school.” 
 
She introduced herself as Mrs. Boswell and asked if I had all the necessary 
paperwork she had asked for at my previous visit. I told her I did and handed 
them to her in a manila envelope. She took them out, looked them over and 
said everything seemed in order. She then went to her file cabinet and retrieved 
an enrollment form and brought it over to the counter. She discussed with us 
the classes needed to meet graduation requirements.  After looking over classes 
taken by Emily during her freshman year the two decided on the appropriate 
courses for her sophomore year.  Emily would take English, geometry, typing, 
P.E., home economics, choir, and chemistry. She said she would send the form 
over to the high school but we would need to go to the office early on the first 
day of school, September 2nd, to get her class schedule. She gave us a copy of 
the school dress code and policies. We thanked her and left.  
 
“Gramps, let’s go over to the school, I want to drive around it at see how it 
looks now!”  
 
I agreed and we drove to the school and circled it. It was about the same as I’d 
remembered it in 1969 but after that many additions and remodels had been 
done. I showed her where my first classroom was when I began teaching. It was 
getting close to lunch so we drove over to the Hub and grabbed a burger, some 
fries and a coke. I then said, “Let’s go over to Dorothy’s new house and see if 
she’s moved in.” 
 
Emily was excited to see her, so we drove over to see if she was there. As I 
turned off Pine Avenue onto Emerson Street I saw her big Buick in the 
driveway. I pulled up in front and tapped my horn. Through the front window I 
saw her come out of the kitchen and into the living room and wave at us. As we 
got out of the car she came out to greet us. We both got hugs as she invited us 
in.  
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Her living room furniture was all arranged neatly. She had a beautiful old 
upright piano and some very nice pieces of antique furniture. In the kitchen 
was a round oak table with four matching chairs around it. Her good dishes 
were proudly displayed in a large hutch. Her small little house looked 
wonderful. 
 
“I’m so glad you came over,” she said, “I’m happy to be in my house but I’m 
going to miss being so close to you two!” 
 
“Don’t worry,” I answered, “You’ll see plenty of us. Your place sure looks nice.” 
 
“Thank you, it’s been a lot of work but with the help of my boys we got it all 
done yesterday. They just left, I wish you could have met them.” She excused 
herself and went to her bedroom and returned a few moments later. She was 
carrying the two pillowcases she had made for Emily. She looked at her and 
said, “This is a little gift for your room from me, I hope you like them.” 
 
Emily took them and unfolded one and looked at Dorothy’s fine handwork. 
“These are beautiful,” she said as she reached out and gave Dorothy a hug. 
“They are so pretty and they’ll look wonderful on my bed! Thank you, it’s so 
kind of you!” 
 
Dorothy laughed and told her how much she enjoyed doing them. “Since all my 
children and grandchildren are boys it’s nice to be able to something for a 
young lady! Now, did you get enrolled in school?” 
 
Emily told her yes including which classes she would be taking. “I’m a little 
nervous,” she said, “I’m taking home economics and it’s my first time. I never 
took it in junior high and I can’t sew and I don’t know much about cooking. Do 
you think you might have a little time to help me?” 
 
Dorothy answered that she had plenty of time and would be more than happy 
to help. “You know, you and your grandfather are really the only two people I’ve 
gotten to know, other than my son’s family, since I moved here. I think it will 
be good for both of us, you come over anytime you want. In fact I would like 
you two to come over for dinner tomorrow night, can you make it?” 
 
We agreed to the invitation, visited for a while longer and then left. We drove 
over to my place on Third, left the car in the shed and hopped in the Buick and 
drove over to Meghan’s. 
 
We entered through the kitchen door and found Meghan sitting at the table 
paying bills. She looked up and smiled as she looked Emily over. “Those are a 
cute pair of Capri’s,” she said. 
 
“Mom, they’re pedal pushers! How do you like my saddle shoes?”  
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“They’re cool,” Meghan answered and then looked at me and asked, “Dad don’t 
you have a picture of mom when she was about fifteen wearing about the same 
outfit?”  
 
“I think I do, I’ll have to dig it out and show it to you.” 
 
“We’re all enrolled in school, now we need to juggle our time travels a bit since 
during the month of August here we’ll actually be gone from about the first of 
September to the middle of November in 1958. We’ll be through with this “trip” 
as soon as the quarter ends and be back in time to start school here. If you 
need to see us while were gone we’re staying in apartment “B” above Jim’s 
Buyrite on Second.” Its only two blocks from here so you can walk down to see 
us. I gave her a key, reminded her to dress appropriately and be careful what 
she said. 
 
We then drove went back to the house, changed cars, and returned to the next 
evening in ’58. We stopped by the apartment and changed for dinner at 
Dorothy’s. 
 
We arrived just a few hours after we left but for Dorothy it was tomorrow. In a 
way it was good she had moved. It would be easier to come and go without 
worrying about keeping my times straight with her. We stopped by Safeway 
where I picked up some Darigold brand vanilla ice cream while Emily wondered 
around the store. I paid for my purchase and then we left for Dorothy’s. 
“Gramps, that store sure is small, and there are price labels on everything!” she 
said. 
 
I laughed as I told her it was actually a large grocery store for its time and 
there were no bar code scanners until the late ‘70s. Did you notice how fast the 
checkers were ringing things up at the other tills?” 
 
“Yes, those ladies were moving fast and there were high school boys bagging 
the groceries. They were even pushing the full carts out to the cars for the 
customers!” she said, “Another thing I noticed was that most of the ladies were 
wearing nice dresses!” 
 
“Yup, remember how I told you to watch Leave it to Beaver on the satellite 
stations?” I said, “Those ladies all dressed like June Cleaver, Beaver’s mom. 
The cashiers pretty much had all the prices memorized, they only looked at the 
prices if they couldn’t remember them. The guys bagging groceries were called 
'box boys'.” 
 
We drove the few blocks to Dorothy’s and arrived just in time for dinner. She 
had fixed meat loaf, baked potatoes, sweet peas, and my favorite, apple pie for 
desert. I handed her the ice cream and told her I liked pie ala mode. She 
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laughed and put it in the freezer until we were ready for desert. After dinner I 
told her we would be gone for a few weeks. We would be doing some camping 
and going to visit Emily’s mom in Richland. I told her we would be back shortly 
before school started. As she walked us out to the car Emily asked her if she 
played the piano.  
 
“Yes!” she answered, “Since I was a little girl, that old upright was my 
mother’s.” 
 
“That’s wonderful! I play too, maybe we could do some duets!” 
 
“I’d love too, when you get back we’ll get together and see what we can bang 
out on that old piano!” With that she gave us a hug and with a quick kiss I bid 
her good-bye and told her I would miss her. We then left and returned to the 
apartment.  
 
We drove over to the apartment and after watching some TV went to bed. 
 
The next morning after breakfast we drove over to Woolworths in Everett. We 
needed to get some school supplies. We picked up a three ring binder, some 
Pee Chees folders, some pencils, a Parker cartridge fountain pen with extra 
cartridges, a couple of ball point pens, a ruler, erasers, typing paper and 
carbons, correction fluid, and a few other items I knew she would need. Emily 
asked if we should get a backpack while we were here. I had to laugh as I 
remembered that was one item no respectable high school kid would have been 
caught dead wearing in 1958. I explained that she would have a locker, most 
likely shared with one other girl, and that she would carry her books home, 
either on her hip with her books stacked on top of the binder or carried against 
her chest like a baby. “Don’t worry”, I said, just watch the other girls; you'll get 
the hang of it.” 
 
While we were in Everett we stopped by a jewelry store where I sold one of my 
“diamond” rings. We then picked up some more old coins and proof sets at the 
coin store and drove back to Snohomish over the trestle. While we were headed 
to the apartment it dawned on me that Emily probably didn’t have much 
experience with nylons. I asked her if she’d ever worn a pair to which she 
answered, no she hadn’t. “We’ll let’s drop this stuff off at the apartment, grab 
your nylons and garter belt and take them up to your mom and, hopefully, she 
can help you figure out how all this stuff works.  
 
At the apartment she grabbed a skirt and the necessary undergarments and we 
drove up to the house and to 2012. It was mid-afternoon and I called Meghan 
to see if she was busy. She said she had to leave for work in a few hours but 
had some time now if I needed her. When she arrived about twenty minutes 
later Emily had laid her clothes out on the couch in my living room.   
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“Mom, the lady at the Penney’s store told me all the girls wear nylons. I’ve worn 
panty hose a few times but I guess they won’t be invented for a few more years. 
I’ve got this garter belt and a girdle, but how do you get all this on and make it 
work?” she asked at bit bewildered.  
 
“Meghan said she’d never worn them either but had a pretty good idea what to 
do. They took the clothes into the downstairs bedroom were amid much 
giggling and talking came out to show me their success. Emily was properly 
attired with her nylons nice and tight. She was wearing a skirt, her brown 
loafers with bobby socks and a white blouse.  
 
“I think we’ve got it Gramps!” she laughed, “Looks like I’ll fit right in. I wish 
Grandma was still here, she’d have been a big help!” 
 
Looking at my granddaughter all dressed up she looked the spitting image of 
my Linda. I wished she were here too,” I said softly, “I wish she were….” 
 
Meghan looked at me. Sensing my sorrow she gave me a hug and left for home. 
 
We decided that tomorrow would be September 2nd and the first day of school. 
“Let’s go on down to the apartment,” I said, “We need to make sure we have 
everything ready for tomorrow.” We drove the Chevy down the hill to 1958 and 
walked up the stairs to the apartment. 
 
The next morning I got Emily up early. I had breakfast ready for her and after 
she was dressed and had eaten I gave her five one dollar bills. “Snohomish 
High is a closed campus,” I told her, “That means you can’t leave during the 
school day. The kids either bring a lunch or buy “hot lunch” at the school. 
Lunch will be about twenty-five cents. The money I gave you would be worth 
about fifty-dollars in our time, so be careful with it! I’ll drop you off at the 
school; do you want me to go to the office with you?” 
 
“Sure gramps, I’m know I could find it but I’d feel better if you were with me.” 
 
We walked down the stairs, got in the car and drove the three blocks to the 
school. I told her she could walk home after school and gave her a key. We 
parked the car and walked into the school and to the office. It never occurred to 
me who I would find working there in 1958. Three of the office ladies were the 
same ones that were there when I started teaching in 1969, only eleven years 
younger and a lot thinner. The Principal was Hal Moe who later became the 
district superintendent in the early ‘60s but died of cancer a few years before I 
arrived. There was a pretty blonde student working in the office who greeted us 
as we walked up to the counter.  
 
“How can I help you?” she asked. 
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“Hi, I’m Mister Dyer and this is my granddaughter Emily Ricards. She’s a new 
student here and we enrolled her in school a few weeks ago over at the 
administration building. They told us we should pick up her class schedule 
today.” 
 
She smiled at Emily and as she retrieved her schedule from a nearby file 
cabinet asked what grade she was in.  
 
“I’m a sophomore, ”Emily answered. 
 
“So am I!” she said as she looked over the schedule and added, “You’re in my 
first hour class, why don’t you wait here a few minutes until I’m through and 
I’ll show you where it’s at! I volunteer here in the office for extra credit she 
explained. She handed Emily the schedule, which included her locker number 
and combination. 
 
“Well Emily, looks like you’re all set!” I then turned to the young lady who 
looked familiar and asked her name. 
 
“My name’s Pat but my friends call me “Stormy”, she said. I knew then who she 
was and felt very good knowing my granddaughter would be in good hands.  
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Chapter 20 

 
(This is Emily; my grandfather said I should tell this part of the story since he 
wasn’t with me when most of it happened!) 
 
Stormy finished up with her office duties and we left the office together. I asked 
why her friends called her “Stormy” instead of “Pat”. 
 
As we walked up the stairs to the second floor she answered, “Do you have any 
idea how many Pats, Pattys, Patsys, Patricias, and Tricias there are in this 
school? I could kill my mom for naming me Patricia, I’m one of about twenty and 
that’s just in the sophomore class!  My last name is “Fairweather”, my friends 
call me “Stormy Fairweather”, it’s kind of a play on words. Now your name is 
unusual, my grandmother’s name is Emily but I think you’re going to be the only 
one in the school!” 
 
Boy how times had changed in fifty years. In my freshman class at SHS there 
wasn’t a single Patricia but there were about twenty Emilys! As we neared the 
top of the stairs a nice looking redheaded boy came up and said hello to Stormy. 
“Who’s your new friend?” he asked as he smiled at me. 
 
“Emily, this is my boyfriend, John Young; John this is Emily Ricards, she’s new 
here.” 
 
“Hi Emily, where are you from?” he asked. 
 
“I’m from Richland”, I answered, “I’m staying with my grandfather; he’s retired 
and needs some company and I thought it would be fun to attend a different 
school for a while.” 
 
John walked us to our classroom and left. Stormy and I entered the class sat 
next to each other in front of great big old typewriters. They were black and had 
a big red “Royal” logo on the front above the keys. I was sure this would be an 
easy class since I had been keyboarding since I was about five.  
 
The teacher introduced herself as Miss Ritt. She was about five foot three and 
looked to weigh about two hundred pounds. She had enormous boobs encased in 
a cone shaped bra that could have served as a pair of hats for the tin man from 
The Wizard of Oz. Her slightly tight, knit sweater only help advertise the fact that 
she was doubly blessed. She was in her late twenties and seemed to be 
pleasant. She explained how she graded and what we would need for supplies. 
Gramps must have taken typing about this time too because he bought exactly 
what I needed. She sat down at her desk and as she called our names, made a 
seating chart. There were about twenty girls in the class and three boys. Most of 
the class members were sophomores and juniors.  
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One of the boys seemed older than the others. I guessed him to be a senior. He 
was rough looking and had greasy blond hair and a major attitude. What really 
bothered me about him was that he kept staring at me. I remembered Miss Ritt 
calling his name, it was Arlie something, I couldn’t remember at the time but I 
was sure to remember it later. His name was Arlie Lundberg. 
 
After she finished the chart she explained that our typewriters were Royal Model 
HH. These were the type commonly used in offices and if we applied ourselves, 
our new skills would help us land a job after high school. As she was explaining 
the workings of these machines, I raised myself up off my chair and peered into 
the top of the typewriter. I was amazed at all the parts. I pressed a key and a 
type bar flew up at me and I jumped. My arm hit the carriage return which was 
spring loaded and it zipped to the right. Its movement was followed by a bell ring 
as it hit the end of its travel. It must have been funny because the other kids 
started laughing. I looked up and Miss Ritt asked me to sit back down. I was a 
little embarrassed and blushing from the debacle. Stormy was holding her hand 
over her mouth trying to suppress her laughter.  
 
We were then introduced to the margin tabs, caps locks, the shift bar, platen 
release and how to insert the paper and get it straight. Miss Ritt explained how 
the carriage return worked and that it needed to be moved to the right after the 
bell rang. “Maybe this isn’t going to be as easy as I thought,” I said to myself.  
 
The class period bell rang and Stormy said to follow her and she’d show me to 
my next class, which was English. “It’s on my way, I’ve got Home Ec second 
period but I’ll be with you in P.E.  I’ll come by and get you and we can go to the 
gym together.” 
 
 I thanked her when she dropped me off at my class and turned and found a 
desk near the front of the class.  
 
My English teacher was Mr. Cantwell, he seemed to be about forty and a no-
nonsense type of person. He explained the class objectives and had us write 
down of list of reading assignments. He then became philosophical and told us 
that life is a journey. He said, “While it is vital to have to have a worthy 
destination in mind for a journey, please remember that it is the journey itself 
and how you conduct yourself on that journey that is important, not just the 
destination!” 
 
 I had a feeling that this class would be a challenge! At the end of the period the 
bell rang and I grabbed my books and left the room. As I entered the hallway I 
saw Stormy coming toward me.  
 
“Stormy, I really, really appreciate your help, I’d be lost today it you weren’t 
helping me!” 
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“It’s no problem, besides you seem like a nice girl, come on or we’ll be late,” she 
said. We hurried to gym and as we entered, Miss Burns, the P.E. teacher asked 
us to have a seat on the bleachers. When the bell rang she asked us to shout 
“here” as she read off the attendance list. As we shouted out she looked up to 
connect our faces with our names and then marked us present. She then went 
over her plans for the term. With that completed she explained that we must 
have a pair of sneakers for P.E. and we couldn’t wear street shoes on the gym 
floor. She showed us a P.E. uniform and said if we didn’t have one to see her or 
get ourselves down to the Penney’s store and buy one after school. She said we 
were expected to shower after each class and to wash our towels and uniforms 
at least once a week, “And you will be checked!” she admonished.  
 
After the bell rang we walked over to the cafeteria, which was in the basement of 
the school. On the way Stormy grabbed a sack lunch out of her locker and as we 
entered the room she went over to a table to sit with some of her friends. She told 
me she’d save me a seat while I got my hot lunch.  
 
I went to the lunch line and paid my quarter and was given a hard plastic 
divided tray. I pushed the tray along the counter where plump middle aged 
ladies dressed in white dresses and hair nets filled the trays. A toasted cheese 
sandwich went in the large section. Some canned peach slices were spooned in 
one of the small corner sections and some cottage cheese in the other. The last 
lady put some sort of ice-cream bar in the front middle section; it was labeled 
“Creamsicle”...whatever that was.  Lastly I picked up a small carton of milk, 
some real silverware and a paper napkin.  I walked over to the table and sat 
down next to Stormy.  
 
She introduced me to her friends who were Helen, Shirley, and Jeannie. Helen, a 
Junior, was a tall skinny brunette with a mild case of zits. Jeannie was a cute 
little blonde about five feet tall with a turned up nose. Shirley was a bit on the 
plump side with a thick pair of glasses and curly, almost black hair and braces 
on her teeth.  
 
Stormy told them about my encounter with the typewriter and Miss Ritt which 
had us all laughing, it also broke the ice. They peppered me with questions about 
Richland and my family. Fortunately Gramps had prepared me well and I was 
able to quickly, and convincingly answer. I then asked about them and their 
families which they were all eager to share. We sat and visited until the bell rang 
and then climbed up the stairs to class. Helen and Shirley caught up with me at 
the top of the stairs and asked what class I had next. I told them choir and they 
both said they were in the class too and would show me the way. The class was 
held in the music room next to the stage in the auditorium.  
 
The choir director, Mr. Halliday was standing at the front of the room as we 
entered and took our seats. He quickly took roll and explained some of the class 
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goals for the term. To everyone’s surprise he announced there would be a talent 
contest at the end of the month. He told us that the winner would perform at the 
homecoming assembly. The homecoming football game was scheduled for the 
second Friday in October and Snohomish would be playing Sedro-Wolley High 
School. Sedro-Wolley was a town north of Lake Stevens and a major high school 
rival. The assembly would be held that Friday in the gym right after lunch and 
the whole school would be there.  
 
Mr. Halliday explained that anyone in choir could enter the contest. Solos and 
group acts would be accepted. Judging would be based on originality and talent. 
Entries would be judged by him, the band teacher, the principal, and Mr. Snow, 
the owner of the music store downtown. He then asked how many piano players 
were in the class. About five of us raised our hands, including me. He then asked 
if any of us would like to accompany the choir. Three of use kept our hands up 
and he asked if we could stop by after school to see if our talents would meet the 
needs of the class.  
 
When we left class, Helen offered to show me the way to my Home Ec class. As 
we walked down the hall she asked what I thought of entering the talent contest. 
I told her I thought it would be “cool.” 
 
“Cool?” she answered with a slight chuckle, “You sound like a beatnik!” 
 
It took me a minute but then I realized that cool wasn’t a common expression in 
1958 and I remembered that “beatniks” preceded “hippies” by a decade. “Oh I 
heard some kids on a television show use that term, I really mean it would be… 
swell!  I play the piano and I think I know a song that we could do,” I said as we 
got to my classroom, “If you want meet me after school in the choir room I tell you 
about it.” She agreed and I entered the classroom.  
  
All the students in the class were girls and to my relief one of them was Stormy’s 
friend Jeannie. The classroom was large and had about twenty sewing 
machines mounted on large tables. Jeannie and I sat next to each other at the 
same table.  There were also about six stoves and a couple of refrigerators. The 
teacher introduced herself as Miss Bohlke. She told us she was from the little 
eastern Washington town of Prosser and had attended WSU. She seemed very 
nice and right off I knew she liked kids. She explained that Home Ec was a 
yearlong class that was required for all girls. Since it was also a required class 
for eight and ninth graders she expected us to have a basic knowledge of sewing 
which was the subject for the first quarter, cooking would be covered second 
quarter.  
 
I felt a little queasy and a lot inadequate since no one in my time was required to 
take a class like this. Not only did I not know how to run a sewing machine, I 
didn’t even know how to sew on a button. My mom didn’t even own a sewing 
machine! Oh boy, I’m sure glad I know Dorothy, I thought, hopefully she can help 
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me get through this class! All of a sudden it dawned on me that kids in 1958 had 
a lot more usable skills than those of my time. Web surfing, texting, and video 
games skills didn’t seem too important now!  
 
As Miss Bohlke continued to discuss the term’s projects and what was expected 
of us my thoughts turned to my grandmother. With her considerable homemaking 
skills I knew she would have Aced this class. Right then and there I decided that 
I would honor her memory and do the same.  
 
My next two classes were geometry and chemistry. I had taken both of these my 
freshman year and Aced them both. Jeannie was in my chemistry class and sat 
next to me. When the bell rang she asked where I was headed. I told her I had to 
go see Mr. Halliday, the choir teacher for a few minutes first and then I was 
going home. She told me she had choir sixth period and knew about the talent 
contest and asked if I was planning on entering. I told her that Helen and I had 
talked about it and that it sounded like fun. She said that we should find Helen 
and also Stormy and see if they were interested. As we walked to the choir room 
I told her if she wanted to find them, I could meet them after I talked to Mr. 
Halliday. She agreed and went to look for them as I entered his classroom.  
 
Mr. Halliday was talking to one of the other girls who played the piano. She was 
sitting at on the bench in front of the keyboard.  She was then asked to play a 
choir number while sight reading. She sounded pretty good but was making a 
few mistakes. He thanked her for her time and turned to me. “Hello, Emily why 
don’t you come over here and sit down at the piano.” 
 
I sat my books down on a chair and went over and sat on the piano bench. Mr. 
Halliday asked how long I had been playing. “Since I was six,” I answered.  
 
“Do you have a piece that you selected for a recital you could play?”  
 
I told him I could play a piece from my last recital.  I had worked very hard on 
“Rondo Alla Turca” by Mozart and received an award for my performance at my 
last recital in May. He told me to go ahead. I adjusted the bench until the back of 
my fingers touched the wood behind the keys. I took a deep breath and began to 
play. I played it better than I ever had and made no noticeable mistakes. As I 
finished I heard clapping coming from the doorway to the hall. A group of 
students had stopped to listen as I played. I was a little embarrassed by the 
attention. Mr. Halliday said, “Emily, that was excellent, here look at this piece, 
have you ever played this before?” 
 
I took the music from him; it was “Pick Yourself Up” by Dorothy Fields and 
Jerome Reddel. I told him I hadn’t heard it but it looked pretty easy! He laughed 
and asked me to play it.  
 
“Do you want me to sing along as I play?” I asked. 
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“Sure, if you’d like to,” he answered. 
 
I looked at the key signature, the tempo, and saw that it was in 4/4 time. I 
quickly read over the words and music and hummed the melody in my head and 
then began to play. It was a simple, catchy tune and easy to play. When I 
finished the crowd in the hall was even bigger and this time Mr. Halliday joined 
in the applause. “I guess we have an accompanist,” he said, “Thank you for 
coming by, Emily.” 
 
I thanked him for the opportunity and saw Helen, Shirley, and Jeannie waiting 
for me in the hall. When I entered the hall Helen said, “Emily that was amazing! 
How long have you been playing?” 
 
“About nine years,” I answered, “Have you girls talked about the talent contest?” 
 
They all started talking at once and finally Jeannie got in the last word and said, 
“Yes, we have, Helen said you have an idea!” 
 
I told them I knew a song that might work and we could even do a little dancing 
with it as we sang, “its call “Girl for All Seasons.” It’s something some girls 
performed at my high school in Richland. I hated telling these little white lies but 
circumstances left me little choice. The number was from the movie Grease 2.  I 
had watched it with my older sisters about a million times when I was little. I 
knew the words, music and dance moves by heart. 
 
“When can you teach it to us?” asked Shirley. 
 
“Well, I’ll need to get some staff paper so I can write down the music and the 
words. I think I can have it ready in a few days,” I said. 
 
“I have my car,” said Helen, “It’s a ’49 Plymouth. It’s old and ugly but if you’re 
not too embarrassed we can drive over to my house and see if my mom will let 
us practice there. We have a piano and I’m sure she won’t mind.” 
 
I told her I was sure that would be okay but I had to let my grandfather know 
where I was going.  
 
“I can take you home right after we ask my mom,” said Helen. 
 
“I would really appreciate that,” I answered 
 
“If your mom says yes, I’ll let him know tonight and get working on the music. 
I’m sure we can start tomorrow,” I said.  
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“This is going to be swell, or should I say ‘cool’,” Helen laughed, “Emily, I am so 
glad you’re going to school here!” As we walked out of the building a large black 
car slowly drove by us. There were three boys in it; one was Arlie from my typing 
class. I glanced over at the car and they were staring at us.  
 
“Don’t look at those boys,” cautioned Jeannie, “They’re the biggest hoodlums in 
the school and definitely bad news, especially the driver, Arlie Lundberg!” 
 
As we turned our eyes away from the car it sped up and roared down Avenue D. 
As we walked over to the junior parking lot we heard a familiar shout, “Hey girls, 
wait up for me!” hollered Stormy as she came running up to us. As she 
approached us she asked what we were up to. 
 
“There’s a talent contest and the winner gets to perform at the homecoming 
assembly,” said Jeannie, “Emily’s got an idea and were going over to Helen’s to 
see if her mom will let us rehearse at her house!” 
 
“A talent contest? Wow, do you need another girl?” asked Stormy. 
 
We all looked at each other and with a single voice all of us said, “Yes!” 
 
Laughing and giggling we all jumped in Helen’s car and drove over to her house. 
She introduced me to her mom and got the necessary permission for rehearsing. 
While Helen was showing me her piano, her mom was fixing a plate of snacks. 
They were peanut butter cookies and the tops had fork marks just like my 
grandmother use to make. She put five glasses and a half-gallon bottle of milk on 
the table and told us to come and eat.  
 
While we were ravenously devouring the cookies we talked about our “number.” I 
sang a little of the song to the girls and they were thrilled. Afterwards Helen took 
us all home.  
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Chapter 21 
 
When I entered the apartment gramps was watching “Yogi Bear” on the 
television. He was laughing at the little bear named “Boo Boo.” “I used to watch 
this after school when I was in high school,” he said, “Have you ever seen it?” 
 
“Have I ever seen a pic-a-nic basket?” I laughed, “Yes, it’s on Cartoon Network, I 
love it!” 
 
“How did it go today?”  
 
I told him about the day and that Pat, or” Stormy”, had introduced me to her 
friends and we were entering a talent contest. I told him the details and that I 
needed to get some staff paper. I told him it would really help if I could go home 
and get on the internet and download the music and watch the video. He agreed 
and we went downtown to the music store and got the staff paper. When we 
returned home I changed clothes and we drove up to the shed and through the 
portal.  
 
We walked up to the house and got on line and I found the sheet music for “Girl 
for All Seasons”, printed it out, and viewed the video of it on “YouTube.” We then 
went back to ’58 and the apartment. Gramps had a phone installed while I was 
at school. I was a big black thing with a dial instead of buttons. I’d only seen 
them in old movies. It was very heavy and permanently connected to the wall 
with a round cord covered with some kind of cloth instead of plastic. In the 
middle of the dial was the number. Gramps showed me how it worked and I 
memorized the number.  
 
After dinner I did my homework and then while watching the George Burns and 
Gracie Allen Show, I hand copied the music from my printout to the staff paper. 
While I was copying the music I remembered that I was going to need help with 
sewing. “Gramps do you remember Dorothy saying she would help me with my 
Home Ec? 
 
“Yes, I’m sure she’d be more than happy to help you. I think she’s a little bored 
and would like the company.” He said he would take me over to her house after 
school tomorrow. I finished copying the music and after watching The Danny 
Thomas Show went to bed. 
 
My second day of school was pretty interesting. I stopped by the office and 
waited for Stormy to finish her duties. We then walked to typing together. On the 
way we met her boyfriend John who was with his friend Doug Roberts. For some 
reason I felt it wasn’t a coincidence that Doug was along. John paired up with 
Stormy leaving me to walk with Doug. He was a tall, thin boy with blond hair. He 
was kind of cute and very “clean cut”, as my new friends would say. I hate to 
admit it, and I’m not a bit conceited, but I have been told that I am not too bad 
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looking. Apparently Doug didn’t think so either because right before the boys 
dropped us off at class he asked if I would like to go to the football game on 
Friday, and then to sock hop right after the game. I asked him if we would be 
double dating with John and Stormy to which he said, ”yes.” I told him I needed 
to check with my grandfather and I’d let him know the next day. He agreed and 
the boys left as Stormy and I entered the classroom. As we sat down at our 
desks Stormy whispered at me, “Do you want to go? He’s really a nice guy and 
he’s one of John’s best friends!” 
 
I whispered back that I thought it would be fun but I hadn’t ever been on a date 
and I needed to check with gramps to make sure it was okay with him. Right 
before the bell rang Arlie entered the class, and came down my row to his seat. 
As he passed me he looked down at me and smiled, his teeth were yellow and 
he smelled of cigarette smoke. He gave me the creeps. After he passed, Stormy 
looked over at me, rolled her eyes and plugged her nose. 
 
We spent the rest of class going over which fingers to use for the keys and how 
to get our sentence lengths right by counting the number of key strokes after the 
carriage bell rang, and then moving the carriage return to the right. It took a lot 
more effort than the keyboard on my computer at home. I could also tell that 
accuracy was way more important; you couldn’t just hit the backspace and 
retype. When the class bell rang we hurriedly left class. I didn’t want that creepy 
Arlie following me. Stormy stayed with me until my English class.  
 
After taking roll Mr. Cantwell told us that our first reading assignment in 
sophomore English would be The Grapes of Wrath by John Steinbeck. He told us 
the book was about a depression era family that left the dust bowl of Oklahoma 
to seek work in California.  He said this would be a good time to ask our parents 
about their experiences during the depression. Part of the reading assignment 
would be to compare the lives of the Joad family in the book, to those of our own 
families. I thought to myself, this is going to be interesting since gramps was 
born in 1945 and all my great-grandparents were dead. I hoped he remembered 
the stories his parents told him!  
 
When the class was over I found Stormy waiting for me in the hall and we 
walked over to our P.E. Class together. We dressed down in our P.E. clothes and 
went to the gym where Miss Burns was waiting for us. She explained that since 
there were several dances in the fall, including Homecoming, this week would be 
spent leaning how to dance. Dances would include the Jitterbug, the Bop, the 
Waltz, and some other slow dances. Since this was a girls’ only class we needed 
to pick a partner we would be comfortable with. Stormy and I paired up quickly. 
Miss Burns had a record player hooked up to the gym’s public address speakers. 
She explained the first dance was the “Bop” and it was a good dance for Rock 
and Roll. She asked a girl named Debbie to help her demonstrate. After she 
showed us the steps she went over to the record player and placed a record on 
the turntable. The record was about nine inches across with a hole about the size 
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of a quarter in the middle. I later learned that this was called a “45” because of 
the revolutions per minute required for it to sound right. As Elvis belted out “Blue 
Suede Shoes” we did our best to dance to it. Some of the girls already knew the 
dance and Stormy was one of them. To my relief it was easy to learn and I 
caught on quickly. We danced to a number of other songs and afterwards 
headed back to the locker room.  
 
As I took off my uniform I noticed the other girls were grabbing their towels and 
heading to the showers. I had this sick feeling as I realized I had to get naked 
too and shower together with about thirty other girls! This was something that no 
one had prepared me for. In 2012 girls didn’t have to shower after P.E. we just 
stunk a little, but didn’t have to suffer the embarrassment of a communal 
shower. I just tried not to look at the other girls and hoped they were doing the 
same. I soaped up, tried to keep my hair dry and rinsed off as quickly as I could. 
I’m sure I set a record for getting dressed in the quickest time. Stormy dressed 
almost as fast as I did and we left for the cafeteria. 
 
“Don’t you think the worst part of P.E. is showering?” she asked. 
 
 “Yes, I feel so weird standing there in my birthday suit with thirty other girls!” I 
said as we both giggled as we entered the cafeteria. 
 
Stormy took her sack lunch and went and sat down with the girls while I went 
through the hot lunch line. The day’s menu was meat loaf, mashed potatoes with 
butter, green beans, and a slice of white bread. I paid my quarter and grabbed a 
carton of milk, went to the table and sat next to Shirley. As we ate the talk was 
about the talent contest. I told the girls I had the music and my grandfather said 
it was alright to spend the necessary afternoons to rehearse at Helen’s. I 
described the dance that went with the song and we all decided that it would 
add to our chances to win. We talked about our costumes and Jeannie 
volunteered us to help make the costumes. “I’m sure Miss Bohlke will let us work 
on them in Home Ec!” she said. 
 
Great I thought, I don’t know the first thing about sewing and now I’m going to 
help make costumes. I was really hoping Dorothy remembered her promise to 
help me. 
 
When the bell rang Helen, Shirley and I left for choir. As we walked up the steps 
to the ground floor the juniors and seniors were heading towards the cafeteria 
for their lunch period. We passed John and Doug in the hall. Doug smiled and 
waved and John said “Hi” as he passed us. I turned and saw him stop and talk 
with Stormy who was heading up the stairs to her class on the second floor. I 
waved good-bye and noticed Doug was staring at me with a big smile on his face 
as we walked away from them. He was really cute I thought. 
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Chapter 22 

 
After we entered the classroom and were all settled Mr. Halliday introduced me 
as the new choir accompanist and asked me to sit at the piano. As I moved to the 
bench he asked if we had any students who planned to enter the talent contest. 
Shirley, Jeannie, and I raised our hands as well as several other students. As he 
wrote down our names he asked what we planned on performing. Shirley 
explained that our group was going to perform an original number.  She told him 
it would include two others, Helen Foster and Stormy Fairweather. He said it 
sounded like fun and made note on his clipboard. The others described their acts 
and then he reminded us that the contest would take place at the end of the 
month.  
 
With that finished he handed out copies of the music he had asked me to play 
the day before, “Pick Yourself Up”. My copy was already on the piano. After we 
had warmed up he asked me to play the melody while he sang along so the choir 
could become familiar with the song. With that completed we worked on parts 
the rest of the period. It was fun and I was amazed at how polite and respectful 
the students were. Something else I had noticed was the lack of earrings on boys 
and not a single student with a tattoo or strange colored hair.  
 
When the class was over Jeannie and I left for Home Economics. Fortunately for 
me, Miss Bohlke spent the period on textiles. She explained the difference 
between materials such as wool or cotton and how they were woven. We learned 
that some fabrics worked better for some projects than others. “If you were going 
to make an apron to wear while working in the kitchen, what type of material 
would you use?” she asked. Most of the girls raised their hands and the one 
called on answered “Cotton”. Miss Bohlke said that was right because of it was 
easy to wash, absorbent and relatively inexpensive.   
 
We were told our first project would be to make an apron and then we would 
move on to skirts and blouses. We were given the option of making dresses if we 
preferred. She told us that the downtown Penney’s store would give us a twenty-
five percent discount on patterns and materials if we told them we were in her 
class. If we didn’t have the money for materials she told us to see her after class 
and she might be able to help.  
 
When class ended Jeannie and I asked Miss Bohlke, if we had time, would it be 
alright to work on some costumes for the talent show. She said it would be fine 
with her and we would also count it for extra credit. She was so nice, I thought 
Dorothy must have been a good teacher just like her. I then went to geometry 
and after that to chemistry. Jeannie and I teamed up as lab partners. Our first 
lab assignment was to separate different liquid chemicals using their specific 
boiling points. After showing us the necessary laboratory apparatus for the 
experiment and how to find the right information, we began to work on how we 
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would complete the project the next day. Jeannie thought it looked pretty easy 
and I agreed. We decided we would use water and alcohol for our chemicals. We 
discussed how we would set up our experiment and made notes. Our teacher, 
Mr. Ross, looked over our notes and gave us permission to proceed.  
 
The class ended and so did the school day. We stopped by our lockers and 
grabbed what we needed for our homework that night and headed out to the 
junior parking lot. It seemed a bit awkward carrying my books against my chest 
like a baby but if the rest of the girls did it that way I guessed I could too! 
 
We found the girls waiting in Helen’s car. We jumped in and Helen turned on the 
key, stepped on a silver peg looking thing on the floor and the motor turned over 
and started. The gear shifter was on the column behind the steering wheel. She 
pushed in the clutch and pulled the shift lever down and let out the clutch. The 
car jerked forward and died. She was a little embarrassed and started the 
process again, this time with success! We drove out of the parking lot and over to 
her house.  
 
Helen’s mom was ready for us. This time there were oat meal raisin cookies and 
milk on the table. She told us we should work on our song first as drinking milk 
would make it harder to sing.  
 
I had the music in my three-ring binder. I took it out and put in on the piano. As I 
adjusted the piano bench I asked Helen to sit next to me and turn the pages. The 
rest of the girls gathered round. We spend about half an hour learning the 
melody and deciding who was best for each part.  
 
After our snack Helen took us home. I gave her a dollar to help with the gas. It 
must have seemed like a lot of money because her eyes got big and she said, 
“Wow, thanks a bunch!” I then remembered that a dollar would buy less than 
half a gallon in 2012 but in 1958 it would fill half her tank! 
 
When I arrived at the apartment Gramp’s car was gone and the door was locked. 
I used my key to let myself in and found a note on the table. It read “I’m over at 
Dorothy’s, call when you read this.” Her number was on the note. I took it over to 
the phone and dialed the number, the first time I had ever used a rotary dial 
phone! 
 
“Hello,” Dorothy answered. 
 
“Hi Dorothy, this is Emily. Is my grandpa there?” 
 
“Yes, just a minute,” she said, “Pete, its Emily” I heard her say. 
 
“Hi honey, how was school today?” 
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“It was fun. Did you ask Dorothy about helping me with Home Ec?” 
 
“Yes I did and she’s excited to be useful. Now that you’re home we’ll come over 
and pick you up. Dorothy wants do go down town and pick up a few things for 
her house,” he said.  
 
“While were there could we pick up some things for my Home Ec Class?”  
 
Gramps agreed and shortly after I hung up they arrived to pick me up. We went 
down town to the Penney’s store where Dorothy purchased material for some 
sewing projects. While there she helped me pick a pattern and some material for 
my apron project. She had invited us to dinner so we drove back to her house. 
On the way she asked what kind of help I needed. I told her about the apron 
assignment and how I hadn’t taken Home Ec in Richland since it wasn’t a 
required subject. I told her I didn’t know the first thing about sewing. “It’s quite 
alright”, she said, “I will help you. You’re a smart girl so it won’t be too hard. 
Your grandfather can help with dinner while you and I spend some time learning 
about sewing.” 
 
I knew gramps wouldn’t have any trouble with dinner since it was spaghetti. He 
said he would make it while we girls worked on my project. Dorothy brought her 
sewing machine out of her second bedroom. She took it out of its case and placed 
it on the kitchen table. She explained how to thread the bobbin and then the 
machine. After she had showed me she undid everything and had me do it. After 
several tries I got it right. She then brought out some scrap material and showed 
me how the feed dogs worked. She let me try to sew two pieces together. Sewing 
in a straight line was harder than it looked. After I got the hang of that she 
showed me how to back stitch.  
 
After several more exercises we took our work off the table. Gramps was ready 
to serve dinner and we were all getting hungry. The spaghetti was great, and so 
was the garlic bread he made to go with it. As usual we had ice cream for 
dessert. I thought this would be a good time to ask if I could go to the game and 
the dance with a boy. At first gramps was a bit hesitant but when I told him we 
were doubling with John and Stormy he said yes.  
 
After dinner was over we washed up the dishes, said our good-byes to Dorothy 
and headed back to our apartment. I finished my homework while Gramps 
watched a TV western called Wagon Train. 
 
Right before we went to bed the phone rang, it was Stormy. “Did your 
grandfather say it was okay for you to go out with Doug?” she asked.  
 
“Yes, he said it was fine as long as we were double dating with you and John.” 
 
“Swell!” We can make all the arrangements at school tomorrow.” 
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I was excited and told her I knew it was going to be a lot of fun. “I’ll come by the 
office and pick you up before typing,” I said.  
 
We finished our conversation and hung up. It was late, I was tired and it was 
time for bed.  
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Chapter 23 

 
I arrived at the school office about five minutes before Stormy was able to leave. I 
leaned against the wall in the hall across from the office as I waited for her. I 
could see her through the office windows. I was thinking about her and my 
grandmother being best friends later in their lives when I was overcome with the 
stench of cigarette odor. I looked to my right and there was Arlie Lundberg 
staring down at me as I looked up.  
 
He smiled down at me with his gross, yellow stained teeth, and asked if I was 
going to the football game the next day. I told him yes and he said, “How’d you 
like to go with me? Have you seen my car?” he asked.  
 
I told him I’d seen his ugly car and yes I was going to the game, but I already 
had a date with Doug Roberts. His smile changed to a menacing frown and he 
answered, “That’s too bad, you’d have a lot more fun with me!” 
 
I was saved by the bell as its ringing announced we had four minutes to get to 
our first class. Stormy came out of the office and I hurried to her side. We walked 
up the stairs to the second floor and our typing class. Arlie followed behind us. 
I’m sure he was staring at our backsides, which gave me the creeps. For once I 
was glad I was wearing a dress! 
 
As we neared the top of the stairs John and Doug were waiting for us. Doug 
moved beside me as we walked down the hall. He asked if I was able to go on 
our date. I stopped at the door to the typing classroom and turned to face him. I 
smiled up and told him I would love to go with him and was excited as well. His 
smiled went from ear to ear! 
 
As I turned to enter the room Arlie walked around me and shoved Doug out of his 
way slamming him into the lockers. The loud metallic banging sound attracted 
the attention of all the students in the hall near us. Some of them laughed along 
with Arlie as he entered the room. Most of them looked at Arlie with disgust. 
Doug was embarrassed. I smiled at him and told him the world was full of 
creeps and that Arlie Lundberg has to be one of the biggest! He left for his class 
as I entered the classroom. As I walked to my desk Arlie gave me a wicked 
yellow smile. I could smell his stench from five desks away! 
 
I was so mad it was hard to concentrate on my typing. Hitting the right keys all 
the time while in a good mood was hard enough, now it was impossible! I was 
relieved when the bell rang and I could get away from the biggest turd in 
Snohomish High! 
 
Stormy dropped me off at English class. Mr. Cantwell began the class by asking 
if anyone had seen the movie “The Forbidden Planet” at the Everett drive-in 
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movie theatre during the summer. The move was about a spaceship that traveled 
to a distant planet to check on the circumstances of an Earth colony that hadn’t 
been heard from for several years. A few of the kids raised their hands and a 
lively conversation followed about the movie and what would be the future of 
space travel.  Mr. Cantwell said he like the movie very much and gave us an 
assignment to write about our vision of what things would be like in 50 years. I 
asked if the assignment was limited to space travel or if we could describe what 
life would be like here in America or even just Snohomish.  He said the 
assignment was open to our imagination but should be at least five-hundred 
words.  
 
A discussion followed where different ideas were bounced around. There was a 
general consensus that there would be flying cars, home robots, and cheap 
unlimited nuclear power. I thought to myself that if any of these students save 
their essays and read them in fifty years they'd be surprised about how far off 
they’d be.  
 
The rest of the school day was pretty routine except for lunch hour. The girls and 
I got together to brainstorm about the talent contest. I had decided before that the 
“Girl for All Seasons” choreography and costumes from the movie were a little 
racy and needed to be toned down to be acceptable for 1958. I described the 
costumes to the girls. I told them we needed to be dressed to look like different 
times of the year. They were thrilled when I told them Dorothy would help with 
the sewing. The bell rang and Stormy and I walked up the stairs together with 
Helen and Shirley following us. Stormy said to meet her after school at Helen’s 
car and she left for her next class. Helen and Shirley caught up with me and we 
headed to choir. The girls were excited about the talent contest and tomorrow’s 
football game against Lake Stevens High. They were both in Pep Club which was 
a girls rooting section that attended all games to cheer for the team.  
 
Helen said, “I heard you and Stormy are doubling with John Young and Doug 
Roberts!” 
 
“That’s right,” I said, “It’s my first date and I’m a bit nervous, but he’s so cute! 
What do I do if he tries to kiss me?” 
 
Shirley answered, “On the first date, are you kidding? His dad’s the minister at 
the First Baptist Church! If he did anything inappropriate I’m sure he’d think 
he’d burn in Hell!” 
 
Helen gasped and said, “Shirley you shouldn’t swear! What if someone heard 
you, what kind of girl do you want them to think you are!” 
 
Shirley replied, “Oh hell, I don’t care!” We started laughing hysterically as we 
walked into the choir room. Everyone was looking at us and Shirley turned the 
deepest red I’ve ever seen anyone blush. Mr. Halliday hushed the class and told 
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us to take our seats. I went to the piano and placed my books on its top. The rest 
of class was spent learning a couple of songs for our first concert in mid-October.  
 
When school ended we all drove over to Helen’s in her big old car. As we drove 
she turned on the radio, it was tuned to KJR from Seattle. “Wake Up Little 
Susie” by the Everly Brothers was playing. We sang along at the top of our lungs 
all the way to Helen’s house. The next hour was spent working on the song. As 
the girls learned their parts I showed them my ideas for the choreography. It was 
great fun and I knew we were sure to win. 
 
After our practice Helen took Stormy and me home. On the way Stormy and I 
made plans for our date the next night. It was decided that I would go home with 
her after school and the boys would pick us up there.  
 
“Who’s going to drive?” I asked.  
 
She answered that it would be John, “His parents gave him their old car. It’s a 
1946 Nash 4 door sedan. He’s embarrassed to drive it but I don’t care, I like him 
not his car!” She told me to dress warm since the evenings were getting chilly. 
She also told me to bring an umbrella if it looked like rain.  
 
Helen dropped me off first. I waved good-bye to the girls and ran up the steps to 
the apartment. The door was locked so I used my key to enter. There was a note 
taped to the phone. The note said, “Emily, I’m over at Dorothy’s, please give me a 
call when you read this, Gramps.” 
 
I called Dorothy’s and she answered. “Hi Dorothy, it’s me, Emily,” I said.  
 
“Just a minute, honey, your grandfather wants to speak to you,” she said. 
 
I could hear her hand him the phone. “Hi Emily”, he said, “Are you hungry?” 
 
“Starved,” I answered, “what’s your plan for dinner?” 
 
“Would you like to come over here for tuna fish casserole?” he asked.  
 
“That would be swell!” I answered. 
 
Gramps picked me up and we spent the next few hours at Dorothy’s. I could tell 
that she and Gramps were getting pretty close. I wondered how they could make 
this relationship work, especially since she had no idea of the portal. I decided I 
needed to have a talk with him to make sure he knew what he was getting into. 
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Chapter 24 

 
Friday at SHS was a little crazy. The kids were all excited about the first game 
and the sock hop following. The team’s quarterback was Leonard Bluhm, a big 
senior who was very popular and well liked. Gramps and Dorothy were going 
too. The coach was Ralph Gunderson. Ralph and Gramps had taught together 
from 1969 until the mid-70s when Ralph left. Gramps was excited to see what 
Ralph looked like eleven years earlier.  
 
After school I went home with Stormy. I’d taken some clothes to school to wear to 
the game and dance. Stormy said we should wear pedal pushers and sweaters. 
We spent the next few hours getting ready. The game was to start at seven so 
the boys picked us up at six. When they came to the house Stormy’s dad took 
John aside and gave him a little talk about what was appropriate for a young 
man to act like with his daughter. We then jumped into John’s old Nash and 
headed to the Dairy Queen on Second for some burgers and shakes.  
 
I knew Doug didn’t have a lot of cash so I offered to pay for my own. He was 
almost horrified that I even asked. I didn’t know that was considered unmanly in 
1958. Since he insisted on paying I ordered the smallest burger on the menu and 
a small coke. The total for both our meals was $.75. We finished eating and 
headed to the game.  
 
We parked behind the stadium and walked toward the ticket booth at the gate. 
As we neared the booth a shout came, “Hey ginger boy! It’s Howdy Doody time!” 
We turned to see Arlie Lundberg and his toadies leaning against the front of 
Arlie’s ugly black car. They were laughing and appeared to be drunk. John’s 
face was almost as red as his hair as he glared at the trio. Stormy grabbed is 
hand and dragged him toward the gate.  
 
Arlie shouted at me and said, “Hey little girl, why don’t you dump that P K (for 
preacher’s kid) and come with me, I’ll show you how to have a real good time!” I 
told Doug they weren’t worth the effort and grabbed his hand as we hurried to 
catch up with Stormy and John.  
 
As we entered the gate we showed our student ID cards to a man in the ticket 
booth and entered the stadium. I could tell the boys were upset. We found seats 
next to the Pep Club section where we were able to sit near Helen, Shirley, and 
Jeannie. Gramps and Dorothy were sitting a few rows in front of us so I took 
Doug down and introduced him. As we returned to our seats everyone stood for 
the “Star Spangled Banner” which was played by the school band.  The game 
was great with quarterback Leonard Bluhm leading the team to a 21-13 victory 
over Lake Stevens High.  
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As the stadium cleared we headed to the gym for the sock hop. There was a coat 
and shoe check area in the hallway that was manned by kids from the Future 
Farmers of America for a fundraiser. It cost a nickel to leave your shoes and 
other items with the FFA kids. I told the others it was my treat and handed a boy 
twenty cents and he took our shoes and coats.  
 
We entered the gym in our socks to the sounds of a band playing the same songs 
Gramps had on some CDs called the “50s Greatest Hits”. The kids in the band 
looked like they were in college and were pretty good. Most of the songs were 
slow but there were also some good ones for doing some of the dances we were 
learning in P.E. As we entered the gym Mr. Halliday was standing by the door. 
He said hello to us and said he was chaperoning the dance and for us to have 
fun. 
 
Soon the dance floor was full and the band was playing “Only You”, a slow song 
made popular by The Platters. It was fun slow dancing. Doug was a great 
dancer. We danced several more times until Doug was tapped on the shoulder by 
Arlie. He said, “I’m cutting in, preacher boy!”  
 
I said, “Get away from us you creep, there’s no way I’m dancing with you!” I 
was a little surprised at my outburst. The kids around us stopped dancing and 
Doug and Arlie began sizing each other up. If there was a fight I knew Doug was 
going to get hurt. Arlie was about two years older and about fifty pounds 
heavier. Just as I thought blows were going to fly Mr. Halliday came hurrying up 
and asked what was going on? I told him Arlie was causing trouble and I 
thought he’d been drinking. Mr. Halliday stepped in between them. He about 
passed out from Arlie’s breath. He told Arlie he had to leave. Arlie ask if Mr. 
Halliday was going to make him. Mr. Halliday replied, “If that’s what it takes; 
let’s go outside.” 
 
The kids all parted as the two headed to the door at the side of the gym. The 
door led outside to the parking lot. Mr. Halliday stopped and held the door for 
Arlie as he exited. As soon as he was out Mr. Halliday closed the door from the 
inside and locked it. Arlie started banging on the door from the outside, swearing 
at the top of his lungs. All the kids in the gym started laughing and Mr. Halliday 
left to call the police as the band began to play again and kids started to dance 
once more.  
 
We heard later that the police found Arlie sitting in his car in the parking lot 
behind the stadium and arrested him for underage drinking. They also found a 
case of illegal whiskey in his trunk along with some cigarettes without any tax 
stamps. Since he was nineteen they put him in the Snohomish Jail and 
impounded his “really cool car”. No one saw him again until the night of the 
homecoming game. 
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After the dance the boys took us home. Doug walked me to the door. I think he 
wanted to kiss me but he shook my hand instead. I reached up and gave him 
and hug and thanked him for the night and for being such a gentleman. 
 
As I walked into the apartment gramps was sitting on the couch watching The 
Jack Parr Show. He said he was waiting for me and wanted to make sure I was 
okay before he went to bed.  
 
I told him about the night and our run in with Arlie Lundberg. He told me that 
John Young had major problems with Arlie ever since elementary school. He told 
me to say as far away from him as I could. He didn’t need to encourage me; I 
don’t think I ever despised anyone as much as I did Arlie Lundberg! 
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Chapter 25 

 
The weekend came and Gramps and I decided we needed a break so we headed 
up to the portal and 2012. We arrived a little before noon and Gramps drove us 
over to my house in his Buick. Mom was sitting at the table eating lunch and 
reading the newspaper. Though we’d spent over a week in 1958 we had only 
been gone a couple of days in 2012. We were pacing ourselves so that the end of 
the quarter in 1958 would coincide with the start of school in 2012.  
 
Gramps said he’d be back to get me after dinner and left. Mom asked how things 
were going. It took me about an hour to fill her in on my first week at school. She 
was pleased that Stormy was becoming such a good friend. “Your grandmother 
would be happy to know her best friend was looking after you!” she said.  
 
After our visit was over I decided to surf the net for 1958 predictions of the 
future. What I found was funny, and mostly wrong. Most people in 1958 had this 
vision that things would just get better and better. Later, when I asked Gramps 
about it, I wanted to know how things really were in 1958. He said that things 
were pretty decent, if you were white, educated and employed. In the late ‘50’s. 
America wasn’t at war, inflation and interest rates were low, and middle class 
folks had it pretty good. 
 
When I told him about Mr. Cantwell’s English assignment he just laughed and 
told me to be careful about divulging too much about the future or nobody from 
1958 would want to go there! We both laughed and I agreed that he was 
probably right.  
 
As I sat at the computer I decided it would be easier to use it to write my essay 
and then had hand copy it at the apartment later, since I couldn’t turn in a paper 
printed on my mom’s HP laser printer.  I decided to write about computers, 
transportation and some of the social changes. The Snohomish of 1958 was 
virtually all white. There were no Mexican restaurants, the only imported cars 
were a few Volkswagen bugs and some little English sports cars. Most of the 
cars were very big and the exhaust stunk. As far as I could tell there wasn’t a 
single computer in the whole town. There weren’t any illegal drugs that I knew 
about. Most of the kids I had met lived with both their moms and dads. There 
also seemed to be a lot more little kids playing outside. Kids on bikes were 
everywhere and the public pool at the park was packed on hot summer days.  
 
What a difference fifty years had made! I decided that my new classmates 
weren’t ready for the truth and who would have believed me anyway? They 
didn’t need to know about AIDS, illegal immigration, illegal drugs, or any of the 
other social issues we deal with on a daily basis today. No, I would keep it 
simple, believable and, hopefully, make them think about what lay ahead.  
 



108 
 

The phone rang and mom answered it. It was gramps, mom invited him over for 
homemade burritos and nachos. He quickly accepted the offer, I’m sure not 
having any local Mexican food in 1958 was a major factor.  He arrived; we had a 
nice dinner and then, after helping mom clean up, he hurriedly left.   
 



109 
 

 
Chapter 26 

 
(I will continue this part of the story for a while - Pete) 
 
After dinner at Meghan’s I returned home. I checked on things at the house 
and then went back to my apartment via the portal. I called Henry at his home 
in 1958 Lake Stevens and told him I like to discuss some aspects of the portal 
as soon as he had the time. He told me time wasn’t an issue and he would 
meet me in the shed whenever I wanted. Of course time wasn’t an issue since 
travel to either side of the portal was dependent upon the travelers mind set, 
no pun intended. I told him I’d meet him in twenty minutes current 2012 time.  
 
I arrived first and waited several minutes until he showed up.  
 
“I’m glad you asked me for some help, I knew it wouldn’t be long until you 
would want more instruction. What would you like to know?” 
 
I told him that so far I’d limited my travels to just 1958 and that Emily was 
attending School at Snohomish High. After I’d explained all the details he said 
it sounded like fun and everything should be alright as long as she wasn’t gone 
from 2012 for too long. I also explained my continuing relationship with 
Dorothy. As I told him of my feelings for her he surprised me with volunteering 
his experience with a similar relationship a few years after his wife passed 
away.  
 
“It was very similar to what you’ve experienced. Her name was Mamie, we 
became very close and once I felt I could trust her I shared the secret of the 
portal with her. We even traveled together and spent a lot of time at the house 
up at the lake. It took her a while to get use to the time change, she was from 
1887, near Tacoma. 
 
“She come out west with her father who was a supervisor for the railroad. She 
was a teenager at the time and in a few years married a railroad man who 
worked with her father in Tacoma. She had a young daughter when she lost 
her husband. He was riding to work on a streetcar on July 4, 1900. The car 
was overloaded and when it went around a corner it overturned and rolled 
down an embankment. He and forty-two others were killed.  
 
I met her in 1921 in Seattle. I was traveling with a guardian friend who was 
older than me. He and I decided to go down to Pike Place Market. The Great 
War had been over for a few years and the town was booming. We thought it 
would be fun to get some salmon for lunch and see what was happening. It was 
about 18 years ago our time or around 1992. We stopped at a little restaurant 
and the prettiest little plump redhead showed up at the table as our waitress. 
We just hit it off like we’d know each other our whole lives. She filled a great 
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void in my life and we were companions until just a few years ago. She died 
peacefully in her sleep with me and her daughter by her side.” 
 
Henry’s story gave me hope that my relationship with Dorothy could actually 
work out. Little did I know how her great strength, compassion and intelligence 
would bless the lives of both me and my granddaughter.   
 
I returned to Meghan’s and picked up Emily and returned to ’58. 
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Chapter  27 
 

(It’s me, Emily again) 
 
It was a little after 6 p.m. when we got back to the apartment. We could hear the 
phone ringing as Gramps unlocked the door. He quickly grabbed it, it was 
Dorothy. She asked Gramps if we had eaten. He told her we had and then she 
asked if we would like to come over for some desert. He agreed and we headed 
over to her place for some apple pie.  
 
As we were eating Dorothy asked how our rehearsal for the talent show was 
coming. I told her we pretty much had the song down and were working on the 
choreography. She asked when we were going to start on the costumes. I told her 
I had some ideas which I described to her. She told me what it would take to 
make them and asked if I needed help. I told her yes and that Miss Bohlke in 
home economics said we could work on them during class too.  
 
We decided that the easy parts could be done in class and she would help with 
the more difficult pieces. Gramps said he would take us to the big fabric store in 
Everett to buy material. I asked Dorothy to come along to make sure we got the 
right stuff. She agreed and I told her I’d check with the girls to see who wanted 
to come along.  
 
With that we said our good-byes, as we left I sensed that Gramps was getting 
very close to this wonderful lady. 
 
When we arrived home I sat down at the kitchen table and I started my 
homework. I took out some notebook paper and grabbed the folder with my 
essay from home and began copying it with the cartridge pen we got at 
Woolworths. My penmanship was poor; in fact it was “embarrassingly poor” 
compared to my classmates’. I restarted several times until I felt it was at least 
legible. Gramps told me kids in his day actually had penmanship classes and 
were graded on their work. I could tell, because his writing was beautiful.  
 
At least kids of the twenty-first century had spell and grammar check on our 
computers. I knew I wouldn’t get graded down for any misspelling! It was past 
eleven when I finally finished. I went out to the living room and found Gramps 
asleep and snoring on the couch with the television still on. I turned it off, woke 
him and told him it was time to go to bed. I went to my room, got ready for bed 
and was asleep in minutes. The next morning I awoke to the smell of bacon 
frying. I went to the kitchen and found Dorothy and Gramps fixing a swell 
breakfast! 
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We ate and as we sat at the table I asked Gramps if we could go to Everett and 
pick up a few clothes as my wardrobe was a bit meager.  He and Dorothy both 
looked at me and began laughing. Dorothy said, “Emily, it’s Sunday!” 
 
Gramps sensing my puzzlement quickly rescued me by adding, “And you know 
that all the stores are closed on Sunday.” 
 
“Oh yeah,” I answered, “I guess I forgot.” 
 
Gramps and Dorothy cleaned up the breakfast dishes while I took a shower and 
got dressed. When I came out of my room they asked if I wanted to go for a 
Sunday drive up to Steven’s Pass. Dorothy said, “The leaves up in the mountains 
are starting to turn colors. It might be fun to see them!” 
 
I told them I needed to finish the rest of my homework and that the girls wanted 
to work on our skit for the talents show. That was fine with them they said. 
Gramps asked me to leave a note and the phone number where I would be. They 
then left and I spent the next two hours struggling though geometry and 
chemistry. The only thing good about this, I thought, was these are the same 
classes I have to take again in fifty-four years! 
 
When my homework was finished I called Stormy. It had taken a little getting 
used to using a phone tied to the wall. I was so use to pulling my cell phone out 
of my pocket and texting or calling my friends using my “favorites keys.” One 
nice thing about this big black phone was it never “dropped” a call!  
 
I asked Stormy is she wanted to get together with the girls and practice our skit. 
She said sure and if I called Helen, she’d call Shirley and Jeannie.  
 
Helen said she could practice and would come and pick us up. I called Stormy 
and she said the other girls could practice too. Arrangements were made and 
Helen drove around and picked us all up. We spent the afternoon working on 
singing and doing the choreography at the same time.  It was a bit rough but we 
were getting it down. It was a good thing we had a few more weeks to rehearse. 
 
The next day at school we turned in our essays on the future.  Mr. Cantwell took 
the next few days to read and grade them. On Wednesday he handed the 
graded papers back to us. I received an “A” and a note at the top that said, “Very 
thoughtful, excellent job!” As I looked up Mr. Cantwell was smiling at me.  
 
“I am pleased with your efforts on this assignment”, he said to the class. “Most 
of you have used your imagination well and have come up with some interesting 
ideas on what the future may hold. I was especially impressed with Emily 
Ricard’s paper.” He asked me to come to the front of the class and read it. 
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I was a little embarrassed but did as I was asked. My classmates were 
courteous as I began to read,  
 
“My vision of the future for our country is not as optimistic or as farfetched as we 
are being led to believe from current television shows and movies. My vision of 
the future includes many challenges we may be failing to anticipate. Among 
these are dwindling natural resources, social unrest by our country’s minority 
populations, and the challenges we face in trying to maintain our place as the 
world’s leader in manufacturing, food production, technology, and military might. 
 
Our economy is driven by cheap energy, most notably oil. Most of our oil comes 
from our own country but our supply is limited. We must remember that the oil 
we use today took millions of years to form. It cannot be replaced once it is used 
up. As our country’s population grows so will our oil demand until we will no 
longer be able to meet our needs from our own country’s resources. As this 
happens we will be forced to import oil from countries that may not be our 
friends. It will also get more expensive. Cars will become small and lighter and 
get much better mileage then ones today.  
 
As our dependence on foreign energy grows we will see our economy suffer as 
American dollars leave our shores, which may, in fact, strengthen hostile 
countries.” 
 
There was not a sound as the students sat riveted to my predictions. As I 
finished the part on energy I moved to technology. I continued, “As we have seen 
a remarkable reduction in the size of radios with the introduction of transistors 
we will also continue to see other remarkable advances in technology as 
scientific advances allow the miniaturization of other electronics. Today there are 
only a few computers in our county. I predict that in fifty years computers will 
become as common and as small as television sets are today. They will allow us 
to process and share information throughout the world.  
 
Imagine being able to type on a device like a typewriter and have the words 
appear on a screen like a television! Imagine being able to make changes to the 
words without having to use correction fluid. The computer could even check your 
spelling and grammar. Imagine being able to press a button and have your 
words automatically printed on paper. You could print as many copies as you 
want and they would all be “originals”, no more carbon paper or correction fluid!” 
With that the kids started laughing. “Computers will also be linked together so if 
you want to send a letter you can send it from your computer to someone else’s 
in seconds.” 
 
I continued, “Now, how about telephones, what if a phone no longer needed to be 
plugged into the wall. What if they were small enough to put in your pocket and 
take them with you? You would be able to call anyone from where ever you were 
and they could do the same!” 
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I finished my essay with predictions about how equal rights demanded by 
minorities would become a fact and how future political process would greatly 
change America’s ethnic mix.  
 
It was very quiet as I returned to my desk. Mr. Cantwell looked at me and 
commented that he’d never even considered most of my predictions. He said it 
was amazing how thought provoking they were. When the bell rang a number of 
students followed me down the hall peppering me with questions. I was relieved 
to reach the gym and see Stormy waiting for me in the locker room. 
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Chapter 28 

 
The next few weeks were relatively uneventful. I had a few more dates with 
Doug but was careful to let him know we were just friends. I knew that any long-
term relationship was impossible. I was excited though when he asked me to 
homecoming. We were going to double with John and Stormy. Since John was so 
embarrassed by his car I asked Gramps if we could use the Chevy. He said that 
would be fine since he and Dorothy were going to the game in her Buick. 
 
The end of September came and we girls had our costumes and skit already for 
the talent contest. The contest was to be held after school in the auditorium on 
the last Friday of the month. 
 
That Friday arrived and the first number was a medley of popular songs woven 
in with some cheer leading yells. It was good but I knew it couldn’t touch our 
number. We were third and while the second act was performing we got dressed 
in our costumes. Dorothy took my place on the piano. Gramps was sitting in the 
middle of the front row with a big grin on his face.  
 
Dorothy played the intro as we moved into our positions. I was dressed as a 
snow queen, Shirley as a tree with autumn leaves, Jeannie as a sunflower, 
Helen as a beauty queen, and Stormy’s costume was a green netting covered 
with spring flowers. We danced and sang our hearts out. It was a smash hit and 
we won hands down. Mr. Halliday offered some suggestions for the Homecoming 
assembly which we agreed to work into the number. 
 
The next two weeks were spent planning for the dance. Homecoming at 
Snohomish was a semiformal dance. The girls all wore nice dresses and the 
boys a sport coat or their Sunday suit. The game was on Friday and the dance 
on Saturday night. Next to Prom it was the biggest event of the year.  
 
John had heard there was a new pizza parlor in Everett. John, Stormy, and 
Doug had never eaten pizza. Going to any type of restaurant in 1958 was a big 
deal. During the '50s most people only went out to dinner a couple of times a 
year, if at all. We are all excited. I told them I had eaten pizza a few times and it 
was wonderful. We then decided that we would go to Everett after the football 
game on Friday. 
 
Since the dance started at eight o’clock Saturday, Gramps and Dorothy said 
they’d fix us all a great dinner at Dorothy’s new house before the dance, which 
would give us plenty of time to eat and get there on time. Shirley, Jeannie, and 
Helen and their dates all decided to meet us at there.  
 
Little did I know at the time but Homecoming at Snohomish High in 1958 would 
change my life forever. 
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Chapter 29 

 
(This is Pete; I’ll take over telling this part of the story.) 
 
The month of September was interesting. I was spending a considerable 
amount of time with Dorothy and enjoying it more than I was sure was 
prudent. It was obvious that the attraction was mutual. My main concern, of 
course, was the challenge of living lives in two separate worlds.  I had never 
considered having another relationship after Linda died, but loneliness and 
meeting a wonderful woman changed my thought process from rational to 
emotional.  
 
To help me focus and determine my options I drove north to Lake Stevens and 
visited Henry.  As I pulled into his driveway I saw him working in his garden in 
the back yard. He was piling squash into a wheelbarrow; there was acorn, 
butternut, and a large Marble head, the same varieties my Linda loved to grow 
in our garden in Snohomish. I got out of the Chevy and met him as he was just 
finishing his chore. I offered to push the loaded wheelbarrow up to the house to 
which he gratefully agreed. I pushed the wheelbarrow to the back of the house 
and left it near his back door. Henry sat down on the bench of his picnic table 
facing me. The cool temperature and warm sun shining down on us made for a 
very pleasant day.   
 
I sat across from him on the other bench.  As Henry turned to me, he asked, 
“What brings you up to this neck of the woods, it’s not lady problems is it?” 
 
When I told him of my dilemma he smiled softly and told me that rarely do 
“cross time” relationships work. “You are not the one who would have the most 
difficulty adjusting. You have lived in her time and understand it well. She has 
not lived in your time. The adjustment may be very difficult,” he said, “on the 
other hand your ages and current lack of significant family commitments, such 
as young children, would make it easier.” 
 
“So you think there is a possibility?” I asked? 
 
“Yes, there’s always a possibility. Dorothy is an intelligent woman. Her 
emotional ties to you would help cushion the shock of twenty-first century life. 
Since you are both retired you could split your time between her time and 
yours, you just have to be prepared for the possibility that this might not be 
acceptable to her.” 
 
I pondered this for a while. “Then to be fair to her, I should tell her of the portal 
soon, to continue the relationship without being completely honest wouldn’t be 
right.” 
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“Do you think you can trust her with the secret?” he asked. 
 
“Yes, completely, she is one of the most trustworthy people I have ever met,” I 
answered. 
 
“Then think it out very clearly how you go about telling her!” he advised. 
 
I felt better after talking with Henry. His advice gave me hope and I started to 
formulate a plan for revealing the secret of the portal to Dorothy.  
 
As I drove south on Highway 9, home to Snohomish, I felt a chill in the air. I 
rolled up my window and turned the heater on. The warm air blowing on my 
legs felt good. The leaves on the trees were starting to turn to beautiful shades 
of red, yellow and brown. Even though it was late afternoon the sun was 
starting to set as I pulled into the parking lot at my apartment.  
 
As I was getting out of my car, Emily, Doug, John, and Stormy drove up in 
John’s old Nash. As John had told me over fifty years in the future, it was his 
parent’s old car. It was a big old four-door with a straight-eight cylinder engine. 
It was oxidized green with the primer and some rust spots showing where the 
paint had worn off. It had a large sun visor at the top of the windshield. It was 
missing a front hubcap and had a few dents here and there. The seats were 
covered with a couple of old army blankets which helped cover up the holes in 
the upholstery.  The windows were down and the big old AM radio was playing 
Yakety Yak by The Coasters. The kids were all singing along and seemed to be 
having the time of their lives.  
 
The car stopped and it occupants piled out. “Mr. Dyer, Emily told me you said 
it would be okay if we borrowed your car for the homecoming dance. Is that 
true?” John asked excitedly. 
 
“It sure is, as long as you promise to take good care of her, this baby is my 
pride and joy!” I said as I patted the fender. 
 
“Gee, that’s swell Mr. Dyer, you’re the most! You’re welcome to borrow my car 
while we have yours if you want.” 
 
I smiled and told him that wouldn’t be necessary since I would be with my 
friend Dorothy that night and she had her own car. As the three remaining kids 
drove off, Emily and I waved good-bye and walked up the stairs to the 
apartment. We fixed a dinner of toasted cheese sandwiches and some tomato 
soup. It was Sunday evening and we spent the rest of the night relaxing by 
watching The Ed Sullivan Show. 
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Monday morning arrived with a typical Western Washington rain storm. I 
offered to dive Emily to school to which she gratefully accepted. As we walked 
down the stairs from the apartment to the parking lot we could see a half-
dozen or so giant slugs enjoying the wet weather while happily munching on 
the bountiful crop of fall leaves that were covering the ground. We avoided 
stepping on them as we hopped in the Chev. I started the engine and turned on 
the wipers. They were the type that ran off the engine’s vacuum fuel pump. 
Their speed was dependent on how fast the engine ran, no intermittent electric 
wiper motors in ‘58! I laughed to myself as we headed down the hill to the slap 
of the blades while listing to the news on radio KJR. Emily was excited for 
school since this was homecoming week and she and her friends were to be a 
big part of it... much more so than they imagined. 
 
As I pulled into the courtyard at the back of the school, we could see Stormy 
waving to us from the office window. Emily was bouncing on the seat and 
laughing as she waved back. I stopped the car near the school entrance and 
she jumped out, waved me good-bye, and slammed the car door shut. She ran 
to the entrance in her new long wool gray skirt that Dorothy had made for her 
a few days earlier. She had on white bobby socks, her saddle shoes, her white 
Jansen sweater, a light blue jacket and a bright blue scarf around her neck. 
Her blond hair was in a ponytail that bounced as she ran to the door. It made 
me tear up a bit when I realized how much she looked like her grandmother 
when I first met her at WSU.  I slowly drove out of the courtyard and headed 
over to Dorothy’s. She had called the night before and invited me over for 
breakfast.  
 
When I arrived I was greeted with the wonderful aroma of bacon frying. I could 
hear it sizzling as I opened the door and shouted hello. Dorothy was in the 
kitchen with her hair tied up in a bandana, knotted in the front a la Ethel 
Mertz of I Love Lucy fame. As I entered the kitchen I gave her a hug around the 
shoulders and asked if I could help. She gave me the chore of setting the table 
while she finished with the rest of breakfast. It was a wonderful breakfast, fried 
eggs, hash browns, bacon, toast, and orange juice. After eating I helped 
Dorothy clean up the dishes and we then headed over to Everett. I wanted to 
stop by the coin shop; the proprietor had told me a few days earlier that he was 
getting some nice “Indian Head” pennies in that I might be interested in.  
 
As we entered the store he greeted us and told me the pennies had arrived. 
They were in near mint condition and I bought the lot for about $50. I knew 
they would net me well over a thousand in 2012. As we left the store Dorothy 
was laughing at the thought of what would have been worth a penny when we 
were kids was now worth over a quarter. I didn’t have the nerve to tell her one 
of the pennies was an 1877 worth over $400! 
 
One of the other reasons for going to Everett was to check out the Pizza place 
the kids were going to for Homecoming. It was on Broadway, just down the 
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street where we’d had Chinese food a few weeks earlier. As we drove by I could 
see it looked clean and new, the parking lot appeared to be well lighted. Since it 
was still morning the place hadn’t opened but it looked fine and I was satisfied 
the kids would be okay there.  
 
The rest of the morning was spent grocery shopping and running a few other 
errands with Dorothy. I dropped her off at her house and drove up to my house 
on Third and though the portal to 2012. I left the car parked in the shed and 
walked up to the house. It was still August there and the grass was getting dry 
with the hot weather. I set some sprinklers and brought in the mail. After 
finishing my necessary chores, I headed over to the McDonald’s across the 
street from the High School in my Buick to grab some lunch. When I walked 
into the restaurant I was surprised to see John and Pat sitting in a booth. They 
invited me to join them. I agreed and went to the counter to grab a QP combo 
meal. I had gotten a little smarter and had taken to making sure I had my debit 
card in my 1958 wallet, I hid it in a little pouch with my 2012 driver’s license 
where it wouldn’t be easily seen when I opened my wallet in front of Dorothy. I 
paid with the card and then took my lunch over to join them.   
 
“Where’s Emily?” John asked as I sat down, “Your two are normally joined at 
the hip this time of year!” 
 
“She’s been hanging out with some high school friends,” I truthfully answered, 
“I’ve just been busy doing odds and ends… sorry I haven’t come by.” 
 
“That’s okay,” John replied, “Let me know when you want to tackle your next 
project, I’m getting a little bored and could use something to do.” 
 
What John said next nearly floored me! He said there was something he and 
Pat had completely forgotten but had just remembered. “When we were in high 
school there was a girl who attended our school for a short time,” he said, “She 
and Pat were friends and her name was Emily.” 
 
“That’s right, she could have been a dead ringer for your Emily as I recall,” said 
Pat, “It’s so strange that both John and I had the same recollection at almost 
the same time of something we’d both completely forgotten. I’ll have to look her 
up in my sophomore annual.”  
 
It took a great deal of self-control not to react to their recollection. “I’m sure 
there were lots of pretty blond girls at SHS in the late 1950s,” I answered. 
 
“We’ll yes there were but ‘Emily’ was not a common name at that time,” isn’t 
that interesting?” said Pat.  
 
“Yes it is,” I replied, “I bet Emily will get a kick out of hearing about her 
‘double’. I quickly changed the conversation and then excused myself. I jumped 
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in my car and drove over to Everett to sell my Indian Head pennies. I netted 
over two thousand dollars on the exchange and took the money to my bank 
where I deposited it in my checking account.  
 
I was getting very good at exchanging goods between 1958 and 2010. My bank 
account was growing in both times. I began to wonder if I might be wise to 
secure permanent lodging in 1958. As I thought about it I remembered that I 
best not get to entrenched in the community since it would only be a short 
eleven years and my younger self and family would be moving to town. It 
seemed that every good idea I had became overly complicated by the realities of 
time travel. I guess I just needed some down time. I drove back to my house, 
turned off the sprinklers, and headed down to the shed and 1958. 
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Chapter 30 

 
The rest of the week was pretty uneventful, that is until Friday. I reminded 
Emily that the quarter was soon ending and it would be time to go back to our 
own time and get ready to start school all over again. She teared up and said it 
was going to be hard. She really liked her new friends but understood the 
reality and knew she had no choice. “At least I’ll get to see John and Stormy, I 
mean Pat, it’s just they will be older and won’t remember me,” she said. 
 
I didn’t tell her about meeting them at lunch and our conversation, I decided 
now was not the time, I’d figure out how to deal with that later. It was morning 
and nearly time for school. We heard a horn honk and Emily said it was Helen. 
Since the homecoming assembly was to be held at 10 a.m. the girls had their 
costumes for their skit in the trunk of Helen’s car.  Emily gave me a peck on 
the cheek and ran out the door to join them. I walked out to the breezeway 
overlooking the parking lot and waved good-bye to a bunch of hyped-up girls 
having the time of their lives.  
 
I cleaned up the place and then drove over to pick up Dorothy. She had agreed 
to play the piano again for the girl’s skit. We arrived at the school at about 9:45 
a.m. and headed to the gym. The bleachers were all out and the school band 
was assembling in their section. Mr. Halliday was bringing in the choir to sing 
a few numbers including the national anthem. As the student’s were entering, 
Emily spied us. She, Shirley, Jeannie, and Helen came running over. A few 
moments later Stormy arrived and the girls filled Dorothy in on the program. 
Mr. Halliday came over and thanked Dorothy for helping out and then shooed 
the girls to the locker room to get their costumes on for their skit.  
 
Dorothy and I took a seat with some of the adults, which include Shirley, 
Jeannie, Helen, and Stormy’s parents, while the rest of the students arrived. 
Soon all the students and staff were seated and Principal Hal Moe walked to 
the lectern. When he started his talk the speakers shrieked and many of those 
present covered their ears and laughed, while an embarrassed, pimpled faced 
senior boy made adjustments to amplifier to kill the feedback. Mr. Moe 
continued and reminded everyone to show good sportsmanship at the game 
and not to act like a bunch of hoodlums. He then turned the microphone over 
to Coach Ralph Gunderson who was the MC of the assembly.  
 
Ralph asked everyone to rise while the choir sang the national anthem, 
accompanied by the band.  At its conclusion everyone cheered and sat back 
down. Ralph then gave a pep talk to the student body and reminded them of 
the proud history of Snohomish High School and encouraged everyone to 
attend the game. The cheerleaders then performed a few cheers that roused the 
crowd and brought everyone to their feet. As the frenzy subsided Mr. Halliday 
came to the microphone to introduce the girls’ skit. He told the students of the 



122 
 

talent contest and how hard the girls had worked to win the opportunity to 
perform at the assembly. As he was speaking Dorothy walked to the piano and 
sat down at the bench and put her music on the music rack. When he finished 
he nodded at her and she began the introduction.  
 
The girls walked out of the locker room and began their routine, singing with 
corded mikes. While it wasn’t quite the same quality as the Hollywood 
production of Grease 2, it was very good, especially by 1958 standards. The 
students thoroughly enjoyed the performance. They laughed and clapped and 
gave a standing ovation at its conclusion. The girls were the hit of the assembly 
and quite likely the most popular five some at school, at least for the rest of the 
day.  
 
I spent a good part of the afternoon cleaning up the Chevy for the kids’ big 
weekend. Since I didn’t have a good place to work I took it up to the shed and 
to 2012. I went up to my house and got my portable vacuum cleaner, some 
Armorall, and Windex. I spent over an hour cleaning up the inside. When I’d 
finished I took it back to 1958, filled up the tank at the Conoco station for four 
bucks, and drove it over to Dorothy’s to wash the outside. Fortunately it was a 
beautiful afternoon, warm and sunny, something very unusual for a 
Snohomish Friday in October. I finished up the washing, with Dorothy helping 
dry it off with her good bath towels. We left the car at her place and drove her 
big Buick over to Safeway to shop for food for the kid’s Homecoming dinner. We 
parked the car, got out, and as we were entering the store I heard a low 
rumble. I turned just in time to see a black ‘48 Merc with three familiar thugs 
heading south on Pine toward Second Street. My heart sank… Arlie was back. 
 
Dorothy sensed my discomfort and asked what was bothering me. I told her 
that the kids had a run-in with a “hood” at the school. I told her about the 
episode at the dance and how this Arlie character had ended up in jail for the 
last month. I was sorry to say it looked like he was back and I hoped he didn’t 
ruin Homecoming for the kids.  
 
Dorothy was sympathetic as I expected she’d be. We finished our shopping and 
returned to her place. I was near four p.m. and it was getting dark. As we were 
unloading the groceries John, Doug, Stormy and Emily drove up in John’s 
Nash. I could tell they were excited. I tossed John the keys and said, “Take 
good care of her buddy!”  
 
He grinned and asked, “Is it okay if we put the top down?” 
 
I said, “Sure, if you can stand the cold!” While he lowered the top the kids 
grabbed their coats from his car. We told them we’d see them at the game. They 
were all smiles as they headed off to show off "their” wheels to their friends 
around town.  
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Dorothy and I spent the next few hours getting things ready for Saturday’s big 
dinner. Since the game started at 7:00 we left at 6:15 to make sure we got 
decent parking and a good seat. Dorothy had on a blue sweater, wool slacks, 
loafers and a warm coat over her arm. I had on some chinos, my penny loafers, 
a collared shirt with a v-neck sweater. I carried my coat, umbrella, and a 
blanket.  
 
We arrived early enough to procure a good parking space and some decent 
seating near the 35 yard line. I folded the blanket and laid it on the wooden 
bleacher seat to act as a cushion for Dorothy and me. It wasn’t cold enough yet 
for our coats but the air was getting crisp. The blanket kept our rumps warm 
and sitting close to each other at least kept one of our sides warm. I was glad it 
was a little cold. It gave me the opportunity to put my arm around Dorothy in 
an apparent attempt to “keep her warm.” As I squeezed her in a one-arm hug 
she lean into me, looked up at me, and smiled. All of a sudden I felt quite warm 
all over as I felt my heart melt. 
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Chapter 31 

 
(This is Emily; I’ll take the story from here.) 
 
It was so swell performing at the assembly. The kids went crazy with our 
performance. They just couldn’t believe that four high school girls could put 
together such a great skit. I felt a little guilty for plagiarizing Grease 2 but since it 
wasn’t filmed until 1982 I figured the FBI wasn’t going to come looking for me for 
copyright infringement. For the rest of the day we couldn’t go anywhere in the 
school without hearing how great we were!  
 
John and Doug were so excited to go to the game, especially since they’d have 
the coolest car of any of the kids there. Gramps was so nice to clean it up and fill 
it with gas. It was a good thing too, since I think we had about five dollars 
between the four of us. It was plenty for popcorn at the game and pizza 
afterwards, but it would have wiped us out if we’d had to fill the tank! 
 
After we picked the car up at Dorothy’s we drove around town with the top down 
so everyone could see us. We had our coats on and the heater was going full 
blast. Unfortunately John and Stormy were getting all the heat since the top was 
down. Doug had the good sense to bring some blankets and we were snuggled 
up together in the back seat. I was glad the top was down because I knew he 
wouldn’t try anything if everyone was able to see us. I’m pretty sure he wouldn’t 
have tried anything anyway since his preacher father had told him he’d burn if 
he did. I just hoped he believed him! 
 
There were lots of kids out and John made sure to honk the horn if we saw 
anyone we knew. We went through the drive-in window at the Dairy Queen and 
got four dip-top cones for ten cents each. We also drove over to John and Doug’s 
houses to show off our wheels to their families. It was a wonderful time with the 
radio blasting out the best “sing-along” doo-wop songs ever.  
 
We got to the stadium at about 6:30 and found a parking space quite a ways 
from the student section of the bleachers. As we were walking through the rows 
of cars someone flicked in lit cigarette butt out in front of us. We turned to see 
where it came from and there was Arlie Lundberg, Dave Meyers, and Greg 
Mathis.  
 
I was surprised to see Arlie had gotten out of jail. The thugs stared at us and my 
heart began to race, I wanted to run and get to the safety of the bleachers as fast 
as I could! Before we could move they stepped out in front of us and blocked our 
way. Arlie looked down at me and said, “Hey, little lady, how about ditching 
these losers and come with us, we’ll show you how to have a real good time!” I 
could smell the alcohol on Arlie's breath and his eyes were wild and crazy! 
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His toadie friends we trying to intimidate the rest of our party when a car turned 
into our lane looking for a parking spot. As it turned toward us its headlights 
caught Arlie in the eyes and blinded him for a moment. I seized the opportunity 
and stomped the hard heal of my loafers down on his instep. He cried out in 
pain, distracting his greaser friends long enough for all of us to get away. We 
quickly headed for the safety of the crowd of students in the bleachers. We 
passed through the ticket booth and showed our IDs. As we climbed the steps to 
reach the students’ seating area we saw Mr. Moe, the principal, greeting kids 
and making sure everything was going okay. Since Stormy worked in the school 
office and knew Mr. Moe well, she quickly ran to him and told him what had 
happened in the parking lot. He thanked her and grabbed a couple of teachers 
and they headed toward the cars.  
 
Arlie must have had enough brains to know he didn’t want to get caught a 
second time drunk in the school parking lot. As soon as Mr. Moe and the others 
started down the stairs we heard the rumble of the big Mercury’s tail pipes as he 
and the other two stooges exited onto Seventh Street and headed over to Avenue 
D. We were relieved that he was gone and that now we could enjoy the game in 
peace. 
 
In 1958 there wasn’t much else for kids to do other than school activities so the 
games were packed. In fact the whole town seemed to be there. The game 
against one of our main rivals, Sedro-Wolley High School, was great. Our team 
under the direction of our quarterback Leonard Bluhm played flawlessly, we 
stomped our rivals 19-6. It was great to see gramps so happy snuggled up to 
Dorothy. I wondered how he was going to make this relationship work with his 
and her times being over fifty years apart. I knew gramps was smart and figured 
he already had a plan. I looked over at John and Stormy, they too were snuggled 
up and I felt good inside knowing that they would be together in my time as well 
as now. Doug was content to hold my hand, which was fine. I liked him for a 
friend but certainly didn’t need a relationship under the current circumstances.  
 
Helen, Jeannie, and Shirley were sitting behind us with their dates. The six of 
them had come in Helen’s old Plymouth. Since there was only room for three on 
each of the bench seats Shirley sat in the front with Helen and Bob Martin. 
Shirley’s date was the pimply faced boy, named Earl Nelson, who’d ran the PA 
system at the Homecoming assembly nearly shattering everyone’s eardrums 
with feedback. He got to sit in the back seat with Jeannie and her date, Dale 
Throckmorton. It was just as well, Shirley was embarrassed that she had to 
come with Earl. However with her limited curb appeal, he was probably the best 
she could have done. 
 
After the game we loaded up in our cars and headed over to the new “Pizza 
Station” restaurant in Everett. It had just started to drizzle and we ran to the 
cars to get out of the rain. I was glad John had put the top up. We were having 
so much fun. The rest of the kids were so excited to get their first taste of pizza. 
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We headed out Avenue “D” toward the trestle to Everett. With the rain coming 
down and the old style headlights it was hard to see the road, but John took it 
easy and we made it there safely.  
 
We weren’t the only ones who had decided to do the pizza thing. As we pulled 
into the parking lot there was an empty space next to a big white Buick that 
looked a lot like Dorothy’s car. When we entered the building there was Gramps 
and Dorothy. We went over to their table and said hello. They already had their 
pizza, a pepperoni and mushroom one. Dorothy was smiling and laughing, she 
said it was her first pizza too and it was great! We excused ourselves and found 
two empty tables which we scooted together so there would be room for all ten of 
us to sit. We ordered a variety of pizzas and Cokes and 7-Ups for drinks.  
 
When the pizzas came we all dived in. They were really good and the rest of the 
kids loved them. Shirley and Earl finally got to sit together and were getting quite 
chummy. As I sat I marveled at how such a simple thing could bring so much 
pleasure. Here was a bunch of kids my age with no cell phones, piercings, mp3 
players, tattoos, game boys, or any other twenty-first century junk, having the 
times of their lives.  They had worked hard at odd jobs to get the money for the 
event, not expecting their parents to shell out cash for their enjoyment. No 
wonder gramps had always talked about how much he missed the “good ‘ole 
days!" 
 
We finished our meal, paid the bill and headed to the door. Gramps and Dorothy 
were just getting ready to leave. We waved good-bye to them. As we exited the 
building Gramps hollered at John to drive carefully. He smiled and shouted, 
“Don’t worry!” as the door closed.  
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Chapter 32 

 
 
Helen’s bunch got in her car with poor Shirley and Earl separated again. This 
time Shirley was disappointed, while Earl wasn’t the most handsome fellow, he 
was witty and fun. Shirley had never had a boyfriend or even a date before and 
had taken a liking to Earl.  
 
The rest of us got in Gramps Chevy and followed them out of the parking lot. 
With the rain coming down we didn’t notice the lights come on a big black ‘48 
Merc as it pulled out of the parking lot and followed us down Broadway.  
 
We were laughing and telling jokes as we headed over the green steel bridge 
that spanned the Snohomish River and led to the trestle over the flood plain. The 
radio was tuned to KJR and we starting singing along with crooner Bobby Darin 
he sang Splish Splash. It was still raining as we headed east on the trestle 
toward Snohomish.  
 
We were about halfway across when a car roared up on our tail with its 
headlights on high beam. It got right up on our bumper and then actually 
rammed us. We were going about sixty when it hit us and it caused the car to 
swerve. Stormy and I screamed as Doug turned to look out the back window. The 
car roared around to our left and pulled up even with the driver’s window. 
 
As we looked out we could see it was Arlie Lundberg’s black Mercury. Dave 
Meyers was hanging out the window with a bottle of beer in one hand while 
flipping us off with the other hand. John let up on the accelerator in an effort to 
slow down and let them get ahead. The big Merc was swerving wildly, it 
appeared that Arlie was in a drunken rage and was trying to run us off the road. 
John hit the brakes and Arlie shot ahead of us and pulled into our lane. The road 
was slick from the rain and Arlie lost control of his car and it began to spin in 
front of us. Doug grabbed me and pushed me to the floor. The next thing I knew 
was I felt the car swerve to the right and I heard a terrible crash as the car 
shuddered. I could hear tearing metal and breaking class. The last thing I 
remember was it felt like we were flying through the air.  
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Chapter 33 

 
(This is Pete, I’ll take it from here.) 
 
Dorothy and I left the restaurant right after the kids. We watched them pull out 
of the parking lot just as we were getting in Dorothy’s car. She had asked me to 
drive since it was dark and rainy. I was alarmed as a big black ‘48 Mercury cut 
us off as it pulled out behind my Chevy Bel Air. No one had to tell me who it 
was, I smelled trouble! It was the first time I’d wished for twenty-first century 
electronics since I found the portal. If only Emily and I had our cell phones I 
could warn her! I tried to pass the Merc so the big Buick could serve as a buffer 
between the two cars. Broadway was jammed with cars so that idea was 
impossible. Like most kids their age, John was speeding a little and Arlie was 
right on his tail. They turned left on Hewett and headed over the bridge to the 
trestle.  
 
We were close behind as the Merc sped up and bumped the Chevy’s rear 
bumper. We saw the car serve a bit before John regained control of the car. As 
he slowed Arlie swerved around him while one of his goons was leaning out the 
window shouting something at the kids. What happened next happened so fast 
that it seemed like a blur. All I could do was hit the breaks to avoid what I 
feared most.  
 
As Arlie’s car passed the Chevy it began to spin around in the middle of the 
trestle. It came around a full one-hundred and eighty degrees so that its head 
lights were facing us. John swerved to the right to avoid hitting Arlie’s car and 
crashed through the guard rail. We had come to a complete stop and could 
only watch as the car sailed into the black rainy void,  flipped over and fell 
upside down to the swampy ground over thirty feet below. My heart sank has I 
dashed out of our car and ran to the guard rail. By now there was a line of cars 
behind us, blocked by the Buick from traveling east and another line in front of 
us blocked by Arlie’s car from traveling west. Their combined headlights 
illuminated the scene below.   
 
As I ran, Dorothy was right behind me, sobbing and saying, “oh no, oh no!” We 
looked down to see the Chevy turned over on its top with the wheels still 
turning and the headlights still on. It was impossible to reach it from the 
trestle. Within moments we heard sirens. Fortunately Arlie’s car, blocking 
westbound traffic, allowed the police to arrive quickly at the scene. An officer 
quickly surveyed the situation, asked me who I was and what had happened.  I 
filled him in and told him there were four kids in the car. He then called for two 
ambulances and a wrecker. We were in shock and watched helplessly, unable 
to get down to the car. The police man said it would be best to wait and told us 
to get our car turned around and be ready to roll as soon as he moved his car.  
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The emergency vehicles were able to reach the car from the farm roads below 
the trestle. It seemed like hours but it was actually about fifteen minutes before 
crews were at the wreck. As we watched from above, the crews extracted the 
kids from the wreck and two gurneys each were loaded into the ambulances. 
The officer came back and told us they were taking the injured to the Everett 
Memorial Hospital emergency room and we should follow him. 
 
In the confusion Arlie, whose car was undamaged, had managed to turn 
around and leave the scene since the eastbound lane was unblocked from 
where he was. As we left I told the officer a boy named Arlie Lundberg was 
driving the car that was responsible for the wreck.   
 
We arrived at the hospital shortly after the ambulances. The gurneys had 
already been rolled into the ER. Dorothy and I approached the nurse at the 
nurses’ station and told her who we were and if she could tell us anything. She 
asked us to wait and left for a few minutes and then came back. She said she 
could only tell us about Emily since she was kin. She was still alive and the 
doctors we assessing her injuries. She told us to have a seat in the waiting 
room and she would update us and soon as she had any more information.  
 
Within thirty minutes, John, Stormy and Doug’s parents had arrived. The 
nurse told them to have a seat in the waiting room and she would let the 
doctors know they were here. We all sat in stunned silence interrupted only by 
the faint sobs of the parents. I filled them in the best I could as to what had 
happened.  
 
Within a few minutes a young doctor came in to the room and asked to see 
John’s and Stormy’s parents in an adjoining room. They were in there only a 
few minutes, when they came out they were all sobbing. We all rose as they 
told us that John and Stormy had both died in the accident. With no seat belts 
or airbags in 1957 cars to protect them, they had both been crushed by the 
windshield when the car landed upside down. We all sobbed and hugged each 
other as we tried to deal with the grief.  
 
The young doctor waited a few minutes until we had regained our composure. 
He then told us that Doug and Emily were bruised and shaken but otherwise 
unharmed. They had been protected by Doug’s quick thinking to duck down on 
the floor, the back of the front seat helping to protect them. 
 
Dorothy, I, and Doug’s parents were taken back to the treatment area to see 
the kids. We had to break the news of the loss of their friends. They were in 
mild shock and the doctor suggested they be given mild sedatives. John who 
was banged up the worst was kept overnight for observation. When all had 
settled down, as much as possible, we wrapped Emily in a blanket and headed 
toward the exit. I looked at my watch and saw that it was after two a.m. 
Saturday morning. As we walked toward the emergency room exit we passed 
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through the waiting room. I was surprised to see Henry sitting there waiting for 
us.   
 
Dorothy, Emily and I stopped and walked toward him as he stood to greet us. 
He gave us all hugs. Emily was a little groggy and I sat her down in a chair.  I 
asked Henry how he’d found out about the accident. He looked at us and said 
he knew about it before it happened. A puzzled look came over Dorothy’s face. 
He asked us both to sit. His bright blue eyes looked sad and tired but his tone 
was optimistic as he looked at us and said the situation wasn’t as dire as we 
thought. “Time is on our side,” he said matter-of-factly, "But we must hurry, 
and I think it’s time we share some of what we know with Dorothy.” 
 
Dorothy gave me a puzzled look. I looked at Henry who nodded his approval at 
me.  I then turned back to Dorothy and told her Henry and I needed her 
complete trust before we continued. She hugged me and said, “Pete, there has 
never been anyone who I have trusted more in my life than you.” Her response 
chocked me up, making it hard to start revealing the secret of the portal.  
 
Dorothy listened with intent, her calm demeanor indicating her acceptance of 
the truthfulness of what we had shared. She then asked, “How can we use this 
to our advantage?” 
 
Henry explained the complexities of the time fabric. “It is constantly moving, if 
it moves too much there will be no opportunity to redo the present,” he said 
and then explained his plan, “We have only a few hours so we’d better get 
started!” 
 
We left the hospital and got in Dorothy’s car and drove back toward 
Snohomish.  As we crossed the trestle we saw where the road crew had 
temporarily patched the guardrail. It only served to remind us that we needed 
to be successful in our efforts to reverse the awful events of the past few hours.  
 
We drove the car to the shed and the portal. As we drove Henry and I discussed 
our plan with Dorothy and Emily. By the time we arrived we all knew exactly 
what we had to do. Henry unlocked the big doors and we focused on the day 
before at about 2:30 in the afternoon. The complexities of the time fabric and 
Henry’s knowledge of it allowed us to synchronize ourselves with the previous 
day retaining our memory of the events following it. We as we passed back 
though the portal it was the warm Friday afternoon we had experienced only a 
few hours earlier.  
 
Emily was aware of the plan and the possibilities of saving her friends renewed 
her strength. As we passed back to the day before her bruises and soreness 
disappeared. We took her home to the apartment to get cleaned-up. My car was 
in the parking lot and my keys had suddenly appeared in my pocket. I jumped 
in and followed Dorothy and Henry to her house so we could drop off the car. 
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We then got in her car and headed for the Safeway parking lot. I had only 
hoped we’d arrived soon enough. We pulled into the parking lot and I told 
Henry and Dorothy to watch for Arlie’s car while I hurried in the store to make 
a quick purchase. I returned shortly carrying a sack of potatoes.  
 
Within moments of getting back in the car we saw the big Merc pass in front of 
us heading south on Pine. I pulled out and followed them. They drove down to 
First Street and cruised the downtown area, obviously looking for trouble. We 
followed them from a distance for several blocks until they turned right on 
Avenue “D” and headed back up the hill toward the High School. By now school 
had been out for about a half hour and a number of cars full of kids were at 
the Hub Drive-in. Arlie and his stooges passed the school and pulled into a 
parking space to join them as a carhop came out to take their order. We pulled 
around the other side of the building and used the spaces designated for walk-
in customers. I handed Dorothy two medium sized potatoes and instructed her 
on what she needed to do with them. 
 
Fortunately neither Henry nor I were well known to Arlie and his buddies. As 
we walked around the building to the drive-in parking area we stopped in front 
of his car and began admiring his wheels. He leaned out and told us with a 
surly tone that it wasn’t for sale. As we engaged him in conversation Dorothy 
slipped around behind the car, bending slightly to avoid being seen, and 
crammed a potato firmly and deeply into each of the twin exhaust pipes. I had 
told her to be sure they were well inside the pipes so they wouldn’t be seen. 
She finished her task by taking a hankie out of her jacket pocket to wipe away 
the peels that had been shaved off as she forced the spuds into the pipes.  
 
Dorothy then quietly crept back around the side of the building, stood, and 
walked back around to where we were standing. She said, “Come on boys, I’ve 
finished my chore and I’m sure these nice boys don’t want to be bothered by a 
couple of old men.” 
 
“That’s right lady,” grunted Arlie as he and his goons laughed, all with their 
mouths full of burgers and fries. We entered the building and sat at a table 
near the front window where we could watch the cars in the drive-in spaces. 
We were dead tired but were also famished. We ordered and watched as we 
waited.  
 
The boys finished their meal and the carhop took their tray as Arlie turned over 
the ignition. The car wouldn’t start and Arlie kept turning the engine over as it 
coughed and sputtered. He finally stopped when he had completely drained the 
battery. We finished our meal and left. The three boys had the hood up and the 
air filter off the carburetor and were leaning into the engine compartment, 
fiddling with the choke and linking cables as we left. It felt good to see them 
out of commission as we drove out of the parking lot. 
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We took a quick trip to Lake Stevens and dropped Henry off at this place. While 
we were gone Emily had called Stormy’s house to tell her she had to run home 
to take care of some “girl stuff” and asked to be picked up on their way over to 
Dorothy’s to get my car.  We then returned to Dorothy’s just in time to see the 
kids drive up in John’s old Nash. They had picked Emily up at the apartment. 
They didn’t understand why Dorothy was crying when she saw them. I told 
them she was like that and was just proud of what nice kids they were. I then 
tossed the keys to John, the rest of the events were pretty much a repeat of 
what happened earlier up until the stadium parking lot encounter. 
 
This time we arrived at the stadium before six and waited in the parking lot 
until the kids arrived, just to make sure no unwanted guests got there before 
them. After the game we followed them to Everett and made sure we were right 
behind them when they left. This time the day went off without a hitch and the 
kids had a wonderful time. By the time it was all over Dorothy and I realized 
we’d been up for almost forty-eight hours with hardly any rest other than a few 
cat naps. I drove her over to her house and waited for the kids to arrive, which 
they did shortly after midnight. I got my car keys back from John and Emily 
and I headed home to our apartment. I hardly made it to my bed I was so tired. 
I slept until after nine the next morning when I was awakened by Emily fixing 
breakfast. I got up and put on my robe and went to the kitchen, she had 
prepared French toast with some canned peaches and glasses of milk for both 
of us. It was just the ticket! 
 
I gave her a hug, told her I was proud of her and that I loved her. She began 
sobbing and turned and buried her head in my shoulder as she hugged me 
back. 
 
As we ate she asked me why she remembered what had happened and the 
other kids didn’t. I explain that we kept our memories by returning though the 
portal. To them it was like rewinding a tape and recording over it. It was 
important for her to know what was going on to help make sure it didn’t 
happen again. She looked at me in disbelief at the thought of John and Stormy 
dead.  I explained that Henry had suspected nothing good was going to happen 
with Arlie Lundberg on the loose. He had traveled ahead a few days before us 
and was aware of events before we were. He just skipped around in time and 
had seen it happen. His advance knowledge gave him time to prepare a plan to 
undo the damage and return things to their rightful state.  
 
As Emily grasped the situation she voiced a strong appreciation for what Henry 
had done. She even laughed as I told her of our encounter with Arlie’s bunch at 
the Hub and Dorothy’s sneaking around behind his car while Henry and I 
distracted him, and her shoving the potatoes up his exhaust pipes. “Gramps, 
as much as I love it here its getting time to return home. I certainly don’t want 
to chance another catastrophe; I couldn’t live with myself if anything 
permanent happened to any of my friends here, especially John and Stormy!” 
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“The quarter ends next week,” I said, “I promised your mom I’d have you back 
when I did, besides you need to get ready for school all over again!” 
 
“Yes you did promise, but now it’s time to get ready for the big dance. Helen 
will be here soon, we girls have to get ready, you know it’s only nine hours until 
dinner so we’d better hurry!” she laughed, “There’s only one thing that bothers 
me,” she added. 
 
“What’s that?” I asked. 
 
“How do we deal the Arlie Lundberg?” she answered. 
 
“Henry and I already have a plan, for now you enjoy the rest of your 
Homecoming weekend!” I replied. 
 
When the kids arrived at Dorothy’s for dinner, Emily ran to her and gave her a 
long hug, which started them both crying, which puzzled the other kids. They 
then backed away from each other at arm’s length.  Emily whispered to her and 
said, “Dorothy, I’ve never thought I could love anyone like I did my grandma, 
but I do, I love you so much! She threw her arms around her again but this 
time they both laughed for joy. 
 
With the curious welcome over, the kids sat down at the table to eat their 
homecoming diner. Since Dorothy’s dining table was on the small side we had 
set up her card table and folding chairs at one side to make room for everyone 
to eat together. As luck would have it poor Shirley and Earl got to sit there. 
Dorothy prepared a great meal, which all ten kids enjoyed immensely. We took 
photos of them with Dorothy's little Kodak Brownie camera, all dressed up in 
their dance clothes. The boys were clean-cut and handsome. The girls looked 
lovely in their dresses. It took me back a bit to notice how modest and 
wholesome the girls looked. I gave John the car keys again and we saw them off 
to the dance and told them enjoyed the evening together. I had a lot of 
explaining to do and Dorothy wasn’t going to let me off the hook! 
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Chapter 34 

 
(This is Emily; it’s my turn to tell what happened next.) 
 
The dance was so much fun; there was a live band that played all the songs that 
were popular at the time. I was so glad Miss Burns had made us learn some 
dance steps. We rocked and rolled, slow danced, did the bunny hop, the stroll 
and others. We exchanged partners and I got to dance with Earl. He was about 
three inches shorter than me and I could look over his head as we slow danced. 
When I did I could see Stormy and John together. They were looking in each 
other’s eyes as the band played “Love Me Tender”. It was so cool to know they 
would still be together when I got back home to 2012. 
 
When the dance was over John, Stormy, and Doug and I drove to Dorothy’s 
house in the Chevy. She and Gramps we sitting in the living room waiting for us. 
We all got out of the car and walked to the house. Gramps opened the door and 
invited us in. We talked for a few minutes, sharing the events of the night. John 
gave gramps his keys back, shook his hand, and thanked him for letting us use 
the car. “There’s not a scratch on her!” he said and Gramps started to choke up. 
Dorothy pounded him on the back as he tried to say something had gone down 
the wrong pipe. 
 
Monday was the first day of finals. Since it was raining again, Gramps dropped 
me off at school. I hurried to the office to meet Stormy. I got there just at the first 
bell was ringing. We had three minutes to get to typing class. We slid into our 
desks just as the bell rang. Miss Ritt welcomed us and said she hoped everyone 
had a good weekend. I looked over at Stormy and was so glad, with the help of 
Gramps, Dorothy and Henry, it had turned out alright. 
 
I felt good about my typing final. I had gotten quite fast and accurate. I was 
looking forward to seeing how my keyboarding skills would benefit from 
pounding on the big old Royal typewriter for the last eight weeks.  
 
The rest of the day went well; finals were spread out over the entire week so we 
would have time to study. Typing and English were the only ones that day. 
 
Stormy and Helen met me after school and asked if I wanted a ride home. I told 
them that since the rain had stopped and it was only a few blocks that I would 
just like to walk. I really wanted to stop by the house on Third and duck through 
the portal and see mom for a while. I wanted to share with her the events of the 
weekend. I thanked them, waved good-bye and turned and walked down 
Avenue D. I turned left on third, clutching my books to my chest as I walked. 
Even though it was only a little after three, it was already getting dark. The 
cloud cover combined with our far northern latitude made for short days that 
time of year.  
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I didn’t know why at the time but it felt like someone was following me. I turned 
to look behind me and could have sworn I saw someone duck behind a tree. I 
turned back around and quickened my pace and turned down the alley toward 
the shed. As I did it started to rain.  
 
This time is wasn’t our normal drizzle; it was a full blown down pour. I hurried to 
the big shed doors, I don't know why but they were slightly ajar. As I pulled one 
of  them open, someone grabbed me from behind, pushed me inside and pulled 
the door shut behind us.  
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Chapter 35 

 
It was dark and with the noise from the storm it was hard to hear. I struggled to 
free myself. Whoever it was smelled like stale tobacco and alcohol. He was 
trying to grope me which made me furious. I slammed my elbow into his ribs and 
stomped my heal down on his instep. It was almost impossible to see but I was 
sure who it was! His pain caused him to release his grip on me and I turned and 
kneed him in the groin and smash my palm into his nose. He doubled over and 
fell to the ground. For once first time in my life I was glad mom had made me 
take a summer of karate at the YMCA when I was in seventh grade! The small 
amount of light filtering though the crack around the door illuminated his face, 
confirming his identity—It was Arlie! 
 
I quickly stepped through the portal. I was surprised to see Gramps and Henry 
sitting with another man I’d never met. As I stepped forward to ask what was 
going on I was knocked over as Arlie stumbled  through the portal behind me and 
fell at my feet. I jumped up and ran to Gramps as Arlie staggered to his feet. 
Gramps had been sitting on an old chair with a baseball bat resting between his 
knees. As I reached him he picked it up, stood up and slapped it in his hand. He 
told Arlie to sit down on the chair or he’d crack him over the head. Arlie reached 
in his pocket and pulled out a switch blade knife. It was just like in “West Side 
Story”, a hood in a leather jacket trying to prove how tough he was.  
 
Gramps brought the bat down with such speed I barely saw it move. Arlie 
screamed as he dropped the knife, his other hand grabbing hold of his mangled 
wrist. Gramps then took the bat and shoved it in his gut. Arlie doubled over and 
fell to the floor. Henry, Gramps and the other man dragged him to the chair and 
sat him down. They tied his arms and legs to it and then moved back away from 
him. Gramps hugged me and asked if I was okay. I told him I was a little shaken 
but alright. “Where did you learn those moves Gramps?” I asked. 
 
“Airborne School, Ft. Benning, Georgia in 1963!” he grinned, “Served me well in 
‘Nam and it looks like it came in handy here as well.” 
 
I looked over at Arlie; he was coming to, trying to focus on what was going on. 
“What is this place?” he asked.  
 
Henry got in his face and said, “You’ve entered a time portal, and you’re in the 
future. Do you understand?” 
 
Arlie looked around and said, “It just looks like an old shed to me, what’s going 
on!” He looked at Gramps and Henry and said, “Say, aren’t you the two old guys 
who were talking to me at the Hub the other day? I bet you don’t know anything 
about how a couple of potatoes got crammed up my exhaust pipes do you?… 
Cost me over twenty bucks to figure out what was wrong with my car!” 
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“Oh, I not so sure, I think you’d have to ask my girlfriend about that!” Gramps 
laughed.  
 
Henry spoke up, “Listen, you’ve traveled to the future by passing through a time 
portal, it’s located between the two sets of doors you just came through.” 
 
“Yeah sure, like hell I have! Untie me and let me out of here you ass holes!” he 
hissed. 
 
Gramps looked at Arlie and told him to pipe down and look out the window and 
tell him what he saw. Arlie quit his tirade and looked toward the small window 
near the side door of the building. What he saw quieted him down, he could see 
a bright blue sky and green leaves on the trees. Henry walked over and opened 
the door so he could get a better view. Outside the door he could see it was 
summer and there sitting in the gravel driveway was a big black ‘48 Mercury. 
 

 
Arlie started screaming the worst profanities I’d ever heard, “I want you old jerks 
to untie me and let me out of here or you’ll wish you were never born! I have 
friends who’ll come looking for me. As soon as they see that car they’ll know I’m 
here and you’ll be dead!” 
 
Gramps looked at him and calmly said, “Dead? You mean like the two kids you 
killed on the trestle last Friday night?” 
 
“What are you talking about? I didn’t kill anyone! You’re nuts old man! Now 
untie me, my friends will be here soon”, he screamed. 
 
“Oh, you think they’ll see your car?” Henry asked, “That might be hard, you see 
its August, 2012 and they both died years ago. They both succumbed to their 
stupidity. I think that’s how you’re going to end up too!” he roared. 
 
“Arlie quieted down and started sobbing, “What do you mean its 2012? Dave 
and Greg are dead? I want to go back home. Please let me go, I promise I won’t 
hurt you or anyone else ever again,” he sobbed. 
 
Henry looked down at the pitiful thug and told him there was only one way he 
could return home. 
 
“How is that?” he asked, choking back his sobs. 
 
“You see this portal is only one of many, each has a guardian to protect it. I was 
the guardian for many years. Now the guardian is Pete here, as he pointed to 
Gramps, Emily’s grandfather. As you so well pointed out, he’s getting along in 
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years too and we need a new guardian. We thought you might like to be it,” he 
said. 
 
“What are you crazy? I don’t want to be stuck here until I’m an old geezer like 
you two, hell no! You can take your portal and shove it!” he yelled. 
 
“Then I take it the answer is no?” asked Gramps.  
 
“It’s hell no!” screamed Arlie.  
 
“Okay, Mr. Lundberg, you’re telling me of your own free will you don’t want to be 
the guardian.  If you’ll promise to calm down my friend Jack here, he pointed to 
the other man, will take you back though the portal and away from 2012,” said 
Henry. 
 
“Okay, okay, I promise!” screamed Arlie, “Now untie me!” 
 
Gramps picked up Arlie’s switch blade knife from the floor and cut the ropes. 
Arlie stood up holding his damaged wrist. Jack took him by the arm and led him 
to the portal, Arlie stopped and turned to us and yelled, “You’ll pay for this, I 
swear you’ll never forget the day you tangled with Arlie Lundberg!” With that he 
stepped through the portal and disappeared... forever. 
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Chapter 36 
 
I looked at the portal. All I could see was the set of double doors on the other 
side. I turned to Gramps and asked who Jack was and were he took Arlie. 
Gramps explained that Jack was from the brotherhood of guardians.  He 
continued, “If a person refuses to be a guardian after they know of the portal and 
are offered the role, they are taken to a ‘way station’. It’s a sort of ‘limbo’ a place 
that’s not really a place but rather a void where they stay until they leave this 
mortal life”.  
 
“Like a prison?” I asked. 
 
“Sort of, but without bars, Arlie will be taken care of but you might say his 
condition is ‘damned’”. 
 
“Gramps!” I hushed. 
 
“Let me explain,” he said, “You see Arlie’s chance to prove himself on this life is 
over, his actions have done nothing but harm those around him. Given any 
choice he’ll always choose the wrong one. Some people are like that, their inner 
workings, or spirits, so to speak, are so dark there is no reason to remain here. 
He was given a choice to do right and be a guardian. He is damned because he 
can no longer progress. It’s sort of like water flowing to a damn on a river. The 
water is stopped. So is Arlie’s progression here on earth. Where he is will give 
him a long time to consider his ways. If he chooses to change he may have a 
chance in the next life. It’s all up to him, it’s his choice. His choices had taken 
him to where he is now. That’s what life is about, making choices, good or bad.” 
 
“Where did you learn these things, Gramps?” I asked. 
 
“Some of them are just common sense, others I learned in Sunday school as a 
child, and some were shared with me by Henry. His great-great Uncle Sven built 
this building to protect the portal from bad people like Arlie. Sven was taught by 
an ancient race of beings sent here to protect the earth from wicked people, but 
that’s a story for another day,” he said, “It’s time to get you back to 1958, you’ve 
got finals this week and then it’s back home to start your sophomore year all 
over!” 
 
We locked the side door after Gramps put the Merc in the shed and left through 
the portal to 1958. Henry walked down the hill with us to our apartment. As we 
walked I asked them how they knew I would be coming through the portal with 
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Arlie following me. Henry answered, telling me that in his nearly ninety years of 
life he’d never seen a person as wicked as Arlie.  
 
Henry said he had bent the portal rules a little and kept ahead of what was 
going on with us. “As a guardian it’s our job to protect and watch over the 
travelers.  Since Pete was traveling and I was the former guardian, I felt an 
obligation to watch over him and you. My intuition paid off these last few days 
and I’m glad. You kids are all okay and we’ve rid the community of one bad 
hombre!” 

We reached the apartment and Henry walked over to his car. I ran and gave him 
a hug and thanked him for saving me. He blushed and said it was nothing and 
got in his car and left for his home on Lake Stevens.  

Soon after returning to 2012 Gramps and I went over to visit John and Pat. When 
I saw Pat I couldn’t help but running and hugging her. Even though she was an 
old lady I couldn’t think of few people save, Gramps, Dorothy or Mom, who I 
loved more. I blurted out “Stormy” as I hung on her neck. She pushed me back at 
arm’s length and said, “I haven’t been called that in years! How did you know?” 
 
Thinking quickly I said, “Oh, Gramps told me, it’s such a fun name, I hope you 
don’t mind!”  
 
“Oh, heaven’s no!” she said, “It makes me feel young again! That reminds me, 
the other day we ran into your Grandfather at McDonald’s. Both John and I 
remembered something we’d both completely forgotten. When we were in school 
there was a girl who came to Snohomish High for only a quarter or so. I 
remembered her name was Emily, just like yours. In fact I remembered she 
looked a lot like you. I told this to your grandfather, didn’t I Pete?” 
 
“Yes you did, Pat,” he answered. 
 
“Well anyway, after we left McDonald’s I went home and got out my old annual 
to look her up but she wasn’t there. I think she must have left before we had 
school pictures taken. I remembered she was from Richland, you know over on 
the east side of the state in the Tri-Cities. Well John then remembered we had 
doubled with her and his friend Doug Roberts to homecoming. We had dinner at 
her grandfather’s girlfriend’s house over on Emerson Street. She was a real nice 
old lady, and while we were there she took a picture of us all in our fancy 
homecoming dance clothes,” she continued, “A week or two after the dance I ran 
into her downtown at the old Penney’s store and she had the picture in her 
purse. She gave me the picture. I can’t believe I’m just remembered this only a 
few days ago. 
 
I went home and found the picture in an old album my mother had kept for me 
during high school. I’ve been carrying the photo around for days hoping to show 
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it to you.” She reached in her purse and pulled it out and handed it to me. It had 
yellowed and faded badly over the fifty-four years since it had been taken but 
there was no mistaking it was me in the photo grinning ear to ear standing 
between Stormy and Doug Roberts. 
 
“She could be your twin!” she said. 
 
 

# # # 


