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The Dawn’s Early Light

By: Jim Razzi         

“As far as time traveling devices go, forget about using contraptions like the one used by Wells in his novel, ‘The Time Machine’, because crystal knobs, glowing yellow dials, red velvet seats are now in the realm of total fantasy.”

As he neared the end of his lecture entitled, “Theoretical Physics as Science Fiction”, Marshall Kaden paused to look out at the audience in attendance at a three-day symposium of science fiction writers and agents in Los Angeles. 

At thirty-three, he was one of the most renowned professors of theoretical physics in the country and the author of a number of well-received science fiction novels himself.  
Ruggedly handsome and fit - a poster boy for the arcane world of theoretical physics (as one female book reviewer described him) - he was a popular speaker at gatherings like this as well as scientific seminars.   

Pencils scratched, laptop keyboards clacked, as he continued.       

“Using ‘holes’ in the space-time continuum is also out. In fact, if you want to be up-to-date, the consensus among physicists today is that time travel has less do with the mechanics of time and more to do with the mechanics of your brain.” 

He smiled, held out his palms up, as if to declare it an indisputable fact.    

Up until then, Marshall had kept the writers’ interest with some fascinating scientific facts. And now he came to some fascinating conjectures and the culmination of his lecture -- the latest theory on the possibility of time travel. 

Although he suspected it might be too esoteric even for this group, he raised his chin, and went on with his talk.     

“300 years ago Gottfried Leibniz, the discoverer of differential calculus, noted that a metaphysical reality underlies and generates the material universe. Thus he surmised that reality, as we know it, is a component not of the physical world, but rather of the metaphysical world. And our brain mathematically constructs concrete reality by interpreting frequencies from that metaphysical world, a realm that transcends both time and space. 
“As a matter of fact, Einstein, himself, theorized that reality might be nothing more than ‘objectified thought’.” 

Marshall stopped to nod in solitary agreement before resuming. “That being the case, it follows that it should be possible to think of time and space not as abstracts, but as actual realities controlled by our brain to be manipulated at will.” 

He made eye contact with an audience member, specifically a brown-haired girl in the fourth row, and held it for a few moments - a lecturer’s trick to give the impression of addressing each of them.  Then with a dismissive shrug, he added, “It’s all theoretical, of course, so I wouldn’t plan on visiting ancient Rome any time soon. At present, you have a better chance of vacationing on Mars than meeting Julius Caesar up front and personal.” 
Laughter rippled through the audience in the well-lit lecture room and Marshall followed up with a last quip. 


“So remember, the next time you want your protagonist to invent a Time Machine, let him use his brains.”   

       There were a few more laughs here and there, and with the lecture over, the writers broke into enthusiastic applause.

       Marshall grinned, scooped up his notes and strode from the podium. 

       A small crowd immediately congealed around him and as he acknowledged their thanks and answered a few personal questions, he looked at his watch and stole a glance at the exit doors. Booked on a flight to Hawaii in three hours, he was running late.
                                                          ________

Half an hour later, with a canvas duffle slung over his shoulder, he dashed out of the Convention Center and into the street where he waved the first empty cab he saw to a stop. 
"Going to LAX,” he told the driver as he ducked inside. The tanned young Latino, clad in a Dodgers baseball cap and a diamond ear-stud, turned his head, nodded, then wordlessly slipped his cab into the stream of ongoing traffic.

As he leaned back into the seat, Marshall wrinkled his nose at the heady combination of lemon air freshener and old, sun-baked plastic. When they hit the main highway to the airport, he opened his window a crack, stared out at the passing scenery, and replayed his lecture.   
It was true he had told the Sci-Fi writers that time travel “via the brain” was still just a theory, but what he didn’t tell them was that over the last ten months, he had put that theory into practice and the results were packed away in his duffle bag.   

He had advised the writers not to depend on fanciful, old-fashioned concepts when attempting to come up with a scientific method for traveling in time. He had implicitly followed his own advice and his Time Machine -- or Cerebral Time Transfer Device, as he dubbed it -- consisted of a cerebral cap and a hand-held computer of his own design and manufacture. 

The cap, made of elasticized cloth for a snug fit, had cerebral data nodes attached to the underside of it designed to rest over the occipital lobes at the back of the head – the ones responsible for processing light, vision, and hallucination. In this way, the cap allowed his brain to jack into the computer without external connections.

He wondered what those writers would think (or, for that matter, what the world would think), if they knew that not only did he build a time machine, but had already tested it by going back to August 20, 1980 to visit his old Chicago neighborhood when he was seven years old. He pulled a dark blue Chicago Cubs cap from his duffel — a souvenir from that summer’s day. He fingered its brim in wonder; tangible proof that he had indeed gone back in time. His lucky hat now, Marshall folded it back into the bag with care. 


That successful test run was strictly for fun, because his fascination - like the writers who attended his lecture - was in the realm of “what ifs ”. What if he could go back into the past to change the future, or to stop political assassinations, or to warn people of impending calamities? Now that he could really do it, the possibilities were as endless as time itself.

      But, from the very beginning, he had always known where he wanted to start -December 7th, 1941. 


Fascinated with the surprise Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor on that day with the subsequent result of America’s entry into World War II, Marshall was obsessed with the notion of what would have happened if America had been warned in time? 


So, after months of research, he was on his way to achieve his first objective - to either disrupt the attack that had plunged America into the war and cost the lives of thousands of young Americans or better yet, stop it from ever happening.

                                                           ________

 Ten hours later, after arriving in Honolulu, Marshall found himself a room at a small hotel, where he hurriedly changed into a white T-shirt and a pair of jeans. He fit the cerebral cap on his head, covering it with his Cubs baseball cap. The mini computer went into the front pocket of his jeans.  The irony of the moment did not escape him. He felt compelled to hurry as if he was already at Pearl, as if the attack was imminent.
Satisfied that he was ready to go, he took a moment to gaze out the window of his hotel room to see a sunny December 7th. He could have taken this journey at any given time, but he wanted to wait until today since it indulged his penchant for elegant symmetry. 

Turning from the window, Marshall checked the placement of the baseball cap and cerebral cap, patted the computer in his jeans’ pocket and secured the door behind him. 

                                                                 ---------

The Arizona Memorial, just off Ford Island in Pearl Harbor, was a brilliant white, rectangular structure that sagged in the center as if some giant hand had pressed it down. In reality, the inward curve was meant to represent initial defeat with the strong, solid ends expressing ultimate victory. It had been erected over the sunken wreckage of the doomed battleship itself as a tribute to the 1,177 sailors who died along with it on that fateful morning. 
Marshall had chosen the Memorial as his departure point since the Arizona lost the most lives. He arrived at the Memorial at 4PM, an hour before closing time when most visitors would be on their way out.

This was his first visit to the Memorial and as he explored it, he chanced upon a section that served as an ad-hoc museum. One exhibit displayed a continual audiovisual presentation of the attack on Pearl including the sinking of the Arizona. He didn’t stop to watch it since he already knew the details by heart. 

He knew, for instance, that less than fifteen minutes after the first Japanese planes attacked, an armor piercing bomb slammed through her deck into her forward ammunition magazine causing a terrific explosion that sank the warship in less than nine minutes taking the vast majority of her crew with her. He wanted to do his best to make that number zero. 

He left the museum to enter a semi-enclosed observation deck that lay straight ahead. There was no one about at the moment: that suited his needs perfectly.  When he reached the midway point of the deck, he stopped at the railing of one of its open-aired areas to look out at the harbor. A brisk wind sprung up to ruffle his hair and bring the tangy scent of the sea to him. He noticed a small sailboat with a red jib gliding by not fifty feet away from him. It all seemed surreal. He suddenly couldn’t believe that in a few scant minutes he was going to find himself on the Arizona itself.

He scanned the area. No one was coming. Then he checked the time – 4:15. His hand shook as he retrieved the computer from his pocket. Taking another glance around and a deep salty-air breath, he powered up the device. 

He felt a pulsating tingle in his head as if his brain had been switched on along with the computer, which of course, he thought, was essentially what had happened. He tucked the computer back into his pocket for safekeeping and waited. 

Thirty seconds passed before a holographic image began to form before his eyes like an out of focus 3D photograph. He knew this meant his subconscious was accessing his computer program. 

He was patient, since he knew from the Chicago trip that it took some time for  his mind to accept what his brain was busy creating, like an organic computer, a reality of a specific time and place; in this case, December 7th, 1941 at Pearl Harbor.   


Presently, a scene materialized before his eyes, but the image shimmered as if he were looking at its reflection in a rippling pool of water. Seconds later, it firmed up and the distinct shapes of warships took form as the harbor pixelized itself into existence along with a night sky brilliant with stars until suddenly the whole panorama of Pearl Harbor snapped into sharp three-dimensional reality. Marshall staggered back and gasped. The white, concrete floor of the observation deck was now the hard, cold steel of the deck of the real Arizona!
He looked up to see the Pagoda-like superstructure of the mighty battleship towering above him. He touched the side of a forward gun turret. It was real! It was all real -- the Arizona, the other ships, the harbor. He was there. He had done it!  

He looked about him.  The forward gun turret towered to his right and, although  the sky above him was still dark, a gray rim of light appeared on the Eastern horizon. He sighed in relief. Not dawn yet. He had time.


“Hey buddy! Where’d you come from?” 

He spun around at the sharp voice behind him to face a Marine guard, his hand reaching for the gun strapped to his side.     

"Wha-what?” Marshall stammered.

"I said, ‘where’d you come from?’ You weren’t here a minute ago and you sure didn’t pass by me!” 

The Marine, all about 18 years old, looked competent and determined, as did the forty-five automatic now pointed at him. 

Marshall raised his hands, palms out, in surrender.

“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you,” he answered. “but I need to see the captain right away with some critical information.”

The young Marine shook his head. “The captain don’t see nobody unless it goes through the chain of command.”

“Okay, okay,” said Marshall lowering his arms. “Then take me to the Officer-of-the-Deck.”

The guard hesitated.  Marshall guessed that the young man had never run into a situation like this before and didn’t know quite how to proceed.   

“Is today December the 7th?” Marshall ventured to ask while the guard considered his request.  

The Marine stepped forward, his brow furrowed.  “Never mind what day it is, I want to know how a civilian like you got on board this here ship?” 
Marshall scrambled to come up with a plausible explanation and was relieved when the Marine didn’t pursue an answer, but pointed his chin and waved his gun in the direction of amidships.  Marshall kept silent and obeyed the Marine’s unspoken order. Nothing he could say right then would be useful or productive, anyway. He would wait to see someone in command. 

With the guard prodding him from behind, they entered an interior passageway. Marshall stared down the corridor in open-mouthed wonder. He did not yet completely trust the reality of it all. But, the pipes snaking overhead, the valves and hatches, the dim lights along the way all seemed real enough, as did the smell of fresh paint and machine oil in the air. 

The Marine broke into his reverie and urged him on with a press on his shoulder. Blurting out a distracted, “Huh?” Marshall obeyed. 

As they followed the long, narrow passageway they encountered sailors en route to various duty stations or on work details.  Marshall gaped at these living, breathing young men. They in turn were also curious enough about him, darting quick glances his way as he strode by. 

Seeing them, Marshall realized that if he failed, most of these vibrant young sailors would be dead in a few short hours. 

They had gone twenty feet more down the corridor when they came upon a metal stairway that connected to the deck above them. The guard ordered him to stop, then pointed to the stairway. 

"Hike up the ladder. Lieutenant Donaldson’s on the quarterdeck.”    

Marshall did so as the young Marine followed close behind.      

As he reached the quarterdeck, the stern section of the upper deck of the Arizona, the line of gray on the horizon was wider. But Marshall had to know if it actually was December 7th, 1941 or not.

“Today is December 7th, right?” he asked.

The young Marine came around in front of him, narrowed his eyes, but this time answered, “Huh? You kidding me or what?”

Marshall persisted, “It’s December 7th, 1941, right?”  

“Of course it’s December 7th, 1941.”  The guard punctuated the year with impatient nods. “What’d ya think it was?”

Before Marshall could reply, the Marine’s attention honed in on something behind him. Marshall turned around to see a tall officer approaching them with the confident gait of command.

Lieutenant Donaldson had short dark hair, a square jaw, and an intelligent face. He gave Marshall a cursory glance before he addressed the Marine.

“What’s going on here, Russo?”

 “Sir, I found this–“  

“Lieutenant, listen,” Marshall cut in, “there’s not much time left. I have to tell you that the Japanese are on their way to attack Pearl Harbor! Right now!”

 Donaldson raised his eyebrows at Russo, who just shrugged.  The officer returned his full attention to Marshall. 

“Who are you and how did you get here?” 

“Look, if I told you, you’d think I was crazy.” 

“After what you just said, I already think you’re crazy.” Donaldson retorted. “For one, we’re not at war with Japan.”

“Okay,” Marshall held up his hands. “Think what you like, but trust me. I’m not crazy and this is not a joke.”

Donaldson stared at him.

Marshall decided to play his ace. 

"Look, I happen to know that the Enterprise’s approximate position is 200 miles west of here. I also know that at this moment, the Japanese Fleet is approximately 300 north of Hawaii on their way to launch an attack against Pearl. 

“Just have someone contact the Enterprise and tell them to send out an air reconnaissance northwest of their position and they’ll spot the fleet. Vice Admiral Chuichi Nagumo has orders to abort the mission if the fleet is discovered.” 

The Lieutenant’s eyes widened and he jabbed his finger at Marshall. “How do you know what orders the Japanese military does or doesn’t have?  And how do you know where the Enterprise is? The location of our ships at sea is highly classified. So how could a civilian like you know about any of these things?”

Marshall opened his mouth to respond, but Donaldson continued, “If you want to know what I think, I think you’re a spy!”

With his peripheral vision, Marshall saw Russo tense up and grip his gun with two hands.    

Donaldson glanced at Russo and pointed to the ship’s phone cradled upright on a bulkhead ten feet away from where they stood.

“Give me your weapon and get a couple of Marines up here on the 

double.”  
“Yessir!” snapped Russo.

As Russo made the call, Donaldson hefted the gun expertly and kept a steady watch on Marshall. Marshall tapped the side of his leg, looked at his watch, then surprised Donaldson by asking the time. 

“You have a watch, and I don’t see what that has to with anything we’re discussing here.”

“Lieutenant, please indulge me. My watch is on a, uh, different time zone and it’s important.”

Donaldson smirked, but condescended to glance at his own watch. “05:20.” 

Marshall knew that the first wave of aircraft consisting of fighters, bombers, and torpedo planes took off from the Japanese carriers at 06:00 so there was still time.

Then, he remembered something else just as two solid-looking Marines scrambled onto the quarterdeck with their guns drawn and moved into position behind him.

Donaldson nodded at them, then at Marshall.

“Take this man to the brig.”

“No wait! You’re making a mistake! Please listen! I’m not a spy. I’m an American. I’m here to warn you!”

“Take him away,” said Donaldson.

“Look, okay.” Marshall lowered his tone. “Let’s say I’m crazy, let’s even say I might be a spy. But just listen. The Radar Station at Opana Point is going to pick up a signal just before 7 o’clock this morning indicating a large group of planes.”

Donaldson raised his hand and the guards stood by.  

Marshall knew he now had the Lieutenant’s attention, since Radar was a radical new technology, little known to the average citizen or even the average serviceman at the time. 

“Go on,” urged Donaldson.

“The men at the station are going to think they are B-17 bombers from the mainland, but they are actually the first wave of Japanese aircraft on their way to attack Pearl!” 

“So now you can see into the future?”  

“Lieutenant, whether I can or not is not important right now. Please, just have the captain contact the radar station and request that they inform him when the signal appears.”

Donaldson didn’t say anything more to Marshall, but addressed the two Marines. “Carry out the order.” 

With a “Yes, Sir!” they marched Marshall through a hatch back down to the lower deck where one of the ship’s large storage rooms served as a brig. 

Five minutes later, Marshall sat on a bunk behind a chain link fence. The fence  effectively cut the room in two making the enclosed area function as a cell. A padlocked steel door at one end of the fence served for entry and exit to the secured area.  

Marshall stared through the links. Except for a gray metal desk and chair near the entrance of the storage area and a ship’s clock on the bulkhead to his left, the room was bare. He slumped down on the bunk with his back against the bulkhead and took a deep breath and blew out an exasperated puff of air. The strains of Hawaiian music coming from somewhere outside the brig might have calmed him if the situation weren’t so desperate.   

The clock on the bulkhead displayed 05:30. The first wave of Japanese planes would be taking off in a half hour, so if reconnaissance aircraft from the Enterprise were not sent out immediately to spot the Japanese fleet, it would be too late to force Admiral Nagumo to abort the attack.   

He called out to the Marine assigned to keep on eye on him. 

“Listen, I’ve got to see the captain.”

“The lieutenant will see the captain, so pipe down.” 

Marshall rose from the bunk, approached the fence and hit it with the palm of his hand. The guard gave him a bored look and turned away.  

Marshall knew that if all else failed he could simply return to his own time, but he wasn’t ready to do that. Not near ready. Pearl was still intact. The Japanese planes had yet to arrive. Maybe Donaldson would convince the captain to see him. Maybe. 

                                                              ------   

On the quarterdeck, Lieutenant Donaldson watched the light on the Eastern horizon creep up to the height of the King Palms on the distant Shoreline, his mind occupied by what the civilian had said to him. He didn’t look like a nut. In fact, he seemed intelligent and eminently sane. But where did he get all that information?  Something didn’t jibe. But he was not about to wake the captain up on a Sunday morning just to tell him that they had caught a stowaway on board. Still, it wouldn’t hurt for him to contact the Radar station and ask them to notify him of any unusual activity.

                                            --------

The melodious strains of Aloha O’e the, as yet, not clichéd song of the Hawaiian Islands, floated into the room as Marshall pondered his situation. Two hours had passed with no further interactions or interrogations. The Marine guard sat at the metal desk idly moving his head in time to the music.  

Marshall paced back and forth like a trapped animal. The ship’s clock now said 07:40. He knew that the Japanese were on their way and there was nothing else he could do. It was time to get out. He reached for his computer in his pocket just as the loudspeakers squawked, “General Quarters! General Quarters! This is not a drill. Repeat, this is not a drill! All hands man your battle stations!”

The Marine guard leapt to his feet, adjusted his gun belt, and rushed out of the room.

“Hey! What’s going on?” Marshall hollered after him.

The first planes were due to arrive around 08:00, but he’d heard nothing to indicate that the attack had started. What was happening up there? Marshall gripped the links of the fence and pressed his face against them in a futile effort to see beyond the now open hatchway of the room.  

He finally gave up and dropped onto the bunk again. He put his head in his hands and berated himself for making a balls-up of the whole thing. The worst part about it was that he hadn’t a clue what to do next to salvage something, anything, from his complete failure.  Then, he heard the discordant roar of aircraft and the first thunder of bombs exploding in the distance. The attack had begun!

As if to verify that, the whole ship trembled as the anti-aircraft batteries on the Arizona opened up with a thunderous, rhythmic, POM! POM! POM!  Seconds later a plane swept overhead its machine guns chattering and although he was inside the ship Marshall instinctively ducked his head. 

He pondered his situation. He could either go back to his own time and be safe, or he could stay on the Arizona and possibly go down with the ship. But, if he chose to go back, he would feel like the perennial rat deserting the ship, or worse, a coward deserting good, brave men. 

The cacophony of battle surged into the shrill scream of dive bombers as they dove on their targets, the throaty roar of torpedo planes as their pilots throttled back to make a run, the muffled sounds of distant explosions punctuated by the roar and shudder of a nearby hit.

Why was no one coming to check up on him? Then he thought, why should they?  They were all busy trying to stay alive. And if he wanted to be honest with himself, for the time being that was his only goal too.

He started to edge back against the bulkhead of his cell, when a powerful explosion rocked the room and sent him crashing to the floor. Turbid, black smoke, full of the acrid smell of cordite and burning steel, poured into the air.

Marshall staggered to his feet to check himself for damage. Aside from a number of cuts and bruises, he was still in one piece. Then he remembered his head gear. He jerked his hand up to check it and sighed. By some miracle, it was untouched! 
By now, smoke had completely filled the room, making it difficult to see anything more than a few feet away. Coughing and gasping for air, he stumbled to the steel door to find that the lock had been snapped opened by the force of the explosion. He flung the door open and bolted from the cell. On his way out of the room, he saw that the bulkhead to his right was buckled and twisted and the smoke billowed in from that direction. A bomb must have exploded only yards away on the other side of that bulkhead. 

Marshall thanked his lucky stars he was still alive and after being locked up in that cell for hours, looked desperately forward to breathing fresh air. Heart thumping, he jogged through an enclosed passageway to the main deck, the clank and twang of machine gun bullets ricocheting off metal and the loud, angry growl of a passing plane accompanying him. 
When he finally reached  the main deck the first thing he came upon was the prostrate body of a sailor. He fought his gaze away from the mutilated corpse, knowing there was nothing he could do and looked further along the vast deck… 

A fire raged amidships and men ran toward him away from the smoke and flames, some with their clothes on fire, others half naked with terrible burns over their bodies. 

Marshall skirted by another body in his path just as a Japanese Zero blasted through the swirling black smoke almost at deck level its machine guns blazing an ear shattering, ratatatatatatata!!!

He flattened himself against the deck and watched in amazement as bullets stitched jagged holes across the faceplate of a gun turret directly over his head. Then the plane swooped up and disappeared into the clouds only to be replaced seconds later by a torpedo bomber coming straight at the ship no more than 30 yards away.
Marshall ducked his head back down. The pilot couldn’t miss at that range and he waited for the torpedo to slam into the ship. But the plane never released its deadly fish because it suddenly disintegrated before his eyes into a tremendous ball of fire and a ragged cheer broke out from one of the gun crews.

Another Zero dove toward the Arizona with its machine guns spewing death and destruction, but another volley from the anti-aircraft batteries blasted off one of its wings and it spun out of control, spiraling head over tail, its prop freewheeling before it crashed into the sea raising a 20-foot plume of water.

But, despite the gallant defense, planes kept coming: Swooping, twisting, turning, and shooting in a spectacular ballet of aerial warfare. 

Marshall knew that he had little time left. The bomb that had doomed the Arizona was sure to come at any minute and there was nothing he could do about the fate the Arizona was destined to have. It was time for him to go back to his own time.

He made his way back towards the stern of the ship. On the way, he spied a large brass shell casing from one of the Arizona’s machine guns lying on the deck. On a whim, he picked it up and pocketed it.

When he finally reached the stern, he saw a wounded officer propped up against a hatch on the deck. On closer inspection, he recognized the man as Donaldson. 

Marshall ran over to him and knelt beside the wounded officer. 

“How bad is it?” he asked.

Marshall wondered if Donaldson had heard him since he didn’t immediately respond, but finally he looked up at him and gasped out, “I…I caught some shrapnel in my arm.”  

Then his eyes widened as he recognized Marshall. “I see you got out okay. I sent a guard to release you.”

Marshall gave him a tight smile.

“The guard never arrived, but I got out anyway.”

Donaldson looked as if he were about to lose consciousness when Marshall saw another Zero coming right at them, its machine guns chattering.  He hoisted the wounded officer to his feet and half dragged him into a nearby passageway.  

Once inside, a petty officer and a seaman hurried over to them.  They took Donaldson in hand and lay him on the deck. Satisfied that Donaldson would be taken care of, Marshall made to leave.  Marshall heard Donaldson call after him “No, wait,” but Marshall couldn’t wait. He was running out of time. 
Once back on deck, now riddled with jagged holes made by machine gun bullets and shrapnel, Marshall, sheltered by a bulkhead, powered up his computer for the time transfer. He felt the now familiar tingle in his head and let out a long sigh. It was going to be okay.  

Just then, the hissing whistle of a falling bomb broke through the sounds of zooming planes, antiaircraft fire, and thundering explosions. By the sound of it, the bomb was going to be a direct hit and he had nowhere to run! 

He threw himself against the bulkhead and sunk to the deck. He stared at the computer in his hand, “Come on! Come on!” he cried aloud. The whistle grew in intensity until it filled the air with its shriek. Marshall gripped the computer so hard, he thought he would crush it. “COME ON!”  

When the bomb hit, a rush of hot wind sucked him up from the deck and flung him head over heels through the air as if in the grip of a tornado. A heartbeat later, he slammed down on the deck again. He lay stupefied with shock and the realization that he was still alive! 

Then he saw why. The Arizona had disappeared. He was on the floor of the observation deck again! The transfer had worked just in time! 

Time! What time was it? Was it the next day, or week, or month? Then he saw the sailboat with the red jib. He glanced at his wristwatch; it was still 4:15! Time hadn’t  elapsed at all.  

Had it all really happened or had his brain simply tricked him into thinking it did?

 
Reflexively, he examined himself. His jeans and T-Shirt were torn and dirty. He had small cuts and bruises on his upper body. Some of the cuts had barely coagulated. All in all, he looked as if he had just been in the middle of a war, and that brought an ironic “Hah!” to his lips.

But still, here now was tangible proof that he had indeed been at Pearl on that December day in 1941. And then he remembered the shell casing he had picked up. He felt in his pocket and there it was — another souvenir from the past.

He looked at himself again. Successful time traveler or not, his first priority was to clean himself up as best he could lest the Memorial security guards decided to pay attention to him. He could just imagine what they might think of his time cap and mini computer.  He made a beeline for a men’s room just off the entrance to the observation deck.

As he entered the room, a heavy-set man in a loud Hawaiian shirt was drying his hands. He looked Marshall up and down and seemed on the verge of commenting, but Marshall ignored him and turned into a stall.

Once he heard the man leave, he hurried to one of the sinks that lined one wall and cleaned himself up as best he could, taking time to blot some of his cuts  with paper towels and setting his baseball cap straight.
When he was finished he still looked a shade scruffy, but since he also looked younger than his age, there was a good chance he could pass as a young man affecting a trendy grunge look. That, and the fact that visitors would be less scrutinized leaving the Memorial than entering it, gave him a measure of confidence as he left the men’s room and headed for the exit.

On his way, he passed through the museum again and as he came up to the audiovisual display, he suddenly felt an impulse to watch it. 

It appeared to be nearing the end of the presentation because it displayed a still photo of the Arizona burning furiously and the voiceover was saying,

“Although, every other ship in the harbor was caught off guard by the attack, the Arizona was already at battle stations and its anti-aircraft batteries opened up as soon as the first planes came into range.  Its gunners were able to knock out at least 20 planes before the fatally damaged ship started to sink and the order to abandon ship was given.

“But it was due to the prompt response of the Arizona to the attack that most of the crew was able to get off before she sank, but tragically, over 300 men went down with the ship.

“President Donaldson, who was himself a serving officer on the Arizona at the time, approved the creation of this memorial in 1964 as a fitting tribute to the 300 officers and men who died that day.”

The narrative continued, but Marshall had tuned out. President Donaldson!

So he had survived. And he must have checked with the radar station and put two and two together and finally believed him! That’s why the Arizona was ready and waiting for the Japanese. Maybe that’s what Donaldson had wanted to tell him when Marshall had left him in the passageway.

 Marshall shook his head at the twist and turns that fate hands out so capriciously. As for the 300 men lost, at least it was far better than 1,177. So he had helped a little after all, he thought. And with that, he turned away from the display and continued towards the exit.

He wanted to get back to his hotel as soon as possible. It had been a long day and he had a lot to think about. For one, was it morally right to try to change things at all?  Maybe some of those men who had originally died that day but now lived because of him, ended up doing great things with their lives, became doctors, scientists, presidents. On the other hand, maybe some of them ended up becoming criminals, sociopaths, and murderers. Who was he to play God?

Still, he was curious about Donaldson so as soon as he returned to his room, he borrowed a laptop from Room Service and looked up his bio on the Internet. 

Reading it through, he discovered that one of President Donaldson’s greatest achievements was negotiating an agreement between North and South Vietnam that had ended the Vietnam War in 1967; two years after the United States had actively entered it. 

Marshall gaped at the screen. As far as he had remembered, the war had lasted until 1975!  And so now he couldn’t begin to figure out how many lives were saved on both sides since the war had ended sooner. It seemed as if he had done much good for the country and the world even if he didn’t manage to stop the attack on Pearl altogether. 

He didn’t know how he would, or should, celebrate this, but right then he was tired and worn out and all he wanted to do was jump into a hot bath, drink a cold beer, and take a long nap.       

After all, he really had all the time in the world to figure out what to do next.

                                                            THE END
