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Sunday,	April	17,	2039,	4:58	a.m.		

Kevin	stepped	out	of	the	walk-in	shower	onto	the	mirrored	floor.		He	dried	

off	and	pulled	up	his	grey	striped	boxer	briefs	onto	his	hips.	By	the	dull	light	of	the	

LED	ceiling,	he	stared	at	his	reflection	in	the	mirror,	which	was	framed	by	slightly	

peeling	video	wallpaper.		The	paper	shifted	from	grey	stripes	to	the	pallid	tone	of	his	

skin.	He	twisted	the	hot	tap,	and	scrubbed	at	the	floral	musk	on	his	skin,	rubbing	

until	his	neck	and	chest	were	raw	from	the	rough	hotel	washcloth.	Remnants	of	a	

12-year-old	beard	remained	speckled	across	the	countertop.	He	wiped	them	into	the	

sink	and	watched	them	swirl	counterclockwise	and	disappear	out	of	reach.	Cupping	

his	palms	over	his	weary	eyes	and	smooth	cheeks,	he	let	out	a	groan.	Startled	by	a	

voice	in	the	adjacent	room,	he	perked	up.	It	sounded	like	his	wife,	but	she	was	753	

miles	southeast	of	him	with	their	three	children	in	a	suburb	of	Phoenix.		

He	opened	the	door	to	see	Patricia’s	eyes	thrill	like	they	did	mere	minutes	

before.		

“Hello?	Kevin	are	you	there?”	Cheryl	said	on	speakerphone.	Kevin	lunged	at	

Patricia,	jerking	his	phone	away	from	her	and	quickly	pressing	end.	

“What	the	fuck?!”	he	yelled.	

Patricia	smiled	simply	as	she	slipped	her	black	dress	back	over	her	head.	

	“Who’s	Cheryl?	You	had,	like	five	messages	from	her.”	

“Get	out!”		
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“I	know,”	she	laughed.	“I	was	just	having	fun.	Blame	the	Smirnoff	shots	you	

bought	me,	Doctor.”	The	door	slammed	behind	her,	and	Kevin	yanked	open	the	

bedside	table,	pulling	his	ring	out	from	between	the	pages	of	the	Gideon	Bible.	He	

pushed	and	pressed,	but	the	titanium	loop	wouldn’t	surpass	his	knuckle.	He	kicked	

the	trashcan	by	the	desk,	leaving	a	dent	in	the	aluminum	and	a	bruise	on	his	big	toe.	

	

Sunday,	April	17,	2039,	10:37	a.m.	

Kevin	typed	ferociously	on	the	transparent	crescent-shaped	touch	screen	

wall	that	housed	the	timeporter	prototype	to	his	left.		On	his	right,	his	luggage	was	

perched	on	an	office	chair	in	front	of	a	desk	that	was	covered	with	leftover	Chinese	

food	cartons.	Behind	him,	across	the	spacious	lab	filled	with	military-grade	

technology,	a	door	creaked.	His	deep	blue	eyes	searched	the	reflection	of	the	room	

behind	him.	

“Ms.	Bateman?”	he	called,	then	a	little	louder,	“Ms.	Bateman,	is	that	you?”	

“I’m	here!	I’m	here!	It’s	a	gorgeous	April	morning,	and	you’re	back	early.	I	

thought	you	were	going	to	fly	in	tonight.”	A	twenty-four-year-old	Engineering	grad	

student	in	a	serious	black	pantsuit	entered	the	lab	and	closed	the	door	with	her	no-

nonsense	black	pump.	She	juggled	her	laptop	bag,	purse,	a	stack	of	papers,	and	two	

coffees	that	she	dumped	on	the	desk.	She	persisted,	never	looking	up.	“Oh,	sorry	I	

didn’t	clean	up	Friday	night.	I	was	going	to	come	in	early	Monday.	Also,	you	have	

four	messages	from	Cheryl,	per	usual.”	She	gestured	toward	the	digital	display	on	

the	wall	blinking	a	bright	red	number	4.	

“I	don’t	have	all	day.”	He	said,	still	typing.		
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“You	do	that,	you	know?”	She	mentioned	as	she	slid	the	last	of	the	cold	and	

smelly	Chow	Mein	into	a	waste	container.	

“Do	what?”	

“Tell	me	to	come	in	last	minute,	then	wonder	why	I’m	not	up	to	speed.”	She	

approached	close	enough	to	see	his	face	and	read	what	he	was	typing.			

He	avoided	eye	contact.	

“No,	that	won’t	work.	Remember,	we’re	physically	limited	to	less	than	120	

hours,	boss.	Better	let	me	do	this.”	She	said,	stepping	in	between	him	and	the	wall,	

thrusting	a	file	and	pen	in	his	hands	and	backing	him	out	of	her	way	so	she	could	

take	over	at	the	keyboard.		

“You	know	you	work	for	me,	not	the	other	way	around,	right?”	Mr.	Weinhart	

said	carefully,	if	not	a	little	crisp,	as	he	leaned	the	folder	on	the	desk	and	signed	a	

confidentiality	and	waiver	of	rights	form.		

“That’s	what	my	paycheck	says,	but	I	could	argue…”	Ms.	Bateman	said	

looking	over	her	shoulder	and	adjusting	her	purple	frames	before	continuing.	

Kevin	closed	the	file.	“Why	did	we	create	the	protocol	that	required	me	to	fill	

these	out	every	stinking	day?	Don’t	answer	that.	Alright,	no	need	to	do	the	usual	

minute-by-minute	logs,	Ms.	Bateman.”	She	typed	faster.		

“Ms.	Bateman.”	Kevin	insisted.	

She	stopped	and	looked	up	at	him	with	furrowed	brows.		

“I	just	need	you	to	get	everything	set,	then	you	can	have	the	day	off.”	He	said	

gazing	at	his	Italian	shoes.	
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She	pressed	one	last	button.		“I	dialed	in	our	most	recent	calculations.	You’re	

all	set	here,”	she	said.	

He	handed	her	the	file,	directing	her	back	towards	the	door.	“Please	file	this	

on	your	way	out.”	

She	opened	her	lips.	

“I	know,	I	know.	It	is	technically	already	your	day	off.”	Kevin	said.	

Ms.	Bateman	closed	her	mouth,	shuffling	to	the	file	room.	Drawers	were	

pulled	and	space	was	found	for	the	newest	edition.		

“That’s	not	what	I	was	going	to	say,	Mr.	Weinhart,”	she	hollered	through	the	

doorway.	“You	know	I’m	not	one	to	pry,	but	you	are	looking	positively…	I	can’t	

even...	I	can	tell	you	don’t	want	to	talk	about	it.”		

“Anything	else?”	he	pressed.		

She	popped	her	head	out	of	the	closet,	“You	did	the	full	system	test	check?”		

“Before	you	arrived,	Ms.	Bateman.”	His	eyes	squinted	at	the	digital	clock	on	

his	wrist.	He	tapped	his	fingertips	together	like	a	nervous	actor.	

“You	signed	the	forms,	checked	the	system,	filed	the	…”		

“Ms.	Bateman!”	he	yelled.	His	face	no	longer	masked	with	a	professional	

veneer.	He	spit	through	his	teeth,	“What	are	you	still	doing	here	when	it’s	a	fucking	

‘gorgeous	April	day’?”	

Her	face	flushed	and	eyes	glossed	with	moisture	and	confusion.	Kevin	

dropped	his	head,	beads	of	sweat	rolling	off	his	hairline.	She	watched	as	he	grabbed	

her	bags	off	of	the	desk	and	tramped	over	to	her.	
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She	straightened	her	back,	and	lifted	her	chin.	Pushing	through	the	squeaky	

steel	door,	she	departed	amid	a	flourish	of	expletives.	

Kevin	turned	the	overhead	lights	out,	and	faced	the	glowing	timeporter	

room.	

	

Sunday,	April	17,	2039,	11:11am		

The	room	was	dark	except	for	the	LEDs	on	the	timeport	dashboard	which	

blinked	yellow	and	blue.	Kevin	sat	in	front	of	them.		Sweat	like	a	fountain	sprinkled	

off	Kevin’s	brow	and	onto	the	touchpad	on	his	lap.	He	adjusted	his	ratios	and	

punched	in	the	date	and	time	for	the	fifth	time:	Tuesday,	April	12,	2039,	12:00	p.m.	

He	hadn’t	talked	to	Cheryl	since	the	Monday	prior	when	she	had	walked	into	

the	bedroom	after	putting	the	kids	to	bed,	and	he	was	getting	out	of	the	shower.	It	

only	took	a	moment	for	their	eye-conversation	to	betray	the	current	status	of	their	

opposing	moods,	so	Kevin	had	patted	his	beard	dry,	and	wrapped	the	towel	around	

his	waist	while	Cheryl	turned	her	back	towards	him,	talking	as	she	removed	the	

Google	contacts	from	her	eyes.	

“Mom’s	sister	is	getting	worse.	I	don’t	know	when	it’s	going	to	happen…	I	

wish	I	was	there,”	she	had	said.	“Even	David	drove	down	from	Virginia.”	

Kevin	had	crossed	over	to	the	closet,	while	he	offered	an	understanding,	

“Mmm.”	He	started	stuffing	suits	into	his	hanging	luggage	bag.	A	few	moments	later,	

he	called	out	to	her,	“I	have	that	conference	in	San	Francisco	the	rest	of	this	week.	I	

should	be	home	Sunday	night	around	6.	It’s	supposed	to	rain	tomorrow,	so	I’m	

taking	the	umbrella.”	
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“Yeah,”	he	had	heard	her	mumble	before	she	buried	herself	under	the	

comforter	and	clicked	off	the	Tiffany	lamp	on	the	side	table.	He	left	early	Tuesday	

morning	before	she	woke	up.	

“Come	on,	you	son-of-a-bitch,”	he	whispered,	his	eyes	bloodshot.	As	his	index	

finger	hovered	over	the	enter	button,	he	wiped	his	forehead	with	his	shirtsleeve.		

As	he	pressed	it,	the	overhead	lights	switched	on.	Kevin	was	still	dripping	

profusely.	He	caught	a	drop	on	his	palm	and	watched	it	slide	sideways	through	a	

tiny	skin	valley	and	drop	off	the	edge	of	his	hand.		

“Shit,”	he	said	as	he	looked	behind	him,	but	he	was	alone.	

It	wasn’t	until	he	got	up	out	from	behind	the	timeport	wall	that	he	noticed	

there	were	no	luggage	bags	at	the	desk.	In	fact,	the	desk	was	clean	except	for	a	sign	

stating	Ms.	Bateman	took	her	usual	11:30	a.m.	lunch	hour.	He	checked	the	digital	

display,	which	blinked	a	bright	red	zero.	

“This	isn’t	right,”	he	said	to	himself.	“No,	this	isn’t	right.	I	should	be	at	the	

conference,	cuing	up	my	keynote	right	now,	and	I	sure	as	hell	shouldn’t	

remember…”	The	clamorous	air	purifier	kicked	on,	jarring	him.	He	carefully	pulled	

open	the	desk	drawer	and	grabbed	his	keys,	cautious	not	to	move	anything	else	on	

his	assistant’s	desk.	Kevin	snuck	out	the	door.	

	

Tuesday,	April	12,	2039,	12:20	p.m.		

Westbound,	barreling	forward	under	hot	yellow	rays,	Kevin	Weinhart	

squinted	through	the	insect	rainbow	on	the	windshield	of	his	self-driving	car.	A	pile	

of	empty	paper	coffee	cups,	deli	sandwich	wrappers,	and	confidential	timeport	test	
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files	covered	the	stainless	steel	floor	on	his	2038	water-powered	Toyota	Commuter.	

The navigation display presented a new message. It was his boss: “Kevin, where the hell 

are you? The conference coordinator called my office.  They were worried, so they broke 

into your hotel room and found your bags untouched.  I’m not worried, I’m furious! Call 

me ASAP, or else!” He clicked the end button on the steering column.  

“Call	Office,”	he	commanded	the	car.		

“Calling	Office,”	a	sultry	Aussie	voice	replied	followed	by	a	ring.		

“Thank	you	for	calling	Brass	Knob	Technologies.	Our	office	is	currently	

closed	for	lunch.	Please	leave	a	message	at	the	tone.”	Beep.	

“Linda,	it’s	Kevin.	Could	you	get	this	message	to	Doyle?”	Kevin	paused.	“This	

is	my	resignation,	effective	immediately.”	He	swallowed	as	the	sun	dipped	behind	a	

cloud,	sheltering	his	car	in	an	eerie	shadow.	“Good-bye,	Linda.”	Mr.	Weinhart	ended	

the	call.		

Kevin	guzzled	down	a	liter	of	Coke	H2O.	He	stroked	his	slight	jaw	stubble	

before	running	a	hand	through	his	salt	and	pepper	waves.	He	rescued	a	file	and	a	

pen	from	the	floor.	Using	the	back	of	the	forms	in	the	file,	he	scrawled	line	after	line,	

filling	four	pages	before	he	looked	up	to	watch	the	last	of	the	sunlight	get	sucked	out	

of	sight	behind	the	gathering	storm.	The	dash	illuminated	his	hands	with	a	glowing	

green.	He	tore	the	papers	from	the	file	and	stuffed	them	in	the	vehicle’s	manual	

compartment.	The	rest	of	the	file	he	buried	in	the	heap	of	mess	of	his	mobile	office.	

His	now	empty	hand	shook	uncontrollably.	Grabbing	another	bottle	of	water,	he	

pressed	it	to	his	lips	and	sucked	in.	Wind-whipped	rain	began	pelting	the	car.	

 



	

	 8	

 

Tuesday,	April	12,	2039,	1:03	p.m.	

As	the	door	from	the	garage	to	the	kitchen	swung	inward,	Kevin	was	

confronted	by	ammonia	and	vinegar.		

“Woah,	honey	—“	he	began,	but	he	stopped	when	he	saw	the	note	on	the	

island.	

The	kids	are	fine.	

The	only	other	item	on	the	counter	was	a	holographic	business	card	for	

Pellman’s	White	Glove	Moving	&	Cleaning	Service:	8	hours	or	less,	or	your	money	

back.	

Kevin	stood	frozen	as	the	rain	pelted	at	the	windows.	His	eyes	examined	the	

freshly	scrubbed	grout	between	the	glossy	slate	tiles	beneath	his	brown	tasseled	

loafers.	The	room	hosted	a	harsh	sterility	and	emptiness.	All	the	surfaces	were	clear.		

He	ventured	into	the	living	area.	Where	once	was	beautiful	glass	and	leather	

furniture,	now	vacuum-lined	white	carpet	lay.	Kevin	pressed	his	sweaty	palms	

downward	on	his	pleated	black	dress	pants	three	times.		

Cheryl	appeared	at	the	foot	of	the	stairs	holding	a	toiletry	bag.	She	hung	

frozen	to	the	stair	rail	for	an	extra	moment	before	alighting	from	the	last	step	and	

stuffing	the	bathroom	items	in	a	purple	fabric	wheeled-closet	by	the	front	door.	

“You	shaved,”	she	said.	Kevin	blushed.	

“What’s	that?”	he	barely	managed,	pointing	towards	the	note	on	the	counter.	

Cheryl	stood	up	with	a	sigh	and	leaned	against	the	front	door,	her	blond	bob	

briefly	swinging	into	her	face.	She	tucked	the	sides	behind	her	ears	and	looked	up	
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towards	where	the	children	screamed	and	giggled	in	their	rooms.		

“Aren’t	you	supposed	to	be	at	a	conference	for	the	week?”	she	asked	without	

looking	at	him.	She	dropped	her	gaze	and	scoffed,	“the	one	time	I	need	you	to	not	be	

here.”	

“Did	you	get	a	call	from	me?”	Kevin	asked.	

“Ha!”	Cheryl	searched	his	face,	“A	call	from	you?	I	don’t	even	think	you	know	

my	number.”	

Kevin	crossed	the	room,	passing	bare	walls	where	once	Patrick, Sophia, and 

Cecilia’s school pictures hung. He reached for Cheryl’s hands, but she pulled them away.   

“What are you doing?” she asked. “Kevin, I haven’t seen you for two years.  You 

come home and lay beside me and that’s it.  Cecilia doesn’t even know your face, and 

now you’ve gone an changed it.” 

The children bounded down the stairs creating a ruckus between them.  

“They’re here, they’re here!” called Patrick, 10, who stopped when he saw the 

man in the room.  Sophia, 8, ignored Kevin, shoving her velveteen mustang in Patrick’s 

face. 

“Stop it, Sophia!” Patrick said, batting it down, standing guard beside his mother.  

Cecilia, 2, was the last to descend.  She cried out, arms stretching towards her 

mother, while looking apprehensively at her father.  Cheryl picked her up. Cecilia’s 

weight rested on her hip, her tiny face buried in her mother’s shoulder. 

The door chimed, and Kevin looked on speechless as Cheryl greeted her driver.  

He was standing in her world, now. The chauffeur pulled her wheeled closet out the door 

into the wet creation.    
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“Go on, quickly,” she told the children. Her eyes were dry but were underlined by 

dark wedges.   

Kevin watched helplessly as Cheryl stepped back over the threshold, her hairstyle 

melting in the rain. She pulled the door closed between them.	

	

Wednesday,	April	13,	2039,	1:30	a.m.	

Kevin sat under a dim garage light, beside six empty glass ale bottles on the 

workbench he hadn’t used in six years. It was the only room there was still a chair - a 

steel blue stool - and the cold metal in the late night sent chills down his legs. Kevin sat 

before the remnants of moving boxes, newspaper, and tape on the ground beside his car. 

A lone mosquito zipped around the glow of the light, and dipped down to taste a bite of 

Kevin’s neck. He didn’t swat at it, but let the tiny insect ever so slightly drain his 

lifeblood before it dismounted towards the floor, heavy and drunk. Kevin swallowed and 

pulled on his tie knot, loosening the choking fabric and unbuttoning the top button. 

The kitchen was empty, save for a few stale doughnut crumbs from a long-

forgotten tradition. In the early years of their marriage, doughnuts had been his gesture of 

love and a promise for adult-only time, as they would hide them in the cupboard above 

the fridge until the kids were asleep.  

The master bedroom was also haunted by neglected memories. A bright rectangle 

of sky blue paint contrasted the faded pale robin’s egg blue where a large steel world map 

had hung under a skylight and above their sleigh bed. They used to daydream about 

where they would like to travel to, what they would see, and what authentic flavors they 

longed to taste. He hadn’t taken a vacation day in years.  



	

	 11	

Kevin spent the last twelve hours wandering the silent walls and fasting. He 

regurgitated the last sounds of their voices. At bedtime he had tried to call the kids, but 

no one picked up. 

In Cecilia’s bedroom, Mr. Weinhart sat on the plush pink floor, his knees pulled 

up to his chest.  He pushed the back of his arm under his nose, wiping the wet and 

scratching his skin where the ghost of his mustache haunted. He pushed himself up, and 

left shoe exclamation marks in the carpet fibers, as he returned downstairs.   

He strode determinedly to the sliding glass door, and yanked it open. He jogged 

out into the backyard, past the overgrowing plants crawling up the aluminum play set that 

was illuminated by the yard light. He picked up his pace, running past the back gate and 

out into the desert where the bright orange moon glow highlighted the red rock 

mountains. He raced towards them amongst scrub brush, cacti, and mud. His loafers 

scraped the jagged and unforgiving rocks until he reached the base of the cliff. His 

clammy hands pressed onto the cool limestone leaving brief, moist imprints. He wiped 

his palms down his pants three times. He swallowed. Over and over, he swallowed. Tears 

ran down his hot face, and he turned lifting his eyes. The harvest moon was bounded by 

stars and planets, which looked like spilled crystals and stones littering a sticky tar 

universe above him. A dark storm cloud edged between Kevin and the moon and released 

a deep swell - a hundred thousand raindrops mingled with Mr. Weinhart’s tears. The 

liquid soaked into his shirt, snaked down his arms and then his long fingertips. It dripped 

onto the ground, digging a twisted gnarled trail in the earth.  

	

Sunday,	April	17,	2039,	4:48	a.m.	
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Kevin	stepped	out	of	the	jet	onto	the	platform	above	the	escalator,	a	single	

brown	luggage	bag	in	tow.	The	early	morning	air	was	cool,	and	the	sky	above	was	

still	pitch,	but	a	hint	of	morning	breached	the	surface	of	the	ocean	on	the	horizon.			

Salt	and	sand	blew	in	from	the	east,	transforming	his	locks	to	damp	waves.		

He	took	a	great	breath.		Looking	back	at	the	mechanized	flight	attendant,	Kevin	

glanced	his	own	reflection	in	the	glowing	monitor	face.		Rubbing	his	short	beard	

with	his	spare	palm,	and	turning	to	face	the	day,	Mr.	Weinhart	took	one	step	

forward.				

 


