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When Brian goes home for his father's funeral, the old man appears from out of time to 
shoot him. Brian must confront the ghosts he left behind in his hometown before he can 

discover the truth about his father, and himself. 
 
Honor.  
Honor was one of my father’s old ideas. Living up to your promises and 

commitments. Refusing to let others down, no matter what it took.  
As I got ready to bury him, I wondered if I ever came close to living up to that old 

idea of his.  
My father died a week before, after a long on-again, off-again battle with cancer. 

Two months ago, my younger brother called to say it was on again. “You should think 
about coming home, Brian,” Spencer said. “The doctors don't give him much of a shot.” 

That's what the doctors said last time, and about six months later my father was 
back home, back on the golf course. So forgive me if I thought maybe this time I could 
get away with not putting my entire life into upheaval, and staying where I was for just a 
while, to see if the old man would make another miraculous recovery. It wasn't like there 
was much I could do anyway. He was better off without me, that was clear.  

He'd made it clear that afternoon, about twenty years ago, when I dropped out of 
my third college. “Boy,” he'd said, “you need to shape up or ship out.”  

That was my father, always talking like he was still in the service. Another one of 
his old ideas. Once a leader of men, always a leader of men. So out I shipped, chasing 
some idea of finding myself away from his shadow. The oldest son of the man everyone 
respected, everyone wanted to be, it was inevitable, I guess, that I'd turn into such a loser.  

~*~ 
My old friend from high school stopped by. I hadn't seen Danny in years, too 

many to count. Start counting backward like that, and you might never stop. Danny stood 
there by his old Dodge van at the bottom of the driveway with the same wiry build and 
shit-eating grin I remembered from the last time we got drunk together. (When was that 
again? Don't count backward.) How could I help it? I grinned right back. 

“You old sonofabitch.” Danny hugged me hard. “Sorry to hear about your dad.”  
“Yeah. Well, he hung on longer than any of us thought he would. Stubborn as 

ever.”  
“Stubborn, sometimes mean as hell, but I liked him,” my friend said. 
“That makes one of us.” I didn't mean it, not entirely, and Danny was one of the 

few people in the world who would know that.  
“So, can I buy you a beer?” Danny’s mouth twitched at the corner.  
“I have to go to the funeral, man. It's now, right now.” 
“I know you do. I know it is. I'm here to take you, to go with you, you idiot.” 
Had I really been away long enough to forget his sense of humor? (Don't count 

backwards.) I yelled in the general direction of the house where my younger brother 



waited that I'd meet them at the church, and I jumped in Danny's van. During the drive he 
pointed out a bunch of ways this town changed: whole hillsides full of condominium 
developments, where before there was only brown dirt and sage. I looked and nodded and 
wondered what on this brown earth could have brought me back here except somebody 
dying.  

The church itself looked deceptively small from the outside as we parked near the 
back corner, in a spot that would turn the van into an oven in the sun; knowing Danny, it 
wouldn't have air conditioning (or heat). Those would be just another couple of projects 
he'd started but hadn't finished yet, waiting for parts, or money for parts. The building’s 
double doors opened into a long narrow lobby, where the church wives set out coffee and 
pitchers of ice water on a little wobbly table, with a doily. For god's sake, there was an 
actual doily on that table, and I wondered when I'd last seen one of those. Or when I'd last 
been in a church, for that matter. (Don't count backwards.) 

I hoped no one would recognize me for a while so I could get my bearings, but I 
was with Danny, and everyone in town knew him. Soon I found myself in the center of a 
painfully sincere little crowd, conspicuous with my six-foot-plus height, and my navy 
blue suit and tie. People in this town thought dressing up meant putting on a clean t-shirt 
and close-toed shoes. Ties and jackets were unheard of, much less suits. Except 
tracksuits. “See? There's a fine one there,” whispered Danny, seeming to read my mind 
just like he used to, pointing at an elderly man resplendent in royal purple velour.  

I thought about how when a movie needs a crowd scene, the director tells all the 
extras to say "peas and carrots peas and carrots peas and carrots" over and over, so they 
look like they're talking but won't accidentally say something that could be read from 
their lips on screen, like "this fake gladiator uniform sucks, it's hot out here and this fake 
sword is fucking heavy.” Standing in the middle of the little circle of concern, that's all I 
heard: two or three dozen people I vaguely recognized murmuring “peas and carrots peas 
and carrots peas and carrots.” I knew they expected me to say something back, but I 
didn't know what, so I just tried to look inconsolable, whatever that looks like when 
you're the only guy at your father’s funeral wearing a real suit and tie.  

Then my brother Spencer showed up, in a clean polo shirt and khakis, with his 
wife Kitty wearing her tight pink Capri’s, the ones I thought made her look like an ice 
cream cone, and the circle moved to them. My brother tried to avoid eye contact with me, 
as his wife disengaged herself and came our way. 

"How are you, Brian?" For some reason I heard every word she said, and was 
about to answer, when I saw her put one hand on Danny's arm, and use the other hand to 
flip some imaginary stray piece of frosted blonde hair out of her eyes. Kitty wasn't 
worried about me. She was flirting with Danny, who squirmed out of her grasp and went 
off to check on someone he said he knew. Her eyes followed him, and I wondered when 
the last time was that any woman flirted with me, even one as obvious as Kitty. (Don’t 
count backwards.)  

“Fine, just fine, holding up, you know,” I answered her anyway. 
We went in, sat through the service, and then drove to the cemetery to bury my 

father. 
~*~ 

The two things that changed my life happened right there and then, one after the 
other. First, I saw her. Beautiful, long brown hair, a strange look in her eyes, like she was 



trying to figure out where to go, and where she was, and maybe even why she was there. 
Her green eyes shone at me for a second, maybe less, and yet they made contact - she was 
strong, a little wild, but she needed help, too. She disappeared into the crowd, like she'd 
seen something, or someone, and that vision chased her away. Or maybe she was only a 
vision all along. 

Second, I saw him. My father. The man I'd closed the coffin lid over, lowered into 
the earth, thrown a clod of brown dirt on. He was right there, looking at me - aiming at 
me. The barrel of his gun pointed at my heart. I thought I saw his mouth move, in a way 
that might have meant something like "I'm sorry" or "I hate you," I couldn't tell. Then the 
pop of the silencer, which I heard loud and clear, and then black.  

Nothing.  
Nothing at all, for I don't know how long. A moment, a day, a lifetime. 
Until the blur of the hospital room where I opened my eyes. A nurse changed the 

needle in my arm, bustling, not noticing me noticing her. I looked gradually, slowly to 
the right, because even moving my eyes hurt like hell.  

Danny was right there, looking like he hadn't slept, like he hadn't even had a 
drink, but right there, by my side. 

"You old sonofabitch," he said, softly, like a mama greeting her newborn baby. "I 
was going to kill you, if you went and died on me." That sweet Danny grin broke across 
his miserable tired face, and I wept with the effort of coming back to him. 

"Where is he?" I asked.  
"Who?" 
"My dad. Where is he? Did they get him?" 
"Brian, your dad's dead and buried. Remember? We were at his grave when you 

were -" he seemed unsure of how to say the next part. "When you were hurt. 
Remember?" 

"I remember, Danny, then the dead bastard showed up and shot me." 
His face registered something like shock, and that's when the bustling nurse came 

back.  
"Well, hello there," she said to me, and then without missing a beat, "Go easy on 

him," to Danny. She turned back to me. "You need your rest, but I'll get the doctor to 
come check on you. No, don't say anything." She gave Danny a look, like he might push 
bamboo skewers under my fingernails to get me to talk if she didn't chide him not to, and 
she bustled away. 

"Danny," I started. 
"She's right, man, you've been through a lot - shot at your father's funeral, by 

some crazy idiot criminal. Rest, Brian, we'll talk later." 
"It was my dad, Danny, you've got to believe me." Then something in the needle 

the nurse put in my arm took hold, and I drowsed back into a fitful half-sleep.  
But I knew. My dad had died, been buried, then returned to try to kill me.  
And if I was lucky, there was a beautiful woman out there who needed me.  

~*~ 
How does a man show up at his own funeral? I figured there were two ways it 

could happen. One, he isn't really dead. That was not an option in my father's case. I'd 
seen his corpse in the coffin, at the open-casket funeral. I supposed it could all be some 



elaborate hoax, if it was anyone but my father. Honor, remember, was his main old idea. 
He couldn't pull off a hoax to save his life.  

Two, he figured out how to move time backwards, or forwards, depending how 
you look at it. Although to most of the world that would seem insane, for my father, it 
was the much more rational option. My dad was an engineer, by all accounts one of the 
best engineers Boeing Aerospace ever had or will have. He'd traveled a lot, when he was 
in the military and afterward. I'd heard rumors and rumblings about his work in naval 
intelligence back in the day, but my old man wouldn't talk about it at all.  

He knew gadgets, and secrecy.  
What really interested me, though, was why. My dad never shied from telling me 

straight up how he felt about my life, my decisions, my general worthlessness. Why 
wouldn't he just tell me again, man to man, when he knew he was dying? Why would he 
go to the trouble to execute some covert operation on me?  

I asked Danny these questions a few days later, when I'd recovered some more, 
and the bustling nurse stopped hovering over me. 

"Man, I don't know what you're talking about," he said. "Your dad is dead, my 
friend. I know it hurts like hell, but you've got to face it." 

I could tell by the look in Danny's eye that he was trying to convince himself, too. 
He kept trying to believe I was simply wrong, that grief warped my vision that day, 
instead of my dad warping time. So I changed the subject.  

"Did you see the woman?" I knew if a beautiful woman showed up within a mile, 
Danny would spot her.  

"Brunette, long hair, spooky green eyes?" he answered immediately, and I 
chuckled.  

"You old dog, I figured you noticed her."  
"Well, she's not from around here, is she? I mean, I've never seen her before. And 

I needed to get away from your sis-in-law, no offense, Brian, but that woman makes my 
skin crawl." 

"She's into you, Danny. That's obvious." 
"I guess. But one, she's married to your brother, and two - well, frosted blondes 

wearing pink pedal pushers have never really been my type, have they?" His eyes 
twinkled, and a flood of stories from our salad days passed unspoken between us.  

"Nope. And thanks for respecting my brother, though I couldn't vouch that he 
deserves it." My younger brother, Spencer, was kind of a bastard, if you asked me. He 
didn't treat his wife Kitty right, and whether she deserved it or not was beside the point to 
me. But Spencer knew how to put on a good show, especially to our dad, so he got away 
with murder. I loved Danny even more in that moment, him showing respect to my 
brother, for my sake. 

"So anyway, did you find anything out about the brunette?" 
He shook his head. "Nothing much. Seems like she appeared, caught some eyes, 

and then melted into the atmosphere." He caught my eye then, too. "You like her? Damn, 
Brian, it sure would be nice to see a beautiful woman adoring you again." 

I'd been alone for six months, technically, but I felt like I'd been alone most of my 
adult life. Married young and stupid, divorced after ten years, then dated two other 
women, both of whom seemed more than ready to point out all the ways I needed to 



change to deserve them. They were entirely correct, of course, but that didn't mean I liked 
it. 

"She looked interesting," was all I said to Danny, but I felt my heart beat faster 
when I pictured her, and remembered the look she gave me before she vanished. 

~*~ 
I thought about my father’s life as an engineer and a spy. Okay, they called it 

"naval intelligence," but it was spying, pure and simple. My dad was decorated several 
times for taking part in efforts he refused to describe. One person knew about them, 
though, and that was his old pal George. George served with my dad, both in the Navy 
and at Boeing. Inseparable for most of their lives, they hadn't spoken for the last year. I 
didn't know why. Even so, it hadn't surprised me to see George at dad's funeral. 

I was surprised, though, to see that he was barely alive himself. In a wheelchair, 
on oxygen, and, rumor had it, succumbing to Alzheimer's. Still there might be something 
alive in George's mind that would help me figure out why my father appeared to be on a 
mission to kill me, so as soon as they let me out of the hospital, I went to visit him. 

He was in one of those residential care centers decorated with lots of pictures of 
puppies and kittens on the walls, and everyone who works there is called a "special 
friend" rather than a caregiver or, god forbid, a babysitter. Just the kind of place George 
would hate, if he were in his right mind. I sat down in the chair next to him as he stared at 
the dining table, at the plate in front of him, and moved cold macaroni and cheese around 
with a cheap plastic spork.  

"Hey, George, it's me, Brian," I said for the third, or thirtieth, time. Finally he 
turned his gaze to me. 

"Bri... Bri..." he muttered. I couldn't tell if he was teasing me with the old 
nickname I hated, "Bri-Bri," or if his mind was stuttering. I decided to think the best of 
him. 

"That's right, George. Hey, I saw you at the old man's funeral." I got ready to say 
how I thought it was nice of George to be there. That it meant a lot to me. But when I 
mentioned the funeral, he gave me a look so full of shock and fear, and maybe anger, it 
stopped me short. I knew it - he'd seen the old man, too.  

"You saw him too, didn't you, George. You saw my old man show up at his own 
funeral and shoot me. How did he do it? Tell me what you know. Please. I need to figure 
this out." 

George stared and yes, there was anger there. I'd known him long enough to 
recognize that George's mind, what was left of it, was royally pissed.  

But was he mad at me, or my dad? 
"Sonofabitch!" He spit the words out, along with a few macaroni. "Sonofabitch! 

Knew better." 
"Who knew better? Who's a sonofabitch?" 
"Monks! Goddamn. Time. Monks!" George was getting loud, starting to attract 

the attention of one of the "special friends" doing a jigsaw puzzle with another resident. 
She gave me a quizzical look. I turned back to George and lowered my voice. 

"Time Monks? Who are they, George? Where are they?"  
"You know. His place. You know. Sonofabitch!" His voice took on a higher pitch, 

and the "special friend" came our way. 



"George," she said, "settle down. And sir?" She turned to me. "When George gets 
like this, it's best to leave him alone." She stood in a way that made it obvious I was 
supposed to leave. 

"Okay, ma’am. It's just that, well, he's my dad's oldest friend. My father? Who 
just passed away?" Her expression stayed blank. "Anyway, George here is the only other 
person who knew my dad as long as I did." I wanted to play on her sympathy, just a little, 
not to stay longer now but to gain easy passage back. "I'll let him rest, thank you ma'am, 
but I hope it'll be okay if I visit him again soon." At that she thawed a bit, and smiled. "Of 
course, sir -" 

"Brian." 
"Of course, Brian, we have an open door policy for visitors here. Come back any 

time. Just don't expect to be able to talk to him for very long. He gets frustrated easily." 
I smiled – that was George, all right, since long before his mind started to betray 

him. And, truth was, he'd already told me a lot. The Time Monks, and "his place." The 
first reference mystified me, but I knew the place he meant. My old man's retreat. I left 
the residential facility and punched Danny's number into my phone. 

Just as he picked up, I saw her again. Same brown hair, same green, haunted eyes. 
When she saw me, she turned on a dime and slipped around the corner.  

"Brian?" I heard Danny's voice but snapped my phone shut and ran after her.  
~*~ 

When I caught up with the brunette, she gave me a look more defiant than scared. 
"Who are thou, why are thou chasing me?" I noticed what she was wearing: a 

rough-spun brown dress, nearly to her ankles, and sturdy leather boots. She looked out of 
time as well as out of place, and her use of "thou" reinforced the impression. I thought 
she might be from the Mennonite community that lived up the valley. 

"I'm sorry, I don't mean to startle you." I gave her my best non-threatening smile. 
"It's just, I saw you at my father's funeral, a couple of weeks ago, I guess it was, and 
assumed you're a friend of his. So I wanted to introduce myself. I'm Brian." 

She didn't say anything, but didn’t look away. 
I tried again. "Did you know my father a long time? Wait, I'm sorry. I should at 

least offer to buy you a cup of coffee before cross-examining you." God, she was 
beautiful. My voice came to me as if from the other end of a tunnel as I spoke to her. 

"Not long," she finally answered. "I need to go. Is Spencer...?" She seemed to bite 
off the name to stop herself from finishing the thought.  

"You know my brother?" Was she one of Spencer's flirtations, or more? If so, 
she'd been through a world of hurt. 

"Is he with thee?"  
"No." I couldn't tell if her voice was full of hope that Spencer was nearby, or that 

he wasn't. "Are you looking for him?" 
"I must go, I'm sorry," and she turned to flee.  
"Wait." I felt a sudden inspiration. "Were you going to see George?"  
She turned back. "Yes. Did thou talk to him?" 
"For a little while, yes." Then it hit me like a ton of bricks. 
Out of place. And out of time.  
She'd done the same thing as my father. She'd traveled through time.  
Maybe she'd even traveled with him.  



But why? 
"It's okay," I said. "George told me, but I already knew. Are you trying to get 

back to your - home?" 
"Yes," she almost whispered. 
"Was Spencer helping you?" It seemed unlikely, but maybe my younger brother 

figured this out a while ago, and was assisting a damsel in distress. 
"No." The look of fear that returned to her eyes made me want to punch my little 

brother right in the mouth.  
~*~ 

I called Danny and asked him to meet us at my father's "cabin." We called it that 
as a joke, because it wasn't really a cabin at all, just a little office he'd rented after 
retirement, so he could still leave the house every day. He treated it like a cabin, like a 
retreat from all the demands of the world.  

It smelled musty when I unlocked it with the key he'd given me years ago. I 
couldn't believe it was still on my key ring, much less that it still worked. But the door 
creaked open, and the dust motes spiraled in the late afternoon daylight from the one 
small, high window.  

The floor was clean, not dusty at all. Someone had been using the place. It wasn't 
my dad. He'd been too sick toward the end to leave his bed. "Maybe Spencer has a key, 
too," I mused out loud, making Anne jump. 

She'd told me her name. Nothing else. But at least she gave me that. 
"Sorry." I moved on into the space, followed by Anne and Danny. I asked him 

when he'd last seen George. He looked sheepish. 
"Too long ago, man. Sounds like he's on his way out, too."  
"Could be." Urgency nudged my guts. I'd try to get back to George soon. Then 

something in the corner caught my eye. "What's that?" I asked out loud, not expecting 
either of them to be able to answer.  

Danny walked over to it. It looked like an old stereo cabinet someone converted 
to a cupboard, then locked with a big, nasty padlock. The cabinet itself seemed normal – 
like you could bust it open with a hammer through the wood.  

"Weird." Danny put his hand on it. "It's kind of humming."  
It sure was. It took the three of us about three seconds to realize we needed to get 

the hell out of there, and we made it to the street just as the cabinet exploded.  
~*~ 

Days later, the authorities finally let me back in to go through what was 
salvageable. Not much, but one stack of papers seemed okay. I brought them to Danny's, 
where Anne was staying. The explosion helped him come around to my way of seeing 
things: that first Dad, then Anne, had somehow figured out how to travel through time. 
She was something else, that woman. Lovely, but with a spine of steel. Her "thees" and 
"thous" kind of freaked Danny out, but otherwise they got along okay. She pulled her 
weight and didn't leave messes; and she trusted Danny the way you trust a dog, at first 
sight, just knowing that creature won't harm you. Danny was part dog, I always said; and 
he'd laugh and say, "Yeah, part horn dog." But with Anne, he was a perfect gentleman. 
Just like he was with all women, truth be told.  



Anyway, that one stack of papers gave us a bit to look at. Anne saw one with 
funny markings on it, almost like that weird mirror language Leonardo da Vinci used, and 
went pale. We asked if she knew what it meant.  

When she answered "Time Monks," I knew we were on the right track. 
~*~ 

We went back to see George – Danny, Anne, and me. I knew Anne was the 
woman I wanted, needed to be with. Far beyond her loveliness, we shared this sense of 
being out of place, out of our own worlds. I'd never met anyone like her before, and 
haven't since. I still miss her, and always will.  

Anyway, like I said, we went back to see George. This time, we were able to visit 
in his private room, and the interview went a lot better. George was fairly lucid, and he 
told us about the Time Monks. They're an order of old men, celibate the way monks 
should be, who control the wheels of time. They come from all times themselves - some 
from what we would think of as the past, some from our present, and some from a future 
we can't imagine. They hold a sacred trust, to keep the wheels of time moving forward, 
and in return for their sacrifice of friends, family, and what we call life, they get one 
privilege. They can, on occasion, travel through time themselves.  

My father, the old man committed to honor, he would've fit right in. He wanted to 
join them, George told us. And they wanted him, too - they taught him all about how the 
wheels worked, and being the canny engineer he was, he suggested a few small 
improvements that made time run even smoother. But he failed the last test, the final 
exam, so to speak. His training took him into the future, only a little ways - but far 
enough.  

He'd seen me there. In the future. That's what George said. I heard him, very 
clearly; so did Danny, and so did Anne. My old man saw my future, and suddenly he 
wasn't willing to walk away from his family to join the old, celibate, honorable Time 
Monks. He had something more important to do, George said.  

"He needed to kill me, to stop the future he saw for me?" I asked. "Why? What 
the hell do I wind up doing?" 

George seemed to stare right through me. Then he slowly slumped in his chair. 
Danny reached to feel for his pulse. He looked at Anne and me with wide, sad eyes. 
"Nothing," he said. "He's gone." 

George was dead. I looked where he’d been staring and saw my brother Spencer 
in the hall. Anne saw him too, and I've never seen a face turn white that fast.  

~*~ 
I tried to catch Spencer, but he disappeared too quickly. Meanwhile the other two 

got the nurse to confirm George was dead, and we all reconvened on the lawn outside. 
Anne still looked terrified, though she wouldn't answer my questions about why.  

I found out anyway. 
For the second time in just a few weeks, I stared at the barrel of a silenced pistol 

as it shot. Only this time, it was aimed at Anne. I don't know if my brother's hand shook, 
or if I knocked her away in time, but the bullet barely missed her.  

Got Danny right in the shoulder, though, and he went down like a ton of bricks. 
By the time I stopped the bleeding enough to call 911, Spencer and Anne were both gone.  

I knew there was only one thing I could do, one way to solve this puzzle.  
I needed to talk to my father.  



~*~ 
I found my father exactly where I expected, in his private office with his 

belongings that survived the blast. I walked right in. The old man was so confident he 
hadn't even locked the door.  

“Son,” he said, “it took you long enough to get here.” My father looked worn out, 
whether it was the cancer or the time travel or having been buried, I don't know. But even 
so, his comment pissed me off, and I went on the attack, like always. 

"Whatever you sent Spencer to do, he messed it up, as usual. His bullet missed 
Anne, and Danny will be all right, too." 

“I didn't send Spencer to do anything, Brian. Besides, he's not the one I'm worried 
about.”  

"Oh really? I suppose that'd be me. I suppose you're pretty disappointed to realize 
you missed your shot, too. I'm still here." 

“I didn't miss. I never miss. You know that.”  
The thing was, I did know that. It had bothered me the whole time. My old man, if 

he decided to shoot something, he shot it. No question.  
“I needed to get your attention. And I did.” His eyes were tired but held steady. 
"Oh, you did, all right. So here I am. What do you want from me? George told me 

you saw my future, and that's why you decided to kill me. What is it? What horrible thing 
am I going to do, so horrible you were willing to lose out on the chance to be a Time 
Monk to stop me?" 

“What is the worst thing someone can do with his life, Brian? You already know 
that, too. You've been doing it for years.” 

"Oh, it's the same old I’m wasting my life shtick? Jeez, Dad. You created a lot of 
drama just to nag me about that again." 

“How have you felt, these last few weeks?” he asked. 
"Like hell. Like a guy who got shot, and came out of a coma, and almost saw his 

best friend killed in front of him. Like hell." But as I said it, I knew it was only a partial 
truth. I knew what my dad meant. I felt like hell, but I also felt like I had a purpose. A 
reason to do whatever needed to be done.  

“You needed to figure it all out, didn't you? What really happened at my funeral, 
and more importantly, why.”  

"Yeah. I did. But -" There was more. So much more.  
“But what? Now you know what it's like to have a purpose, a reason, and now 

you won't ever go back to living without one.” 
He didn't get it. Didn't know the real part, the final thing that made me a changed 

man. He didn't know about Anne. 
At that moment, she walked in.  
At the point of a gun.  
Held by my little brother.  
Even my old man looked surprised, for once in his life. Or afterlife. Or whatever 

the hell this was.  
~*~ 

“Put the gun down, Spencer,” my father said, without moving, holding his 
younger son in a steady, calm gaze. “Put it down, son.” 



"Not yet, old man." I'd never heard my little brother call him that. It was always 
Dad, or Daddy. "Not until I get what I need, too. You've taken care of Bri-Bri here. Now 
it's my turn." He shook Anne, roughly, and I took a step toward her. "No, no, big brother. 
You stay put. She's not yours." The look of fear in Anne's eyes - I'll never forget that. 
Never.  

"I love thou," she mouthed. I could read her lips just fine. "I love thou, too," I 
answered. 

“What do you want, boy?” The old man only called us "boy" when we’d really 
pissed him off.  

"I want you to get me in the club, old man," Spencer said. "The Time Monks, or 
whatever they call themselves."  

My father's dead face looked even ghostlier, if that was possible. “How do you 
know about that? What do you know about them? No. I won't do it.” The words tumbled 
out, so unlike my old man's usual taciturn self. 

"I watched you. I followed George, and he led me to you, and I watched you, and 
slipped through a wheel to the past when you turned your back." Spencer was always a 
sneak, getting me in trouble for what he'd done, so I believed him. "It’s a great racket, 
isn’t it – traveling through time, taking advantage of what we know to make money, or to 
gain power. Or to get a woman. I found her, and married her." He jostled Anne. "And the 
wench went and shot me. Thought you'd killed me, didn't you, beautiful?" He exhaled a 
sick laugh. At least the sound of it made me sick. "In your time, men owned women. So 
what if I beat you, once or twice? You know you deserved it. There was no need for you 
to get so angry, to take that musket and aim it at me. No need at all, if you'd just stayed in 
your place. You were going to hang for killing me. I made sure of that, before I slipped 
back to this here and now." Anne gave Spencer a look of real hatred. I could see the 
terror beneath her anger.  

It was almost more than I could bear, watching the love of my life tremble in fear, 
and watching my old man feel – what was it, what went through his mind and heart as he 
heard his beloved younger son talk about abusing power, about treating a woman like 
that, about his own lack of honor? Shame? Disgust? My father's face looked like it did 
when he'd last lectured me on my life, told me to shape up or ship out.  

Only this was different. I was a loser, but my little brother turned out to be – well, 
the only word I could find for it was evil. 

My father turned to me, and his expression broke my heart. He wanted my 
forgiveness.  

I gave it to him, the only way I knew how. 
I'd known where he hid a gun in his cabin for ages, and I figured that after the 

blast, after he put things back together enough to hang out there again, he would've put 
one right back in the same place. In a little drawer in his desk, inconspicuous, and 
unlocked. I’d tucked the gun in my hand when my brother walked in, and took my dad's 
attention away from me. 

I could only hope my old man stayed true to his principles, and kept the gun 
loaded. I slipped the safety off and cocked the trigger and brought it up and shot in one 
smooth motion, just as he'd taught me so many years ago.  

Spencer crumpled to the floor with a look of stunned revulsion on his face. He 
was dead before he could compose himself. 



Anne walked over to my father and gave him a hug. "Thank thou," she said. "By 
helping me escape my time, you saved my life." My old man closed his eyes as tears 
streamed down his ashen face. I loved him, then, realizing he’d broken his Time Monk 
vows to save her, as well as me. 

Next Anne came to me. "Thank thou, for thou saved my life, too." Her embrace 
was warm even as she trembled. "Come back to my time with me, and live with me, and 
be my love." She kissed me, long and hard, and I knew exactly what I had to do. 

Honor. That was one of them, my old man's old ideas.  
"I'm sorry," I said. "Anne, I love thou with all my heart.” I took a deep breath as 

that damn heart of mine threatened to explode. “But my future is not with you. Is it, 
Dad.” He shook his head, still crying. It unsettled me, seeing my old man cry. Not even 
cancer could do that to him.  

"I need to join the Time Monks. To give my life in service. Now that I know what 
it's like, living for something bigger than myself." That’s what my father had seen in my 
future, and why he’d come back to make it happen. 

~*~ 
I've been a Time Monk now for, well, I don't know how long. You lose track of 

time here, with the wheels all around you. Every once in a while, I look in on Danny and 
Anne, and their two kids. They named the little boy Brian. Nice gesture, I thought. 

He's got quite a future, that boy. I know. I’ve seen it. 



Story Behind the Story 
 

The idea for this story came to me just as the tagline says: “what if your dead father tried 
to kill you?” I love musing on time travel and other motifs of science fiction, wondering how 
they connect to real life. We’ve all traveled through time emotionally. Just step back inside your 
parent’s house or your old high school, and you know what I mean. I also adore puzzles, like 
trying to figure out what would make an honorable old man travel through time to shoot his own 
son. I took the idea and combined it with a little fragment of a story I’d started a while back, 
inspired by the song on the “Crazy Heart” soundtrack called “Brand New Angel.” Written by 
Greg Brown and performed by Jeff Bridges, the song laments an old man’s death, asking heaven 
to welcome a “brand new angel with some old ideas.” Weird, how small bits and pieces can all 
come together into one storyline. Oh, and I’m lucky to have two terrific friends named Brian and 
Danny. I hope they don’t mind me taking their names in vain. As Brian says about Danny in this 
story, they are both part dog; but that’s the only resemblance, I promise.  

 
Author Biography 

 
Elizabeth Fountain lives in the heart of the beautiful and diabolically windy Kittitas 

Valley. In 2011, she left a demanding job as a university administrator in Seattle to move to the 
small town of Ellensburg, Washington, and pursue her dream of writing novels.  Her first book 
was five years in the making, and offered lots of opportunities to give up along the way. That 
might be why it’s a tale of people, aliens, and dogs who face the impossible, and do it anyway.  
Champagne Book Group released An Alien’s Guide to World Domination in April 2013. Now 
Liz has three more novels in progress. She takes breaks from writing to teach university courses, 
spend time with family and friends, and take long walks while leaning into that wicked Kittitas 
Valley wind.  She holds degrees in philosophy, psychology, and leadership, which contribute to a 
gently humorous view of humanity well suited to tales of aliens and angels, love and death, 
friendship and dogs. 

 
Other Works by Elizabeth Fountain 

An Alien’s Guide to World Domination – BURST! Books, Champagne Book Group (April 2013) 
Heaven – Shared Whispers Collection (December 2012) 
Jack in the Box – Randomly Accessed Poetics (June 2012) 
Two Springs – Randomly Accessed Poetics (January 2012) 
 

 


