Chapter 1

Prelude to Eternity


Twenty years after he destroyed Eternity: twenty years after he prevented the creation of time travel and gave mankind the knowledge to develop the atom bomb: Andrew Harlan had finally been ready to reestablish Eternity.  His life in those ancient times hadn’t been without its pleasures, but he had been anxious to finally be able to go home.  Instead, he found himself in a radioactive wasteland, waiting for death.


He had been born in the 95th Century, was taken into Eternity as a young man and rose to the rank of Technician; and not just any technician, but he was Twiswell’s personal technician.  Although technicians were often shunned by other Eternals, he had not only survived the loneliness, he had prospered: that was until he met Noys.  That was when his life was changed forever and the long planned out destiny of humanity was derailed.  Theirs was a love that literally changed, not only the world: but the entire universe.  


For 100,000 centuries, the Eternals had guided and controlled the destiny of Mankind, and it would have been even more, but for the fact that the people living in the “Hidden Centuries” above the 100,000th Century prevented it.  They had no desire to have Eternity intrude on their time period and take away their Free Agency.  It was the people of the Hidden Centuries that found the only two people in all of the possible versions of those 150,000 Centuries whose love would be strong enough to do that task which was necessary, in order to sustain their love.


Andrew Harlan, technician of Eternity, and Noys Lambent, of the Hidden Centuries were those greatest of lovers.  To sustain their love, by giving humanity the power of the atom centuries earlier than they had it in the previous timeline, they destroyed Eternity and 100,00 years of enforced peace for mankind.  In the process they gave the world space travel before time travel and an uncertain future that they would make for themselves, rather than one forced upon them by Eternity.


He approached his business, with its attendant offices and one very special lab.  As the time neared when he would complete the work that he had so long labored for, he took the time to feel the satisfaction that one always feels when seeing a project through to its completion.


The twelve-story building in the heart of Chicago, which housed both Harlan Industries and the Institute for Nuclear Reasearch, had been his pride and joy, and next to his wife and children was the source of his greatest joy.  He had fit into this time well and had made many close friends.  Looking up he saw, Joseph Schwartz, his old tailor, across the street stepping over Harlan and Noys’ daughter Susan’s doll.  Chuckling to himself, he told himself to remind himself to scold her for losing it. 


He blinked once and fell the three feet to the rocky radioactive ground beneath him.  The wind whistled by him freezing him with below zero temperatures, while the radioactive ground slowly burned his unprotected skin.  The thin atmosphere took the breath from him as he fell into unconsciousness.


Their first day in the primeval times was spent in the cave, doing those things that lovers do.  They had arrived in 1932 in a special time traveling sphere, or Kettle, at the entrance to the cave.  The supplies had been unloaded and the cave had been protected against any “Changes” in the timeline.  When the deed had been done, the Kettle faded from existence: but the cave and its supplies remained to be used by the young lovers.  They had supplies that would last for months, and more than adequate funds.  More importantly than that, though, was Harlan’s collection of magazines from those distant times in the far past, which was now their near future.


With the knowledge of the future at their disposal, they should be able to buy at the proper time and sell at the proper time, making them among the wealthiest of the age.  As they lay together in their cave, they spoke quietly of their plans for the future. 


“Harlan.  Do you regret your decision to prevent Eternity from coming into existence?”


“Not really.  It was a diseased operation from the beginning, and it would have lost control of itself eventually, so why not have it go out why its still hasn’t irreparably damaged the time stream.  We were continually making “Changes” in history, supposedly for the betterment of mankind, but we never questioned who were we to be making those kinds of decisions.  At a moments notice we would wipe out a time line and replace it with another, obliterate billions upon billions of lives and replace them with others; all to make some small difference to increase the overall happiness of the time stream.  Perhaps the totality of happiness would have increased, but all of the small joys would have been lost.  Who were we to make those kinds of choices, when the caste system in Eternity was full of inequalities and emotionally unstable individuals.”


Harlan had been raised in an atmosphere of strict mores, whereas Noys grew up in a more flamboyant era, so it never ceased to amaze Harlan how natural it seemed that she could twirl his hair as she did now without him feeling just a little guilty.

She smiled coquettishly and said: “If it wasn’t for those unstable individuals, we wouldn’t be here now.”


“Oh, I don’t know about that.  It was your people of the Hidden Centuries that actually maneuvered things to bring us together.”


“I know: but we prefer to view history, rather than to act to change it.  This was the only time that we had ever acted, and that was only because the need was so dire.”


Propping himself up on one elbow he mused, “It’s too bad that Eternity wasn’t ruled by those kind of principles.  If it was, it could have really been useful to mankind, without causing so much misery in the cause of happiness…  Do you think that our one “Change” has harmed the people of your time?”


“No.  We viewed all of the probable outcomes of the “Change” and saw no likely detrimental effects.  As you know, Temporal Inertia will eventually restore the time stream to its normal course after enough time has passed of course, and we figured that 100,000 centuries is quite a lot of time.  Besides that, we took precautions.  We used the power of Nova Sol, to keep the part of Eternity intact, that had never been settled by your associates.  We settled that part of Eternity that passed through the Hidden Centuries.  If the “Change” takes a low probability course and somehow damages our time, they will use what’s left of Eternity to set things right.”


“That’s good.  Any chance that they’ll come back for us?”


“Not without knowing where we wound up.  We can view time, but we also have to have some idea of where to look.  Finding two people on the entire Earth, with 100,000 centuries to comb through is a nearly impossible task.  If they knew where we were, I suppose that they would at least check up on us.”


“Hmmm…you know that we’re going to have to leave this cave soon.  We’ll have to make a few decisions.”


“Like…?”


“Like what should we do with ourselves for the rest of our lives.”


“We’ll marry, have kids and grow old together. What else do you have in mind?”


“We’ve changed history, but we’re not done yet.  At the least we’ve got to mail a few letters to a few certain scientists to ensure that they get their knowledge of atomic power earlier than they would have earlier than they would have in the prior time line: but what then?  Between us we have much greater scientific insights and abilities than anyone else living at this time: and thanks to my magazines, we’ll also have enormous financial resources.  Maybe it’s the technician in me, but I’m thinking that we can make a few more changes to make the world a better place.”


Pulling the covers further over her shoulders, she said sleepily; “How will that be any better than what Eternity was doing?”


“The changes that were made from Eternity were precisely calculated, using careful observations from inside and outside of time.  We have no way of knowing the future, and only a limited knowledge of the past.  It’s impossible to mathematically calculate any changes.  As of now we are every bit the creatures of this time as is everyone else here.  Every action that they take will change the unknown future in some way, and likewise, unless we kill ourselves before we leave this cave, every action that we make will in some way change the unknown future.  That is the difference.  We are now creatures of time making our own future.  We aren’t puppets of some outside agency.  Even so, it occurs to me, that even though we don’t know what the future will bring, we can still do some things to make sure that it will not be as bad as it might be.”


“Come back to bed.  We can make plans for the future later.  The first thing that we’ll have to do is establish a place for ourselves in this time.  We can start on that in the morning.  Right now, I want you to myself: if only for one more day.”


They spent the following week poring over Harlan’s magazines, knowing that as the time line diverged from when they had entered it, the magazines would become less useful.  It was therefore essential that they put them to the best use possible as quickly as possible.  Although the depression wasn’t the easiest of times to build a fortune from nothing, neither was it the most difficult when you knew what stocks to buy, when to buy them and when to sell them.  


By 1940 they were heavily invested in certain industries, through which the upcoming World War would make them among the wealthiest of people in America.  By 1941 they had relocated to Chicago: and in early 1942 their first daughter, Susan, was born.  With the two older boys, young Susie would be raised in the family’s luxurious penthouse in the new Harlan Building.


The twenty-two story structure was the home of the decade old Harlan Industries.  The young couple founded the company only months after leaving their cave.  Using the gold that they had brought with them as well as the cash that was left by the now non-existent Brinsley Sheridan Cooper, (an Eternal who briefly traveled further into this primitive age that they had) they started the small company that seemed, to outsiders, to rise miraculously from nowhere to catch the eye of several competitors.


One of those competitors, Abe Larson, sat at his desk deep in thought.  He had hated all that the young family had stood for.  Andrew Harlan fit well into the reserved mores of the time, but his flamboyant wife would have made a great flapper, back in the twenties.  To Larson it seemed that such a fine woman was wasted on a man like Harlan.


In the twenties, Abe Larson had been known as Boss Larson: a minor mob boss in one of Chicago’s many suburbs.  Unlike many of his compatriots, he got out while the getting was good, parlaying his ill-gotten wealth into a legitimate business before the coming of Elliot Ness and his ilk.  He had loved the wildness of the Roaring Twenties, and was a man who knew how to throw a good party.  He reveled in thumbing his nose at what he considered the repressive ethics of the thirties and forties, and scorned all who embraced them.  With that hatred that the truly wicked feel for those that they envision as self-righteous hypocrites: that was how Abe Larson viewed Andrew Harlan.  The hatred may have been irrational, but it was there anyway.  


He crushed out his cigar and buzzed for Billy “Madman” Monson, his right hand man.  Harlan Industries had just beaten Windy City Enterprises’ bid for the research contract on the Army Air Corps’ new radar system.  Somehow, Andrew Harlan had gotten wind of the contract, and was able to make a few suggestions on how the system might work.  Those suggestions had won him the contract, despite the lower bid tendered by W.C.E.  Looking across the street, he had been forced to watch the young company grow, for the past eight years. 


How he had grown to hate Andrew Harlan.  Where Larson was husky with a face scarred from his years in service to the family, Harlan was thin and straight.  Where Larson was a lonely letch, Harlan was a monogamous family man, with a wife that was the most fetching piece of womanhood that he had ever seen.  Where Larson had to scratch and fight his way up from the streets, Harlan had the golden touch and gentlemanly manners.  Fortunately though, where Harlan was innocently naïve, Larson knew intimately all of the evil ways of the world: and he was sure that those would win out in the end.


Billy Monson entered silently: “You wanted something boss?”


“Yeah.  I think that it’s time that Andrew Harlan and I met face to face.  It’s about time that he learned the rules around here.”


“You’re not going to lean too hard on him are you?  We’ve been able to stay out of trouble so far: I’d hate to ruin a good thing now.”


“Don’t worry.  I’ll take care of things, properly.  Now just make that appointment.”


“OK.  I’ll trust you, for now.  How soon do you want to see him?”


“As soon as possible: and Billy?  Let’s make this first visit nice and friendly: no force… got that?”


“Sure thing boss.”


Noys Harlan wasn’t your typical 1940s housewife.  She was at least the equal of her husband in almost every way, and his superior in many ways.  Harlan was a dreamer, and so was she: but where he would often let his emotions cloud his judgment driving him to and fro like a rudderless ship at sea, she would flow with the emotional tide with a firm anchor on the necessities of life.  It was she who was in the office and it was she who received the invitation from Boss Larson.


Andrew had been in California on a business trip and would be returning on the 3:15 train at the Milwaukee Road Station.  He’ll walk the eighteen blocks home, and they should be together again by five.  With the project almost at completion, she was anxious for him to be there with her at the proper time.


Deciding that she should get this meeting with Abe Larson out of the way before Andrew’s homecoming, she went to see him herself.  Then they would have time for themselves.  Perhaps tonight they’ll be able to see the fruition of all that they’ve worked for these many years.  Perhaps what they have developed so secretly in the lab will be able to be initiated this evening,


Boss Larson was pleased that his invitation had been answered so swiftly, and doubly pleased that it was the wife that came to see him, not the husband.


“Mrs. Harlan, how nice of you to come.  Please have a seat.”  Motioning his servant to come forward, he said, “Bernard, get the lady a drink.”  Looking to Noys, “What’s your pleasure?”


“Scotch please.  So Mr. Larson, what is all of this about?”


“Please, call me Abe.”


Icily: “So Mr. Larson, what is this all about?  I got the opinion, from the abrupt manner in which your flunky delivered your invitation, that it isn’t a social call.”


“Humph.  Yes, well I just wanted to discuss with you: and with your husband of course: a business proposition.  I’ve lived in Chicago all of my life, and I’ve rarely seen a company, such as yours, rise so swiftly.  At least one that was strictly legal, if you catch my drift.”


Warily: “We do well, thanks for noticing.  If you’re trying to find out if we are legitimate, we most certainly are.  Can the same be said for you?”


Sporting a broad smile and a half wink, he answered.  “Most definitely.  You know, you have the most enchanting accent, but I can’t place it.  It has an almost a sing-song quality to it.  Where did you say that you were from?”


“I didn’t.”


After a moment he gave up on his clumsy attempt at flirting.  “As I said: I have a business proposition for you.  Your company and mine are among the fastest growing in the Windy City, and I think that a little cooperation would be beneficial to us both.  You have the respectability that, I frankly lack.  I have contacts that will help you build your empire.”


“Mr. Larson, I think that you misunderstand the goals of Harlan Industries.  We are only in the business of making money, so that we may raise enough money to fund some very specific research projects that my husband has been working on.  Harlan Industries is in actuality the fundraising arm of the Institute for Nuclear Research.  When the institute is properly funded, Harlan Industries will be sold off to the highest bidder.”


Seeing an opportunity, the former gangster queried: “And do you have any buyers in mind?”


“Not yet, but I assure you that when I do it will be to someone who is as respectable as ourselves.  If you’re looking to acquire it, you’ll not be able to as long as my husband and I have anything to say about it.”  Rising she added, “I hope that I’ve made myself perfectly clear, sir.  Now good day.”  With that she turned and left the room.


Abe Larson could only chuckle and think, “What a magnificent woman.”


An hour and a half later, Billy Monson surreptitiously visited the labs at the Institute for Nuclear Research.  Boss Larson had ordered him to cause a little mischief in the labs.  Even if he couldn’t at this time afford to make an example out of them, he still had his image to uphold among his own people.  He couldn’t allow himself to be blown off by someone like the Harlan dame without a little payback.


Therefore Monson found himself in the labs, changing settings on equipment and mixing unknown ingredients into various experiments.  Knowing nothing about chemistry, physics or indeed any of the physical sciences, it was a rather indiscriminant act of vandalism.  He made sure that nothing looked out of place and cleared out when he heard two of the scientists coming towards the lab.  


A few minutes later, one of the tainted crucibles burst forth with a bright blue beam that sliced through the lab wall and through the city until it made the faithful contact in the suburbs with Andrew Harlan and Joseph Schwartz.  With that one act of vandalism, the two men vanished from the face of the Earth and the fate of the universe was altered for all time. 

Chapter 2

The Missing Man


Noys Lambent Harlan, sat listening to the radio and watched her children playing in the adjoining room.  It had been three weeks since Andrew had vanished from the earth and Noys, realizing that something was wrong, had tried to keep her worry from the children.  Last week she had talked to Dr. Smith at the lab and made sure that operations there were proceeding apace, while she took a greater role at Harlan Industries.


She was so deep in concentration that she barely noticed the quiet knock at the door.  Rising slowly she found Marie Schwartz on her doorstep.  Her English wasn’t as good as her husbands, but the concern on her face spoke volumes.  “Have you found your mister yet Mrs. Harlan?”


“Not yet Maria, have you found yours?”


“Is like I said before, when we talk at Joe’s shop, he just disappeared.  I don’t think it coincidence that the both go missing on same day.”


“Neither do I, but I don’t know what may have happened to them.  Either way, us immigrants have to stick together during these hard times.  So let’s keep getting together like this for cards every afternoon until we do find them.”


And so it went for the next four months, with Noys and Maria getting together to play cards every day, until that fateful winter day, during one of their usual card games, that a strange knock came at the door.


Rising from the table Noys opened the portal, and reeled with shock at the face that she saw.  Her fading voice said simply, “Daddy?…”, and then she passed out.


She struggled to consciousness and saw the concerned faces of Maria Schwartz and… incredibly, her father’s wide and toothy smile.


His deep voice quietly reassured her.  “Shush shush baby.  It’s really me.”


“Daddy?  How did you get here?”


Helping her to sit up on the couch that he had previously placed her when she fell, he answered.  “Do you remember the plans to the special kettle that could travel beyond the downwhen terminus?”


“Of course I do.  I’m the one who delivered copies of them to you.”


“That’s right.  Well, we used those plans and built a duplicate in the Hidden Centuries: and it was with that duplicate that I used to travel back to this time.  We tethered it to the new downwhen terminus that we established at the barrier on the 100,000th Century.”


“Did everything go as planned?  Is the future of mankind secured?”

“Well… Yes and no.  When you and Harlan made the Change that would prevent the creation of Eternity: the temporal wave of change started rolling upwards through the centuries, and we monitored it as planned.  At first everything proceeded as expected.  Mankind started to colonize the stars, but then, by the time the wave hit the 100th Century an incredibly low probability change happened: we saw the Earth depopulated and increasingly radioactive.  The wave hurtled through the Centuries: swept through the Hidden Centuries and beyond until Nova Sol, the end that will come of Earth’s Solar System when the sun goes Nova.  We few who had set up a watch in the remnant of Eternity; which existed in the once Hidden Centuries, are now all that is left of mankind on the Earth.  Everything that you and I knew is now gone.”

Stunned Noys head swam.  Not only had she lost the love of her life, she had now lost her home.  “And… mankind’s colonies on the other planets?”

“We have no way of knowing if they survived.  We view time from the Hidden Centuries, but we never found a way to view time on other worlds, and stranded there, we don’t have the resources to do the needed research.”

“So what are we to do?”

“We aren’t totally helpless.  We’ve come up with a plan that we hope will restore, at least, the Hidden Centuries.”

“Phew, that’s good to hear.  Daddy, Harlan, and this woman’s husband,” pointing at Maria, “have vanished.  Is that part of your plan?”

“Again, yes and no.  A chance accidental temporal event transported both of them distantly through time.  That event acted like a beacon and allowed us to find you.  It will be up to you… and those that you deem necessary for help to do the actual work.”

“Will I ever see Harlan again?”

“If you succeed, I have no doubt that you will be reunited with both men.”

After listening intently, Maria finally interrupted.  “Is this you home language Noys?  You know this man I see.  Who is this man?”

In English.  “Maria, I would like to introduce you to my father: Aldro Lambent, and he brings us good news.  He knows where our Misters are, and he says that with a lot of work we can be reunited with them.  And yes: that is my language from home.”

Beaming broadly.  “This is good news, let us celebrate and you can tell me what we have to do.”

Maria Schwartz, was not a naturally inquisitive person, and had never in the past had any interest in things intellectual.  She never wanted to be more than a wife and a mother, and she was always happy with the life that she and Joseph had built for themselves: but as a child growing up in war torn Europe, she had learned to be tough and resourceful if she needed to be.  If she were to ever see Joseph again, she would have to pull out those hidden reserves: and then some.

Once she was taken into Eternity and had its existence proven to her she never again quailed and had but one question.  “What do we have to do?”

A meeting was in the section of Eternity that housed the 123,000th Section of Eternity to fill the two women on the details of the plan: and of the enormous responsibilities that would devolve onto them.  In addition to the two women, the meeting was attended by Aldro Harlan, and Section Head Meitre Wilge.

The meeting room was a middle to large sized room, with cobalt blue steel walls, with a slightly lighter shade blue curtains, with heron designs in stark white embroidered throughout.  In the subdued lighting and gusts of ventilated air, the birds had the appearance of flying overhead on an early summer eve.  The faux oak conference with inlaid gold scrollwork and trimensional projectors was large enough for a dozen people and seemed grossly oversized for the four of them.

Before the meeting began, Maria was given a flash learning course in Standard Intertemporal.  In three minutes she could speak and understand Intertemporal as if she were born to it.

Section Head Wilge was a short balding man, who obviously was not bred for leadership, but also had the appearance of one of those people who will always give it his best shot when he’s pushed into that role.  “Ahem… thank you all for coming.  Well, I guess that we all know why we are here…”

“We’re here to save our Misters, and you to tell how to do it.  Right?’

“Ah… Th… that’s right.  Well, let’s get started shall we?”

“Yes, let’s”

“Yes.  Well, we need to do two things.  We need to find and retrieve you husbands ladies: but we also need to try to prevent the Earth becoming radioactive, and if we’re unable to do that, we need to find out how to get rid of the radioactivity sometime before the 100,000th Century.  Aldo, will you fill us in on the basics of what will be needed to accomplish this objective?”

“Yes sir.  Simply put, we will have to do that which had damned Eternity.  We will have to make a few Changes.”  When Eternals spoke of altering history, they spoke of Changes, with a capital C.  “Unfortunately, we cannot use the special kettle to make those changes.  You need the resources of a whole Section of Eternity, to Observe, Calculate and Prepare for a Change.  It would be possible use the Kettle to make the Change, but any changes must be observed while in progress from Eternity.  If the Change takes an undesirable low probability course, it must be known before the Technician returns to Eternity if he is to repair the damage.”

“OK Daddy, so you’ll use Nova Sol to recreate downwhen from the terminus?”

“No really.  The Downwhen terminus, which is the only thing preventing us from disappearing into oblivion prevents that from happening.  The best that we can hope to do is to create one Section of Eternity beyond the Downwhen Terminus.  If we don’t tie it to a particular Century, it will move forward as time moves forward.  Once that new Eternity is created, the kettle will be able to travel between the two Eternities, but will no longer be able to travel beyond the new Eternity.  We here in the Old Eternity, will be able to advise, but will be much less effective if assistance is required.”

Maria interrupted, “Please explain to me.  If you will not be able to get passed this new Eternity, won’t that cut you off from Noys and myself?  How will we be able to help our Misters then?”

“You won’t be cut off, if you are in the new Eternity.  Besides, for one hundred years, you’ll be able to travel to any point in the Century that the new Eternity is moving through.” He ran his fingers through his thick hair and shook his head.  “You know this is going to be tedious to always have to keep saying New Eternity and Old Eternity.”

“Daddy, why don’t we just call the new Eternity, Eternity: and the old Eternity, the Hidden Centuries?”

“Sounds good to me.  Section Head.”

“Huh?  Oh yes, that sounds like a good solution to me.”

“Done.”

With a concerned, frown Maria loosened her scarf. “Mr. Harlan sir?  I got the idea that, our Misters are a long way’s in the future.  I don’t think that we will live long enough for Eternity to reach those distant times.”

“There not as distant as you may think, but I see your point.  How much do you love your Mister?”

“More than anything sir!”

“That’s good to hear.  What would you give to get him back?”

“Anything… everything!”

“If you really mean that, you shall see him again: but you and Noys will have a very long and difficult road to travel.  Eternity failed because the people were flawed and driven by petty passions and concerns.  Eternity is a long, long time, and only the commitment of true and completely selfless love will allow a person to stay true to the course that will be needed to accomplish all that is required to save your Misters.  Is that the kind of love that you have?”

“Yes! Definitely!”

“Noys?  Is your love sufficient?”

Quietly.  “You know that it is Father.”

“Then we’ll get started.  Before leaving for the 20th Century, you two will be given life extension treatments.  This will let you live for almost five hundred years.”

“But sir, five hundred years will not be enough to get to where our Misters are…”

“That’s correct Maria.  What it will do: is to give you and Noys enough time to prepare Eternity to travel through the Centuries until they reach you husbands.  Once Eternity is ready to make its journey through the Centuries, you and Noys will come here to wait.  Once you are here, you can use the kettles here to move upward in time to read the reports that they will be sending.  For you: once Eternity is set up, it won’t be long until you are again with your Misters.”

“Who are… they, sir.”

“Why the robots of course.”

