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Cover photo: “Brainstorming” by Wendy Wiggins. 

“The men in the photo are two very important people in my life.  We had gone to Denver that weekend for a 

conference and were killing some time between events.  They were discussing business ideas and what they wanted 

in life, and I just saw it; the lighting was perfect, and they weren’t even paying attention to me.  People say “a 

picture is worth a thousand words,” and this one is.  It describes them individually and as a team without one word.   

Someone could learn so much about these two men if they just look deep enough into the picture.”  
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Faculty Sponsor: Esther Guenat 

 

Editor’s Note: 

 This is my first time, ever, doing a publication of any kind. Apart from no experience, I enjoyed putting this 

publication together and reviewing all the work that the students from Temple College submitted. Many 

submitted more than one, and it gave me great satisfaction that they loved to showcase their items for all 

of Temple College. I have submitted an article in here, adding more jitters to my nerves, showcasing my 

literary work and this publication. Above all, I want to say “Thanks” to Esther Guenat for giving me this 

opportunity, and to Jenna Moen, my other half of putting this publication together.  

 Along with Emily, I also have no experience with publishing anything or writing anything to be published. I 

am super excited for the debut of Stones, not only for myself, but for everyone else that also submitted a 

piece.  I am also extremely grateful to Esther for this opportunity and to Emily for all her help. I submitted 

two poetry pieces, myself, and I’m getting the same jitters because I can now say I have published work. 

The sincerest “Thank You” to all who submitted works for our magazine; it would not have been possible 

without your courage and hard work.  

Best Regards, 

Emily Schaedle & Jenna Moen 

We want to thank all Temple College students, faculty, and staff and ask that they help spread the word about 

Stones Literary Magazine. A special thank you should go to all who submitted work so we could produce this 

Spring/Summer 2013 issue.  

We will be sending out a call for submissions for the Fall/Winter 2013 issue of Stones at a later date. 

All photography, artwork, and writing are copyrighted under the sole writer dedicated in this issue of Stones 

magazine.  
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Create (kree-yet)  

 v. To come into being, as something unique that would not naturally evolve. 

By Sol Schilling  

Creation, a relentless and unstoppable force. 

From the earliest of ages, we’ve learned to create. 

A fascination with our very own imagination. 

Not only of physical play but of emotional endeavor. 

 

            From madness to happiness, we ___________  emotions.             
                                                            (add verb) 

           From kinship to friendship, we ___________ relationships.               
                                                                 (add verb) 

 

The existence of life would be quite bland and meaningless, 

if not for the pursuit of creation. 

 

Fill in the following word with any color you choose: 

Life 
The wish to paint the skies __________ and __________. 

                                                                                      (add color)                    (add color) 

The desire to one day be a/an _________   ____________. 

                                                                                      (add adjective)        (add occupation) 

 

To add one’s own flavor to the thought of a mundane existence. 

___________________________________________________ 

(  Insert your own line  ) 

 

Like oxygen to the lungs, imagination is to our mind. 

Without it, we are of the un-living. 



 

The _____________ dead. 

                           (add profanity) 

 

From awkwardness to tenderness, we __________ a moment. 

                                                                                                                                           (add verb) 

From a moment to a sense of wonder, we ___________ greatness. 

                                                                                                         (add verb) 

 

So, I dare you be a relentless, unstoppable force of creation. 

A living breathing, fighting, F#@king form of creation. 

Because in our day of reckoning, when all is at an end, 

our influence remains instilled in the ones we leave behind. 

 

Which one does not fit: 

111111111 
The only obstacle preventing one’s own imagination is _____________. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

If Only You Had Stayed 

By Sol Schilling 

 

The silent entrenchment of sorrow weighing heavy on a child’s heart 

when confronted with confusion over his father’s return. 

If only you had stayed. 

The hysterical actions exposed by a woman when handed her husband’s folded flag. 

She cringes after hearing the crackling echo of three rounds fired from seven aligned rifles. 

If only you had stayed. 

The trembling composure held by a father when having to attend his only son’s memorial service. 

His denial of God’s existence apparent while struggling with his lost. 

If only you had stayed. 

We reminisce over the thought of you in an effort to bring us some sort of relief to our inappropriate actions. 

I’d be able to watch “Saving Private Ryan,” without ever having to shed a tear. 

If only you had stayed. 

Today, I push for the very essence of life in thought of you. 

To induce life among the living. 

The revival of our very souls. 

If only you had stayed. 

 

Truth is, 

I never left you. 

 

 



 

Untitled 

By Lisa Karen Stewart 

 

Lisa and Jill  

Went up the hill 

To fetch a pail of water,  

Lisa fell down 

Victim of senseless slaughter 

And Jill was incognito, the devil's daughter. 

 

Up Lisa got 

And Scott & White did trot 

Leaving the devil just a vapor 

Went to bed 

To mend her head 

With Jesus and onionskin paper. 

 

  



 

Brother 

By Jenna Moen 

 

Because of you I started to walk. Because of you I could tie my shoe. Because of you I learned to ride a 

bike. Because of you I am no longer afraid of the dark. Remember how you pulled that prank? We 

laughed so damn hard we got our asses spanked. Because of you my imagination grew. Because of you I 

matured. Because of you I started to see, how our dear father was pulling away from me. To sit by some 

whore he seems to adore. He left our mother broken and shamed. Because of you I didn’t curse his 

name. Because of you he has a family at all. How stupid did he have to be, to leave a lady who raised 

every baby? To spend his money on some hoe we didn’t know. Because of you I finally told him. He lied 

and I cried until it was finally over. Because of you we recovered. 

                                                                  

  



 

Ghost 

By Jenna Moen 

Someone new could lay beside me tonight 

Wrap his warm arms around me real tight 

I will lay my head on his chest 

Pretending it’s you, just to get some rest. 

Smile slightly as I close my eyes 

Eager for my dreams even though it’s lies. 

Losing you caused so much confusion 

To keep my sanity I had to create this illusion 

All night long I dream of our past 

Morning comes too soon, I need this to last. 

 

Before I wake I will turn away. 

For my hearts foolishness I will have to pay.  

I rip my eyes open to the cold empty sheets 

Just as my heart stopped mid beat 

I let the tears start to fall 

No longer caring for him at all. 

Go ahead and let him see 

Cry over the man he could never be. 

I’ll use his comfort as a crutch 

It will never compare to your tender touch. 

He is not my one true lover 

I meant it when my heart was yours forever. 

 

  



 

Zero 

By Emily Schaedle 

A little house filled with pretty white little items 

Filled with a white family that cheers 

Blinded of their future 

When the plane crashes into them 

They sink with their little house 

When the ashes stack 

One upon another 

You see the devil staring 

Laughing in your face 

He won 

Today 

The family is dead now 

The house is dead now 

The animals are crying 

Covered in ash blood 

Surrounding where the house once was 

Peace has been lost 

Forced out 

By evil that lures outside our realm 

All is sad now 

Animals comforting each other 

All look the same 

Covered in ash blood 

Ground Zero. 



 

LISA 

By Sharion Stout 

 

Loyal to the ones she loves 

Independent for the most part 

Sometimes silent, but always paying attention to what goes on around her 

Always willing to listen to others 

  



 

Red 

By Emily Schaedle 

 

Secrets of red 

Recipe of self-indulgent suicide 

Hidden deep in the cellar 

For none to find 

For the Red are the family’s secret they are trying to 

run away from 

Hearing rejoice 

Happiness 

Lies 

Running from the truth that hides in the cellar 

The Red 

Longing to be with them 

Longing to devour them 

It hungers for them 

Growling beneath their feet 

The Red  

Sits there 

Waiting to be welcomed 

It knows they will come 

They can’t survive without it 

They hunger for it 

They salivate for it 

They thirst for it 

He knows 

 

 

 

 

The door opens 

 

Light pours onto the Red 

Burning but soon comforting 

Here they come 

The Red grins 

A boy comes through 

His tummy poking out from his striped shirt 

His pig fingers grazing out 

Searching, searching, searching 

Hearing his tummy growl  

The Red grows more impatient 

Waiting, waiting, waiting 

There! 

The boy grabs: 

A box of crackers 

A can of weenies 

A stick of milk chocolate 

A bottle of soda 

The Red laughs 

He knew 

They always come back 



 

How Sweet It Is 

                By Leslie Shaver 

 

 

How sweet is it, 

to know we are us, 

to be able to reach out, 

to feel your presence, 

 

How sweet is it, 

to have you near, 

to hold your hand, 

to touch your cheek, 

 

how sweet is it, 

to dance with you in the rain, 

to sing along to our favorite song, 

to lay with you beneath the stars, 

how sweet is it? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

We all realize how sweet it is when it is no longer 

there,  

When it has been lost, 

When it has been torn away  

 

It is as sweet as the love we still have to give,  

As sweet as the cherished moments we still share,  

As sweet as the smiles we pass on the street, 

As sweet as the kind gestures that brings us to tea 

 

It is as sweet as the wind blowing through our hair, 

As sweet as the birds chirping amongst the branches, 

As sweet as the sunshine warm on our skin, 

As sweet as the rain feeding the earth,  

 

It is as sweet as our never-forgotten memories. 

 

 

 



 

    Let Us Young Men Be 

Savages 
By Sol Schilling 

 

Flash forward: 

“how can americans ever again be 

patrio0tic when we can no longer 

effectively win a war?” 

 

Flashback: 

October 11
th

, 2010. 

One of many. 

Partly cloudy, slightly windy. 

 

Present: 

When held on a tight leash, devil dogs 

are utterly useless in a fight. 

 

Flashback: 

Two men observed from the far side of 

my optics. 

Permission to advance. 

“permission denied” 

Repeat request. 

“denied.” 

 

Present: 

Render all obedience to appropriate 

order. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Flashback: 

We are on the move. 

My third step on Zebra. 

A number dialed. 

An electric current triggered. 

A strong gust of dust engulfs my squad. 

 

Definition: 

War (wor), n. A dispute to be settled by any means 
necessary.  

 

Flashback: 

Four wounded in action. 

One folded flag. 

 

Present: 

When rules are to be engaged in war 

you will always lose to those who do 

not abide by them.   

 

Flash forward: 

We wish to be savage. 

Let us show our patriotism. 

“to no longer be humane, but to become 

inhuman.
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Innocence 

By Victoria Cruz 

I have always been an introverted person. I will watch and listen more than participate if I don't feel at ease. I find 
myself becoming more complacent expressing myself through photographs. To capture a moment, a feeling, a 
memory and freeze it in time gives a sense of comfort that we want to savor. Be bold, yet leave some idea to the 
imagination. I am cautious yet vulnerable; to stand out but not regret it. It's never too late to stop being afraid to 
express your innermost self.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

El Fin De La Humanidad 

By Gabrielle Febles 

 
It is made of clay, acrylic, plaster and wire. This sculpture piece symbolizes that us as human beings have lost 
love and respect for all living things and creatures. There are also a few open doors throughout the piece 
which symbolizes that we have choices to make this world a peaceful, loving, compassionate place to live. This 
piece has a Spanish title and bright colors because I incorporate my Mexican culture into it.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Ethereal 

By Emily Schaedle 

Hiking in Belton beside the lake, I looked in every crevice and slope to find something to snap. I came across this 

path that sloped down gradually and felt euphoric about it, like some magical portal to an alternate reality. But to 

give it more that magical faraway place I had to bring my perspective down and choose the tonalities during the 

printing process. 
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By Megan Black 

Hatred is poisoning our society.  

 

Male or female, no one is exempt. Hate crimes, whether in the form of 

physical violence or malicious actions, are threatening the harmony and 

equilibrium of our great society.  There are bombings, killings, and 

beatings. There are rumors spread, gossip and slander perpetrated. 

Black, white, or brown; Christian, Jew, Muslim, or atheist; straight, gay, or 

transgender; we are all at risk.  

 

Our children are growing up in a world where no one can ever be sure of 

their safety.  

 

Not only is violence acted out on our brothers and sisters, but our 

children are killing themselves over bullying and slander. Are we really okay 

with this?  Isn't it time that we come together as a people to celebrate life 

and our similarities, rather than cutting each other down for our 

differences? Hatred is never a good response to our fellow men and women. 

 

Violent hate crimes have rocked our world many times. We will always 

remember the bombings of the twin towers on 9/11/2001. It is a day 

that no one who experienced it could ever forget. Religious zealots took 



 

matters into their own hands and let their hatred overcome them. We 

rallied around our broken nation and routed the criminals, but began a 

new legacy of hatred in return. Muslims are often now looked down 

on and discriminated against, simply because they follow the same religion 

as the perpetrators of this terrible hate crime. Hatred is never the answer, 

and this response proves us to be no better than the people we 

hate. 

 

The recent bombings in Boston are another symptom of the pervasive 

hatred our world is experiencing. The bombers were Russian, so we 

blame the Russians. The bombers may have had connections with Al Qaeda, 

so we blame the Muslims. Let us not focus on the religion or race behind 

this act of terrorism. Instead, let us see it as it essentially is- an act of 

hatred. Let us never stop attempting to uncover and punish the sources of 

these tragic events, but let us remember that hatred and intolerance are 

to blame, not the culture that the perpetrators belonged to. If we want to 

stand united as a society and live out our lives to the fullest, we must 

take a stand against hatred, whether it is the physical violence of hate 

crimes or a more subtle type of hate. 

 

There are also individual people being victimized by hate. Hatred is 

everywhere in our schools and institutions in the form of bullying. 

 



 

People with alternative sexual preferences, who follow a different religion, 

who wear different clothes, or who have a body type different than the 

norm are constantly belittled and victimized. Is this the type of world we 

want our children to grow up in? As a collective people we should be able to 

look past our differences and resist the urge to hate.  

 

Just last week a student at our local high school committed suicide because 

of bullying. Should we leave it up to the schools to hang signs on their walls 

reminding students not to bully? No! We need to remind ourselves that 

hatred and hate crimes are ridiculous. They show off our own 

insecurities by our need to pick on others. We need to teach our children 

that this is not alright and learn to live together in harmony. If we want 

to flourish as a society, we must learn to treasure our differences rather 

than criticize them. 

 

We must put a stop to hatred and hate crimes. We need to rally as a society, 

not only over individual issues, but against hatred as a whole. Rise up 

and refuse to follow the crowd; refuse to hate and to belittle. Tolerate 

and cherish our individuality, and teach your children the same for the 

good of our world. 

 

 

 



 

Education Can No Longer Be Overlooked 

By Garrett Schneider 

 

EDUCATION can NO LONGER BE OVERLOOKED! 

As members of the HUMAN RACE, we possess a unique capacity for 

knowledge that no other known being has. And through this burden of 

consciousness we have amassed more questions than we can answer. Since 

the age of REASON and the passing of the DARK-ages, new information 

and ideas have been bombarding society at every turn.  

The OVERWHELMING SHOCK of constant change in life and culture 

has sent minds REELING for stability. 

Even in our current time when scientific and philosophical achievement are 

seen to be a beacon of a LIGHT to come, 

WE LIVE IN A SOCIETY OF POLISHED RIFLES AND 

RUSTED THOUGHTS; 
 A large population still hisses in the DARKNESS. 

Clinging to the shadows of the past like ILLITERATE VAMPIRES  
that would suck the very SANITY from our species’ veins. 

This DROWNING spiral desperately latches to assurance and guidance.  

Intimidated by the vast complexity of the universe, this group places 

faith in all-answering leaders, ideas, and religions, without trying to 



 

come to any larger conclusions. Faith that would strip them from any 

MENTAL RESPONSIBILITY… 

REASON IS NOT SOMETHING TO BE FEARED! 

The root of conflict is ignorance. 

Blind 

And 

Intolerant 

Close-mindedness. 

EDUCATION IS THE SOLUTION! 

It is a human being’s duty to LEARN. We must hold EDUCATION to a 

higher standard, and make a better effort to improve LIFE in the way that 

only EDUCATION can. We must LEARN to study concepts for ourselves and 

for our own benefit. Dare to ask questions no one else has, and strive to 

UNDERSTAND 
 all that we can. What is learned is forever stored in our minds, and it can 

never be taken away. Knowledge is humanity’s GREATEST tool and will 

always lead a person through life with a sense of certainty and 

enlightenment.   

FACTUAL and RATIONAL thought is THE KEY and THE TORCH 
leading our existential inquisition. 

 BECAUSE A RATIONAL MIND IS AN OPEN MIND. 

 

 

 

 



 

Panic 

By Kayla Salter 

Her skin crawled; she should have been happy, she had been happy. Dating him, being in love, she never 

knew it would mask everything; she never knew it would hide who she was. One year wasn’t too terribly long, not 

when you planned on forever. She had never dated before; she had never truly loved before him. Her skin crawling 

was a side effect from her depression and anxiety; it was also because she no longer had any pills left. If she had 

been home it would have been very easy to refill them, but having gone with him to London, she had run out, not 

realizing she needed more before she had left.  

Her long messy chocolate ringlets were wrapped around her fingers as she was curled up on the hard, 

carpeted floor rocking back and forth. Feeling like this all day, she had told Nick she couldn’t go to his business 

dinner with him. It was hard lying to him; she had always been a horrible liar, but she felt if she didn’t, he would 

leave her. In the six months of dating, he had never seen her have one of her panic attacks; he had never even seen 

her depressed or anxiety-ridden. Katherine couldn’t let him find her this way, he couldn’t see her like this, but 

nothing was going to get better. Nothing was going to help. She had called her best friend, she had even called her 

mother, but there was nothing that could stop the inevitable.  

It felt as if the world was falling around her, like her spine was vibrating, like there were ants crawling just 

under her skin. She could feel people watching her, but the room was cold, dark, and full of silence. Wishing it away 

did nothing, and praying didn’t help, either. The true panic set in when her breathing became labored. She felt like 

someone was choking her, or at least trying. It felt as if everyone in the world wanted her dead.  

It would be a lie if she had said she hadn’t thought about how death could make it all better. Her thoughts 

once happened so often but not since she had met Nick, not since she had fallen in love. Before Nick, she had a 

panic attack almost every day, if not more. She used to bite herself just to feel pain, just to make sure she could feel. 

Before him she hadn’t been sure if she even had emotions any more. Feeling like a bottomless pit of nothing was not 

what she had wanted to be, but it was what she had become. Meeting Nick changed that; it had changed her. 

It wasn’t normal for Katherine to be in bed all day when she was with him. Normally she would be dressed 

and there supporting her boyfriend, but today she wasn’t. She was instead dressed in shorts and an old t-shirt she 

often slept in; her hair was un-brushed and her curls flying every which way. Her face wasn’t red or puffy from tears 

because she had yet to let one tear fall; she felt like bursting, but nothing came. When she sobbed, the tears did not 

fall; she felt nothing; it was just a bunch of nothing. 

She didn’t hear the door unlock or hear it open, but she did hear Nick’s worried voice calling her name. It 

wasn’t until then that she realized it was almost midnight; she had missed the dinner, she had missed everything. 

Seeing him only made her want to be held, but he had no idea what was wrong. She had vaguely told him before 

about her panic attacks, but she had never spent hours rocking back and forth like she had most of the day. She felt 



 

like she was floating; she didn’t even feel like she was moving until she slammed her body into his, and tears finally 

poured out matching her sobs. “Make it stop,” she cried into his chest; all she wanted was for the crawling to stop. 

All she wanted was to feel normal again. 

The feeling of his arms pulling her closer soothed her only a little; Nick couldn’t save her this time, not 

from this monster. She couldn’t just listen to his voice and calm down. He was here; he was seeing her like this. 

Katherine often said things that made her believe she had gone crazy; she just didn’t understand how saying her skin 

was crawling wasn’t crazy. He just held her for a moment before picking her up carrying her to the bed where he 

laid her down. He then lay down next to her, leaning down he kissed her forehead. He had never seen her this way; 

it worried him that something had gone terribly wrong when he was gone. “Talk to me, baby girl, what’s wrong?” 

His voice was caring, but anyone could hear the fear laced in with his worry. He didn’t understand, but neither did 

she. 

Taking the deepest breath she could manage, she let it out slowly; she just wanted to get better. Katherine 

wanted to calm down more than anything in that moment. “It’s crawling,” she whispered. “My skin is crawling, and 

it won’t stop.” Her voice could not decide if it wanted to be soft or harsh, but speaking though her sobs made her 

voice sound weak and needy. Nick pulled her closer, burying his face in her hair; it worried him that he had no idea 

why she felt like this, and it scared him that he couldn’t help her. “What do I do?” he questioned, his voice soft. 

Shaking her head, she sat up slightly to look at him. “You can’t do anything; I’m out.” Katherine knew she was 

being vague, but she hoped he understood. 

Nick realized then that she was talking about her medicine, the medicine that he assumed she no longer 

had. A sigh left his lips looking at her; “You have to calm down; I will make sure you get it even if you have to go 

home and come back.” He held her cheeks in his hands, looking into her eyes. “Breathe with me, ok?” She nodded, 

taking deep breaths with him; with each shaky breath, her tears slowed. Soon, her shaking calmed, and the crawling 

came to a near halt. Pressing his lips to hers softly, he smiled, knowing she felt at the least a bit better.  

Looking into his eyes for a moment, she rested her head on his shoulder. Suddenly she felt exhausted and 

weak from the emotional day she’d had. Drawing lines on her back to calm her, Nick knew she was close to sleep. “I 

promise, baby girl, it will all be ok; you will get better.” His voice was soft, but his words meant more to her than 

most things at the moment. He had promised her she would be better, and though she wasn’t sure if it was right, she 

knew it felt right. 

 

 

 

 



 

About the Year 3000 

 by Amanda Randolph 

Characters: 

Professor- A very aged man, who is otherwise nameless; he is completely off his rocker.  
Samuel Silverhill- A young business man, who is presently married to Meg. 
Meg Silverhill- A young, intelligent girl very conflicted with her past.  
Nathan Dallas- A young man from the couple’s past. 
Man 1- A waiter. 
Man 2- A co-worker to Sam. 

Scene 1 

Center upstage sits a large, metal, futuristic contraption which is adorned with buttons, levers and lights of all 
sorts.  There is a glass door in the middle, and on either outer edge there is a probe- on the left the probe zigzags, 
on the right it spirals, each probe comes to a horizontal point.  To the left, down stage there is a small work desk 
with a single lit lamp which is covered in a sea of loose papers and several scientific instruments, where the 
Professor sits.  The machine is only lit enough to feel looming, like a literal elephant in the room. 
PROF:  Yes… Yes, yes!  That’s it!  -AHA! YES!  That’s just crazy! No, BRILLIANT! It has to work. It must!  -It will work. 

 

Scene 2 

(Prof, Sam and Meg enter.)  
PROF:  Thank you two for coming this afternoon.  I cannot express my gratitude enough.  I really appreciate all of 
your aid and cooperation. 
SAM:  Professor, I don’t like the way you’re talking.  I am a very busy man.  Meg and I have agreed to nothing yet.  
You haven’t even revealed what was so urgent! 
MEG:  Sam, please.  (To Prof.)  We are glad to help in any way we can.  I owe you a lot for the help you 
have selflessly offered me over the years.  But, now, 
please do explain what is over so earth shattering.   
PROF:  Oh, it is earth shattering. And they all 
doubted that I could do it!  Excuse me for my 
neglect, but I couldn’t trust any conversation outside 
my own control, which here, I’m sure everything is 
confidential.  But I’ve done it Meg!  (Reaches for her 
hands.)  I’ve finally finished the project that was 
impossible.  But it’s not! 
SAM:  Professor!  (Takes Meg’s hands quickly.)  
Please do remain professional about this.  Meg is my 
wife.  (To Meg.)  Do you understand what he’s 
talking about? 
MEG:  Well, gosh, I hope not.  You- you can’t really 
mean…? 
PROF:  Oh!  But I do!  I’ve done it, the unthinkable! 
MEG:  Really?  Bu- bu- but that’s really not possible.  
No, Professor.  Not at all possible! 

PROF:  But it is!  Meg, we’ve held the key all this 
time.  Ever since Ford created a motor that speeds 
up our travel!  That’s all it took! 
MEG:  What!  But… How? 
PROF:  Well, it also deals with the speed of ligh- 
SAM:  -What?  Why do you have so few questions? 
Let alone why are you asking how!?  I don’t even 
know WHAT is going on!  
MEG:  Samuel, do you remember those wild stories I 
told you about?  That ever since we found a way to 
travel through space, that, right here in Texas, there 
are scientists that have really made head way in time 
travel? 
SAM:  Oh, Meg, dear.  That was so long ago.  You 
know things have been so busy at- 
MEG:  - The office.  Yes of course.  Well, some of 
those “loons” are still working. 
PROF:  Working feverishly! 



 

MEG:  So, has there been a real discovery? 
PROF:  Real discovery?  My dear, I’ve done it!  There 
were pigs and- 
SAM:  -Pigs!?  Oh, you are mad- 
MEG:  Sam!  (To Prof.)  Please do conti- 
SAM:  - No, no. This is ridiculous.  I’m leaving. (Takes 
Meg, almost forcibly, by the wrist.) 
MEG:  OW!  (Rips away, nursing the wrist, they share 
a moment painfully.) 
PROF:  (Avoiding recognizing the scene unfolding.)  
Who ARE you!?  This is – CRAZY!  (Beat.  All 
recompose.)  One day.  
MEG:  Beg your pardon? 
SAM:  Huh? 
PROF:  What? Oh.  The pigs- Well, pigs have similar 
bone and tissue structure as we do.   
SAM:  We?  Buddy, I don’t think I have any kind of 
tissue structure like you do- 
MEG:  Sam!   
SAM:  What? 
MEG:  Well, I’m sure you used the pigs to test the 
machine.   
PROF:  Like guinea pigs.  
SAM:  Look, we all know you have not actually 
perfected time travel, no way.  Octopuses don’t fly, 
they just don’t and there is a reason.  Don’t you get 
it?  It’s like they’d all be around here on land and 
we’d live in fear of the monsters they are.  Eight 
legs!?  That’s more than we can handle.  They kill.  
Kill humans.  They don’t fly, because they’d kill us.  If 
we are the most powerful, there have to be limits!  
No one- or thing- would give us that kind of power 
because we could never respect something like that.  
I don’t care if your little theory works on paper, it 
won’t work.  And I’m not going to have my good 
name ruined because some crack pot scientist 
decided to blow his hand off trying to send it to the 
year 3000, with my name attached to his work!  I’ll 
not have it! 
PROF:  Please, please.  Mr. Silverhill.  I don’t need 
any financial aid, I assure you that has already been 
covered by a very generous donation from a few 
anonymous theoretical engineers.  I have invited you 
two to show you the final product.   
(Meg rushes to the machine.  She quickly opens the 
door and steps within, awestruck.) 
PROF & SAM:  MEG!! 
SAM:  How could you be so careless!  What if you 
had been obliterated on the spot!  How do I know 
this isn’t just a trap!? 
PROF:  Mr. Silverhill, I apologize for Meg’s rash 
action.  But I do not appreciate your accusations.  I 

would never put the life of a former student in 
danger.   
SAM:  So, just what is this about? 
PROF:  Well, do you know how fast light travels? 
SAM:  Three hundred million meters per second. 
PROF:  Almost.  Incredibly fast.  NASCAR guys don’t 
even dream of that.  Nor astronauts.   With speeding 
trains in the Manhattan subway systems, some 
experimentation has shown that time literally slows 
when traveling at those speeds.   
SAM:  You’re lying.   
PROF:  It’s only by fractions of a second.   
SAM:  So what? 
PROF:  Well, more tests have revealed that the 
faster we travel, more hairs of second disappear.  
We don’t know where it goes; it’s just something we 
can’t quite explain. 
SAM:  You did these experiments? 
PROF:  Oh, no, they’ve been completed long before I 
even came across this project.  But those scientists 
have been some of the most important ones fueling 
time travel study.   
SAM:  So, what about it, then? 
PROF:  Well, if you can travel safely and close 
enough to the speed of light, time literally slows and 
you’re in the past, younger! 
SAM:  No… 
PROF:  Yes, yes!  Just mad enough to work! 
SAM:  So, what about the future? 
PROF:  Much trickier, yes…. But if there is one side to 
a coin there’s another.  Just the opposite! 
SAM:  Slower?  Negative speed?  Speed of sound? 
PROF:  No!  Faster! 
SAM:  But only very fit people can handle the speeds 
that astronauts travel at.  You said yourself they 
don’t dream of the speed of light.   
PROF:  Well, why not? 
SAM:  How would this do it anyways, then? 
PROF:  Magic. 
MEG:  Magic is science that has yet to be explained 
by our comprehension levels. 
SAM:  That’s silly.  How do you really even know you 
didn’t blow up your guinea pigs? 
PROF:  Well, I didn’t!  I surely thought I might have.  
But they returned a day later.  And I was almost set 
on destroying my creation!  But, of course after one 
day, each just one day, they returned.   
SAM:  Why don’t you go? 
PROF:  I’ve tried. 
SAM:  How was it?  Painful?  Or more like an out of 
body experience?  Déjà vu?  Or- 
PROF:  I didn’t go. 
SAM:  -did you smack into your future self and- 



 

PROF:  I didn’t go. 
SAM:  -was it all surreal?  Like a dream?  Maybe 
twilight zone?  Or a Christmas Carol?   
PROF:  I didn’t go. 
SAM:  Why? 
PROF:  Well, I tried.  I tried to send the pigs to the 
year 3000, like you said.  But they wouldn’t go.  The 
machine did nothing.  I figured maybe some 
apocalypse would occur between now and then.  So I 
tried 50 years, no. Just one?  It worked.  I’m not sure, 
but I think you can only travel within your own 
lifetime.  They couldn’t go back before they were 
born, either. 
SAM:  So, why didn’t you go? 
PROF:  I tried.  
SAM:  What happened? 
PROF:  Shh… nothing.  Like that.  I tried to go to the 
year 3000, or even a year forward like the pigs, I 
figured that was the limit.  But I couldn’t even go half 
that.   
MEG:  Wow… 
PROF:  I don’t know how much time I have.  But I 
want to see my machine work- really work.  I just 
don’t know how.   
MEG:  We will. 
SAM:  Meg, baby.  We can’t.  This is a big decision.  
You can’t just promise this man his life’s hope on 
your life.   
MEG:  Please give us a moment.  This man is my 
friend, Sam. 
SAM:  He’s not even remotely sane.   
MEG:  Do you remember what you always used to 
tell me before we fell asleep the nights we had alone 
in college? 
SAM:  I love you?   
MEG:  No… 
SAM:  I’ll meet you in dreamville, as always.   
MEG:  Yes.  Why are you so rational?   
SAM:  You used to be. 
MEG:  And you were always the crazy, undecided 
guy who really should have studied rock climbing.  A 
dreamer.   
SAM:   You were the thing that woke me up. 
MEG:   It was only the thing that kept me- 
SAM:  -Going and going.  You were the busy one.  
MEG:  Everything I wanted- 
SAM:  -All I needed- 
MEG:  -Now you’re all- 
SAM:  -real.  My sensible Meg, the real one, has 
gone all dreamer on me.  We can’t go now okay? 
MEG:  Why not? 
SAM:  I have work; you know that; a big sales push 
meet- 

MEG:  -Meeting.  To really hook this customer, right?   
SAM:  Meg, I… Where will we go? 
MEG:  Or when?  I was thinking backwards. 
SAM:  (Simultaneously with Meg.)  Forwards. 
MEG:  Of course you were, always ahead. 
SAM:  That’s not bad at all.  I got us here by looking 
ahead.  Wasn’t that how I won you? 
MEG:  Yeah, all of the plans to Australia or 
Afghanistan, Guadalupe or Japan.  Your crazy 
adventures.  Once we got to this point it’d be all 
play, no more work.  Maybe you were the safe pick 
after all.   
SAM:  So let’s go there, now! 
PROF:  Yes, go to the future where everything will be 
fun! 
MEG:  I don’t know, I really wanted to go back.  To 
our wedding day- the day you proposed? 
SAM:  Those days were absolutely great, but really, 
that was enough nerve wracking stress for a lifetime.   
MEG:  What about the first time you saw me in my 
dress? 
PROF:  Wouldn’t that be your wedding day? 
SAM:  I was being fitted for the tux. 
MEG:  And I was having the veil altered to just the 
right length. 
SAM:  You were stunning.  
PROF:   Wait, you weren’t at the altar? 
SAM:  The reality hadn’t really set in, we could do 
that. 
PROF:  I know it’s superstition and all, but don’t they 
say that’s- 
MEG & SAM:  Bad luck?  -Let’s go. 
PROF:  Okay!   
SAM:  What are you doing!? 
PROF:  Taking vitals, measurements.  What was the 
date? 
MEG & SAM:  April 27

th
, 2008. 

PROF:  A.D.?  Yes, and… who’s first? 
MEG:  I will. 
SAM:  Are you sure we can’t go together? 
PROF:  No, I know what happens with that, there are 
several limbs missing, and faces aren’t really- oh, 
never mind.   
SAM:  Are you sure this will work? 
PROF:  No! Get in Meg! 
SAM:  (Kisses Meg.)  Meet you in dreamville.   
(Meg is sent.) 
SAM:  That’s it?  No screaming or- 
PROF:  GET IN! 
(Sam is sent.  The machine reacts only slightly 
different from Meg, perhaps the lights change order 
of sequence.) 
PROF:  I did it. 



 

Scene 3 

The set resembles an outdoor patio to a café.  Meg 
and Sam are sitting.  
MEG:  That’s silly, really. 
SAM:  No, not really. 
MEG:  Yes it is!  I don’t really know French, how 
would we make it around? 
SAM:  I dunno, but it’s so beautiful, why would 
anything else matter?  I’d have you, perfect, right 
there.  
MEG:  You flatter me.  
SAM:  I don’t understand how an angel like you can 
be so humble.  I love you. 
MEG:  I love you as well. 
SAM:  No, really, really.  I love you.  I love you crazy.  
Crazier than purple, flying pigs- okay?  I love you this 
big! 
MEG:  Shhh, silly.  We’ll be kicked out.  (Man 1 
enters.) 
MAN 1:  Ahem.  Sorry to interrupt, but I’ll take your 
plates, now, if you’re done.   
SAM:  Yes, thank you. 
MAN 1:  Is there any room for desert this afternoon? 
SAM:  Oh, always. 
MEG:  No, no.  I don’t need any, thank you. 
SAM:  Oh, c’mon.  It’ll be just fine dear.  You can split 
just a little something with me right? 
MEG:  You and your sweet tooth are so convincing. 
SAM:  Me?  Weren’t you the one that almost ate half 
a gallon of mint chocolate chip ice cream last 
weekend? 
MEG:  Sam! 
SAM:  Well, that settles it.  Might as well check it 
out, right?   What kind of desert do y’all have goin’ 
on today? 
MAN 1:  Well, my favorite is the sopapia cheesecake, 
or we- 
MEG:  -Ooh!  That, yes.  Please. 
SAM:  My sweet tooth, uh huh… 
MAN 1:  One or two slices? 
MEG:  Just one is fine, we can share.  
SAM:  One it is. 
MAN 1:  Would you like that a la mode, perhaps? 
SAM:  Whatever the lady wants. 
MEG:  No, thank you.  That’s quite alright. 
MAN 1:  Okay, I will have that right out.  
MEG:  Thank you. 
SAM:  Thanks man.  (Man 1 exits.) 
MEG:  And thank you. 
SAM:  Oh, it’s no problem at all dearest.  Anything 
you want, anything. 

MEG:  That’s just you. 
SAM:  You sure you don’t want the sun, the moon?  
I’d hook something up.  Find an astronaut friend or 
something.  
MEG:  No, no.  Just you.  
SAM:  They don’t compare anyways. 
MEG:  What? 
SAM:  The sun, the moon, all those stars.  They’re 
just pretty much a dim background for your beauty, 
in comparison.  
MEG:  Ahwww. (Man 1 enters.)  
SAM:  Wait, wait, wait!  (Covers Meg’s eyes.) 
MEG:  What are you doing!? 
MAN 1:  Here’s the special slice of sopapia 
cheesecake, and the check sir.  Whenever you’re 
ready.   
SAM:  Right there, thanks man. (Man 1 exits.)  
MEG:  Okay, I won’t peek at the check, promise.  It’s 
okay, would you just let me see!  Let go, Sam! 
SAM:  Meg, my dear.  I love you. 
MEG:  What are-  (Sam uncovers Meg’s eyes.) 
SAM:  -If you would so honor me, I want to spend 
the rest of my life with you.  I don’t want to breathe 
another breath without seeing your beautiful, 
shining smile.  I don’t wanna face another day 
without you by my side.  Meg, will you marry me?   
MEG:  What? I mean, yes! Yes, yes! Yes, I’ll marry 
you! Of course!  Wait, are you serious!? 
SAM:  Yes, Meg.  I’ve never been more serious about 
anything more than this with you.  
MEG:  I love you! 
SAM:  I love you, too! 
MEG:  Oh, my gosh.  This is beautiful! 
SAM:  Ahwww, a little big. 
MEG:  No, no, that’s fine.  I love it.  Can’t I keep it 
on? 
SAM:  If I take it by the jeweler now, I’ll make it back 
to work on time and have it for you this evening. 
MEG:  Oh, are you sure? 
SAM:  Yeah.  I really do have to go. 
MEG:  But we, and I- 
SAM:  -I love you, my bride-to-be, my fiancée, my 
future wife. 
MEG:  Okay, when you put it that way… I love you, 
too.  And you’re not getting out of anything tonight.  
I will not allow you to do any homework, okay? 
SAM:  I love you.  Goodbye. 
MEG:  Goodbye.  (Sam exits.  After sometime off 
stage, Nate enters.)  Wow.  Wow!  Marriage.  Really, 
really.  Like all the way.  I just can’t believe it.   
NATE:  Why, hello beautiful.  Fancy meeting you 
here.  
MEG:  Nathan!  Oh, you’ll never believe- 



 

NATE:  Wait, no, me first.  Please? 
MEG:  Okay.  What? 
NATE:  I’ve found it.  I’ve found a place.  It’s so 
perfect.  You have to see, you’ll just love it.  There’s 
even a little court yard so if we want a dog we can 
get one and- 
MEG:  -What are you talking about? 
NATE:  Well, I’ve kinda secretly been looking for a 
place for us.  A place to live, ya know.  Like really 
committing to this and- Wait, what’s wrong? 
MEG:  Why!?  I don’t understand, I just- Why are you 
looking at me that way? 
NATE:  You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever 
seen in tears.  I know it’s sudden and maybe you’re 
really flustered but- 
MEG:  -No!  No, it wasn’t supposed to work this way, 
you don’t understand. (Man 1 enters.) 
NATE:  No, I don’t think I do… 
MAN 1:  Ahem, hello.  I’ll be your server today; the 
lunch special today is tortilla soup.  We also have a 
few couple platters.  Is there anything I can get you 
to drink as you decide? 
NATE:  Water, and the beef fajitas for me.   
MEG:  Yes, I’m ready, too.  Just a water and a small 
taco salad please.   
MAN 1:  Coming right out.  (Exits.)  
NATE:  So, you don’t want to- 
MEG:  -No, that’s just it.  I do.  I want to.  I want you.  
But, I’ve already picked him… 
NATE:  Wait, you don’t mean- 
MEG:  -You didn’t even know it was coming did you? 
NATE:  No, I did!  Months ago he was telling me all 
about it, and not long ago he picked out the ring.  
But I was so sure I could beat him to it!  I thought- 
Wait, where is it? 
MEG:  He took it to be resized… 
NATE:  He wouldn’t even let you keep it! 
MEG:  No it’s okay.  Really.  I don’t mind, it’s just… 
NATE:  Well, how much did he beat me by?  Huh?  
Well, tell me.  I’m shocked I haven’t already heard! 
MEG:  That’s because it- 
NATE:  -No, let me guess.  Lunch, right?  My awful 
luck.   
MEG:  You know I always have lunch with him on 
Wednesdays! 
NATE:  That’s why I wanted to be first, to do this 
first! 
MEG:  Stuff just got changed around and- 
NATE:  -And I never had a chance in hell, huh? 
MEG:  No, it’s not that, I- If I had known it was 
coming I would have- 
NATE:  -Would have what?  Who would it be? 

MEG:  Well, I don’t really know- I’ve never thought 
that far. 
NATE:  Why not?  You are so comfortable with this 
arrangement because it favors you.   
MEG:  No it does not.  Every day I’m torn in two, you 
can’t imagine- 
NATE:  -Well, it’s not really that painful.  Please don’t 
make yourself out to be the victim.  You get 
everything you want with little repercussions! 
MEG:  That’s stupid.  This is not what I want.  I want 
you. 
NATE:  I’m here.  I’ve always been here, waiting.   
MEG:  That’s so wonderful; you cannot imagine how 
much I really need that right now.  
NATE:  No, I do.  Which is why I stick around, don’t 
you see?  But I’m so tired of just being here, waiting 
in the wings for the day that you’ll choose me.   
MEG:  I can’t choose that right now, I can’t. 
NATE:  Then, when?  The day you’re wearing white?  
Once you are bearing his child?   
MEG:  No!  I will, I will. 
NATE:  Until then, I still just get to wait it out.   
MEG:  No, no.  I need you.  
NATE:  Yes, of course.  So, I’ll always be here at your 
disposal.  Always on the side. 
MEG:  No, that’s not it! 
NATE:  Then what is it?  I get it, don’t you?  If it was 
supposed to be me, I wouldn’t know about him.  If it 
was supposed to be me, I wouldn’t be so worried 
about him.  If it was supposed to be me, this would 
be different.  But it’s not.  It never will be. 
MEG:  Stop it.  It’s not like I don’t love you. 
NATE:  Well, I’m not enough, clearly.   
MEG:  No, you are. 
NATE:  Then why are you doing this? 
MEG:  I love you.  I need you in my life, Nathan.  He’s 
just- 
NATE:  -Not enough either. 
MEG:  What is that supposed to mean!  You’re 
making me feel so fickle, so influential. 
NATE:  You are, Meg!  Otherwise, why would you say 
yes? 
MEG:  Who wouldn’t!?  That’s all I’ve ever wanted, 
don’t you get it. 
NATE:  Yes, I get it Meg!  You just want the guy, you 
don’t really care who.  It’s always been a race, hasn’t 
it? 
MEG:  No, you don’t understand- 
NATE:  -Yes I do.  Because if it was me that were you, 
I would have picked the right one.  And you did, 
which I’m so happy for you Meg- don’t get me 
wrong.  But if he was always right, then why did you 
just lead me on? 



 

MEG:  You’re all I need.  We could settle down.  He 
just has his head in the clouds.   
NATE:  But you said yes.  I bet you didn’t even think 
twice.  You’ve always thought twice about us.  
MEG:  This is right; it’s supposed to be right.  That’s 
the only way anything makes sense.  But with him, it 
just feels right, there’s no rationality to it 
whatsoever. (Man 1 enters.) 
NATE:  Stop thinking.  Why don’t you want this? (He 
kisses Meg.)  I don’t know how that can’t feel right! 
MEG:  It just- and I-…  
MAN 1:  Here’s the water, taco salad and beef 
fajitas.  If you need anything else just holler for me, 
sorry to interrupt.   
NATE:  No, it’s okay.  There’s obviously nothing to 
interrupt here.  I’m the disruption.  Right, Meg? 
MEG:  No!  That’s not it! 
NATE:  Well, I won’t be a distraction any longer, 
that’s for sure.  I won’t bother you again, I promise.  
Well, minus the big day.  I’ve already agreed to be 
his best man.  Cause, why wouldn’t I want to see the 
love of my life marry my best friend!  What a happy 
day that will be! 
MEG:  No, stop.  Nate!  Nathan, please!  (Nate exits.)  
But, I love you… 
MAN 1:  Here’s the check.  I’m really sorry.  If you- 
MEG:  -Here, keep the change.  I’m not hungry.  
Have a wonderful day, sir.  (Exits.) 
MAN 1:  You too.   

Scene 4 

Sam sits with Man 2.   
MAN 2:  So, the third quarter hasn’t been quite as 
successful as we hoped.  Our research department 
has revealed green tea has been more productive 
than the new line of herbals.  Would you like to 
discontinue- 
SAM:  -No, no.  I find them pleasant and have 
received a lot of mail from some clients who also 
enjoy them.  We ought to allow the product to 
flourish before we just cut it out. 
MAN 2:  But the cost is- 
SAM:  -The cost means nothing.  I would rather have 
pleased consumers with less profit than lose some 
altogether.  That would cut their profit entirely. 
MAN 2:  Yes sir, of course sir.  So how much do you 
plan to spend on the company Christmas party? 
SAM:  Well, we will have completed 5 years at that 
point.  Do you think we should have the regular 
Christmas party and then another to ring in the New 
Year and celebrate our anniversary or just throw a 
big bash for everything to wrap up this year?  

MAN 2:  My suggestion is to save costs- 
SAM:  -I’m asking you as an employee, not my 
financial advisor.  Would you more enjoy a different 
kind of Christmas celebration or two separate 
parties, each for their own purpose? 
MAN 1:  (Enters.)  Here’s the check, sirs, whenever 
you’re ready.  (Exits.) 
SAM:  No, no.  That’s quite alright.  No need to split 
this.  
MAN 2:  You are quite a changed man, Mr. Silverhill, 
if you don’t mind my saying so. 
SAM:  I don’t at all!  No, you’re quite right.  I just feel 
that we’ve gotten to a point of stability.  It calms my 
apprehensions.  I have actually considered taking a 
vacation. 
MAN 2:  It would be well deserved.  You haven’t 
taken even a day off in three years, sir. 
SAM:  Yeah.  Meg needs a break.  I need a break.  I 
was thinking Europe. 
MAN 2:  Well, where in Europe, sir? 
SAM:  All over, really.  Rome, Madrid, Paris, Berlin.   
MAN 2:  My, how ever would you fit all that travel in 
a weekend? 
SAM:  Weekend?  I was planning to take off all of 
January.   
MAN 2:  Mr. Silverhill!  That’s, well…  How would you 
run the company through that time period? 
SAM:  Oh, there are several executives I’ve had my 
eye on to just put into joint-rule for my absence.  I 
work enough from home!  Meg just detests it.  I 
wouldn’t want to be concerned over such petty 
subjects while on vacation.  That totally defeats the 
purpose of leaving.  
MAN 2:  My, my.  It’s quite hard to conceive you 
enjoying a vacation. 
SAM:  That’s the reason I established this business, 
mind you.  I’ve just become too wrapped up, I’ve lost 
sight of my real goals.  If a man sets out to brush his 
teeth one morning, but becomes too concerned 
about applying just the right amount of toothpaste, 
what good is it for his teeth if he never actually 
cleans them?  I can’t just keep doing this.  Meg 
needs me.  She needs my adventurous spirit, and 
I’ve done quite a disservice to deny her that.   
MAN 2:  Was there a fight last night?  What exactly 
brings this change all of a sudden?  You’ve never 
expressed that things were going wrong at home, if 
you don’t mind my intrusion. 
SAM:  Well, nothing is wrong, but nothing is right.  
Meg supports me like a mother supports an aspiring 
child.  I’ve wanted to be a 
doctorarchitectlawyerastronaut!  And she has only 



 

encouraged such wild fancies.  She used to be my 
wild fancy, but we’ve lost that fire.  
MAN 2:  Comfortable moments always come along 
and it’s perfectly nor- 
SAM:  -Normal.  I don’t want to be normal.  My wife 
deserves much more than that.  The neglect she has 
so humbly accepted is revolting!  I cannot see how I 
ever let the jewel of my life tarnish so dejectedly.  
Did you ever have a goldfish that was your favorite 
new thing the first day you had him?  You told all 
your family, your schoolmates, strangers about him; 
sat for an hour cleaning his tank.  But the work got 
tiring and the mildew built up until you couldn’t 
even recognize your formerly prized companion.  
The cleaning will be hard, but the commitment of 
being entrusted with another soul is always worth 
the toil.   

 

Scene 5 

The set is back at the Professor’s lab with the 
Professor doing business.  
(Meg enters from the machine.) 
PROF:  Oh, Meg!  Meg!  You’re alive! 
MEG:  It worked.  I can’t believe- 
PROF:  -Oh, how was it!? 
(Sam enters from the machine.)  
SAM:  Meg! 
MEG:  Sam!  Oh, my gosh. 
SAM:  Wow, just wow.   
PROF:  What happened!? 
SAM:  Well, first of all, your machine didn’t send me 
to the right day- no not backwards at all. 
MEG:  You either?  I went to quite a different day 
altogether! 
PROF:  What?  But I sent you to the same day 
exactly.  Yes, April 27

th
, 2008 AD. 

SAM:  I went forwards!  I don’t know the day, but 
about five years or so. 
MEG:  I went to the day you proposed. 
PROF:  No, no I’m sure, but- Was that, perhaps the 
day you had on your mind? 
MEG:  Yes, I was definitely concentrating on that 
day; I have for a while. And, I’m sure Sam was 
merely looking ahead, always, always looking ahead.   
SAM:  I was, yes, as soon as I was sent-  Why were 
you thinking of that day, though?  I don’t understand 
why that perplexes you more than our actual 
wedding, dear.   
MEG:  I don’t know, it was just so sweet.  I always 
think of that.  It’s hard to say, but that possibly could 

have been the day I wondered about at the very 
moment I traveled, yes.  Does that make any sense, 
though? 
PROF:  While you were sent, hmmm.  I don’t know it 
could-  Ahh, how was it!? 
SAM:  Terrific!  Oh man.  It was quite an eye opening 
experience.  Meg, darling.  The business will take off 
fine, just fine.  I won’t run it into the ground or 
anything.  We’ll even have the funds to test new 
products and vacation, Meg! 
MEG:  Wow, really… 
PROF:  No, no!  How was the trip itself!?  I don’t care 
about the day.  Was it painful, exhillerating?  What 
did you feel as you left?  What was the atmosphere 
like once you were there? 
SAM:  Well, I will admit it was quite painful to travel.  
Yes, very.  Going there was more painful than 
returning, however. 
MEG:  Oh, no.  The return trip was much worse than 
being sent.  
PROF:  Well, that just all deals with the speed at 
which you travel, of course that is to be expected.  
It’s always more painful to move forward than back, 
you know. 
SAM:  But it will be great Meg, I promise.  Oh, I 
promise everything will work itself out.  We’re still 
married.  No children yet, I concluded; but we will be 
happy! 
PROF:  Oh, stop it.  Now what was it like?  Did you 
see from your own eyes?  Meg, could you interact to 
change anything?  Did you simply look on? 
SAM:  It was just like looking on.  Almost from 
another perspective.  I couldn’t hear myself think or 
anything weird.  And no one noticed me.  I was 
almost transparent.   
MEG:  Sounds about right.  I didn’t try to touch 
anyone or do anything differently.  If it had occurred 
to me, maybe I would have…  
PROF:  You didn’t try to change anything!? 
MEG:  If I had known I could, I would have… 
PROF:  Well, I don’t know, it seems possible, but-  
Never mind.  Did your other selves know you were 
there? 
SAM:  No, not at all. 
MEG:  Nope, I was just invisible it felt.  That’s mostly 
why I just stood there, almost floating…  
SAM:  Meg, dear, where did you go? 
MEG:  I just said.  The day you proposed- the day I 
said yes. 
SAM:  Oh, wasn’t that one great!  You’ll love the 
future dear.  We don’t leave town to move to a 
bigger city.  But we’ll have enough to take a 
vacation.  I’m talking a trip around all of Europe, the 



 

whole world!  I’ll be able to take off the entire 
month.  Things aren’t tight anymore.  It’s wonderful, 
oh so wonderful.  We have to get there.  This is just 
the inspiration I need to get things really kicked off! 
MEG:  That’s great, dear… 
SAM:  What on earth is wrong, Meg?  Babe, you 
haven’t looked like this in so long.  Isn’t everything 
okay?  I figured you’d be happy to revisit that day, 
right?  
MEG:  Yeah, I was, it was… interesting.   
SAM:  Look, I know I was a different person back 
then, but it will be the same I promise.  I know you 
need me.  You need my adventure.  And, ya know 
what?  I’m gonna give it to you.  I’ll give you the 
whole world, Meg!  I love you like- 
PROF:  -I’m sorry to interrupt this little hallmark 
moment, okay, but I need to take some vitals and 
there is much more I need to find out about this!  
The experiment was for scientific benefit, not just so 
that you could fall back in love or whatever. 
MEG:   I think I just might be...  
SAM:   Me too!  Oh, you are just my sunshine, Meg.  
I cannot believe I have allowed any of my selfishness 
to over shadow you at all.  I really am so sorry.  Do 
you understand I love you, Meg? 
MEG:  Yes, I love you too, but- 
SAM:  -And you’re so beautiful!  I’ve never seen a 
woman with as much grace and kindness as you, my 
bride.  That’s how I see you, everyday as beautiful as 
that day.   
MEG:  Thank you, you flatter me.  Sam I- 
PROF:  -Please, please!  I need to know, how do you 
two feel? 
SAM:  I’m wonderful!  Never better! 
PROF:  Physically, Mr. Silverhill. 
SAM:  Great! 
PROF:  Meg? 
MEG:  Fine.  Maybe a little sick.  Okay, a lot sick.  I 
think that last travel was just really awful.  So much 
spinning and- 
PROF:  -Yes, yes!  Really?  Oh, great.  That’s just as 
predicted.  There really can be mathematics to this 
madness! 
SAM:  Darling, do you need to lie down or anything?  
You’re quite pale.   
MEG:  Yes, I do feel under the weather.  Look, 
professor.  You got the initial reactions you needed 
now, okay?  Do you think we can finish this charade 
later? 
PROF:  No, no.  Meg, I need so much more data, 
please- 
SAM:  -Professor.  Meg does not feel well.  I am 
going to take her home, I am going to get her feeling 

better, alright?  (To Meg.)  Herbal tea, how does that 
sound? 
MEG:  Whatever.  
SAM:  I really do think it will be a hit.  Just sounds 
right.  
MEG:  Yeah, sure.  I dunno about anything right now, 
please just get me out of here.  
SAM:  We will return, Professor- 
PROF:  -But, I must- 
SAM:  -I have to get to the office immediately- 
PROF:  -Have the collections of responses and- 
SAM:  Everyone will think we’ve fallen off a cliff or 
something, Meg.  Gone for an entire day. 
MEG:  I feel like it… 
SAM:  Yes, and we must be on our way.  Good day, 
Professor.  I will give you a call soon. (Exits with 
Meg.) 
PROF:  Ha!  Ha ha!  I’ve done it.  I successfully sent 
two humans in time, in time!  Forwards and back!  
Ha ha!  I can hardly believe-  Oh, there are so many 
things that just fell into place! 
 

Scene 6 

SAM:  Well, it worked.  Worked so well she got 
stuck.  I could hardly believe it.  She left, just went 
back!  He sent her back!  That crack pot professor-  
The professor, well he’s gone now.  It’s true he 
wouldn’t last six months ahead of that; he shot 
himself.  It’s odd.  One may never know if the 
knowledge of his death caused the event, or if it was 
merely predetermined before the creation of that- 
that MONSTER!  -I haven’t told a soul.  Not about the 
machine, the traveling, her leaving, any of it.  They 
all say she ran away; had an affair and just left me.  
Or maybe, they guess, either for my comfort or their 
own, that she was kidnapped.  –Nathan…  Once he 
found out what happened, he came clean to me.  He 
told me all about their relationship before our 
engagement.  I don’t know how I didn’t see this!  He 
was the one that speculated that she’d had another 
affair- that she never did love me.  But he never 
knew about us, no.  Who could know her better than 
I did?  -Oh, my Meg.  Please tell me this was real, 
wasn’t it?  It has to be.  I always felt something in 
you hiding, hiding from-  But that doesn’t matter.  
Because now I am here without you.  Your sweet 
smile and- and-  It’s hard without you, Meg…  The 
brightest thing that loon ever said was that “it’s 
always more painful to move forward.”  I don’t know 
how, Meg.  Time creeps by and all I really want is- 
you.  



 

 


