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The darkened hallways of Holowan Laboratories always seemed more ominous and malevolent at night, Sullivan thought to himself. He had been in the building after dark three times, yet he still wasn’t able to shake the feeling that something was up. The dark gray tiles leading down to the lab seemed like water, reflecting the sky on a stormy day, and in the darkness he was unable to view them without becoming uneasy. Shadows danced as he walked and the LCD screens on the automatic protection systems reminded him that any false move could widow his wife. Holowan Laboratories wasn’t known for big lawsuits after employees stole information from the company, or found out something they shouldn’t have. Holowan was known for the sudden disappearances… the uncanny way deadly gases mysteriously escaped during lab testing and left four people dead, one of them being the once enlightened employee. They were known for the oddly timed heart attacks, the strokes that left people speechless, the car crashes. He didn’t want to experience any of the latter.


Sullivan often walked these halls, spoke to the guards, ate his lunch here… but never at 2:19 in the morning. He was a technician in G Level, one of the “gods” the other employees always talked of… one of the guys with the full life pension plan, the boss’s little pet, the “lab rat.” Yet they were wrong; he wasn’t like his other colleagues. He didn’t pretend to know what was going on. He was as in the dark about Holowan Laboratories as everyone; and now at 2:34 he was in the dark literally as well. He reached the crossing of the hallways leading to the testing room, and stopped to look about. Earlier that day he had timed the rotating camera in the hallway and knew what way it pointed during each minute. He just hoped there wasn’t a small lapse of time every time the camera rotated… that the small amounts of time wouldn’t add up to allowing the overnight guards to see him on the monitors. He rested against the wall, taking deep breaths as he waited… for the supposedly right time.

*     *     *


“Crafty little bugger, isn’t he?” a large Irish looking man said. He sat in front of a monitor in a very dark room overlooking the eastern lawn of Holowan. He wasn’t alone, however; and because of the fact that his question was directed to the room’s occupants, they directed and answered back. Cold laughter broke out from different sections of the room and then approximately thirty monitor guards looked back into the shining abysses that were their screens. “He has obviously planned very well, sir. He just never took into consideration that there would be hidden cameras.”


“And that will be his demise, Katz, that will be his downfall,” a new voice spoke, breaking the silence that was normally that of the control room. And look, there he goes!” The whole room watched as the small figure clad in black darted across the G Level hallway. “Katz… I want you and Stacy down there… to administer punishment. And remember, if he doesn’t think we know he’s here, he probably took precautions to make sure no one else did as well… so have some fun if you wish, just don’t make a mess. And Katz?”


“Yes sir?” the giant Irishman spoke…


“No disintegrations…”


“Ha, ha, sir… Stacy… lets go,” Katz murmured as he got up from his seat. “No disintegrations” had been a joke the boss had played on Katz since he caught him watching The Empire Strikes Back on his monitor. Katz walked over to a wall and plied two assault rifles off their mounts and tossed one to Stacy, who had just joined him. They nodded to each other and walked out of the concealed door into the hallway. When they entered the hallway and heard the door click behind them, they both sighed and watched as the door disappeared into the wall. The hydraulics made a slight hissing noise as the door was pulled tightly into its casing. After about four seconds, the door was indecipherable from the rest of the wall. Katz watched the door until it disappeared; then he moved like a seasoned warrior, pitter-pattering down the hallway in his moccasin type combat boots.

*     *     *


Sullivan stopped in front of the testing room, his final destination, and brought out his security card. He hoped silently to himself that the systems weren’t turned off at night as he drew his card out of its plastic case. He looked at the card slot, the blinking lights, and the black lettering that stated that Holowan made its own security systems. He placed his card to the black plastic lips of the device and pushed. With an almost silent metallic whirr, the card slot swallowed his identification and for a long moment he feared that he wouldn’t get it back and alarms would sound. When the card did slide back into his shaking hand, he sighed. When he heard the door click and open, he was in.


Halfway through the door he heard something that made his blood run cold—small pats on the tiled floor that tiptoeing made when his own children tried to sneak downstairs for a midnight snack. He stopped to make sure he wasn’t just afraid, and then heard it again, the hesitant pats of someone walking very slowly and surely. Without hesitation on his part, he stepped fully into the doorway and started to close it just as a silenced bullet broke through the glass of the door’s window. Jesus, he thought, my head was just there… It must have been a diversion he quickly pondered, and that meant there were two people after him. He shut the door fully and pressed the button for the security precaution lock that was always put into place when chemical experiments where taking place. Two large latches extending from the top and bottom of the door pressed themselves into the manufacture’s grooves in the smooth metal that held the door in place and airtight like a sardine can.


Sullivan looked around. “Where are you, you bastards?!” he yelled, throwing caution to the wind and knowing full well that the guards knew there was only one way in and out of the room he was in. Then he saw what he was looking for—a large, seemingly ceramic plate with circuits crisscrossing every which way about it. In the center of the large ovoid shaped plate there were patterned footrests onto which he immediately stepped while silently praying. He reached under his shirt and pulled out a Glock 21 fully automatic English made pistol.

*     *     *


“Sullivan! Come out of there, you little piece of chickenshit,” the usually soft-spoken Stacy yelled. “We all know why you’re here! Its not right!”


“Yeah,” Katz piped in. “No one—not even the boss—agrees that anyone should have the right to rewrite history. There are other effects as well. If you go through with this, people will die—especially you!”


Sullivan fought the urge to fire his extremely important ammo at the ignorant Katz and spoke, “Shut-up… You obviously have no idea… People will not die; they will just never be born. You’re afraid...” He knelt down to configure the expensive piece of time-plate technology at his feet as he repeated, “You’re scared stiff you’ll never be born, you hypocrite! You say I shouldn’t do this to save lives… How many have you killed, Katz?!”


“Its not just that Sullivan…” Katz responded… “It’s that you’re playing God, man! And that in itself is not right!”


“You’re wrong! If it were wrong in God’s eyes, He wouldn’t have allowed us to have access to technology as grand as this… In fact, I believe this is a divine mission… I believe God has allowed me this opportunity to change the past because He realizes giving humans free will was a mistake. I am helping God… and how grand it feels.”

Sullivan was silent for a few seconds as he punched the coordinates into the machine, and then continued his diatribe. “We all know the pope was wrong in starting the crusades; that England was wrong in colonizing the Americas, even though they knew the land belonged to Native Americans; and that even Jesus himself was wrong in the “noblest” of sacrifices—we honestly didn’t deserve it. And that is where I’ll start—with this hunk of junk.” He was referring and pointing to the machine beneath him. “This will take me on a three-way celestial cruise through time. With it, I’ll be able to take out the big guy,” …Sullivan cocked his gun… “the Antichrist himself—Columbus! I’ll transform history by purging time of one of its worst blunders.”


“You’re crazy,” Katz said.


“Oh, so correct… good-bye!” said Sullivan, as he flipped the switch with his toe.

*     *     *


There was a flash of light through the door’s window, and Katz slumped to the ground. “Shit,” he said, and then sighed.


Stacy moved forward as she elevated her assault rifle… “It’s not over yet—we could try to go back and stop him.” She released her gun’s safety and fired. Chunks of molten metal flew away from the wall and back at them, but she continued to fire until the door, smoking and black, fell forward into the room. She nodded to Katz and trotted into the room, looking every which way. Then she laughed.


“What the hell?” Katz spoke up… his radio cackled…

It was the boss. “Go and see for yourself, Katz,” he said.

Katz stood up, walked into the room, and turned on the light. He couldn’t stop the smile that rose to his face… “I think I actually feel sorry for the silly bastard,” he said as he read the sign above the smoldering remains of the ovoid ceramic plate:
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