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THE FUTURE IS COMING ...FOR SOME, SOONER THAN OTHERS.

Ellis Rogers is an ordinary man, who is about td&rk on an extraordinary journey. All
his life he has played it safe and done the rigimgt, but faced with a terminal illness he’s
willing to take an insane gamble. He’s built a timachine in his garage, and if it works, he’ll
face a world that challenges his understandinglaftwt means to be human, what it takes to
love, and the cost of paradise. He could find ntbam a cure for his illness; he might find what
everyone has been searching for since time begahanbuif he can survive Hollow World.

Welcome to the future and a new science fictioitléinifrom the bestselling

author ofThe Riyria Revelations
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AUTHOR’SNOTE

Time travel as described in this novel isn’t polesili’s important to mention this up
front. I'm not saying, “Don’t try this at home.”rii simply clarifying that this is as much a work
of fantasy as it is science fiction—but, then agaiost science fiction has a dash of fantasy
thrown in, that artificialvhat if spark that ignites the chain reaction that propeésything
forward.

In the classid’he Time Machind;l. G. Wells’s high-tech explanation for how his ohev
was able to skip through years was: “Now | want y@mulearly understand that this lever, being
pressed over, sends the machine gliding into theduand this other reverses the motion.”
That's pretty much the extent of his hard scie@fecourse his story, while nam@the Time
Machineg really wasn’'t so much about the machine or thense behind it, but rather
speculations on the future of mankind.

So isHollow World

The Time Machinevas first published in Britain in 1895. Apparenthack then, you
could get away with stating that pressing a leesulted in doing something otherwise known as
impossible. Of course back then, they didn’'t hdaesihternet. The average reader today knows
that you can’t travel faster than the speed oftJighthrough a black hole. This education may be
due more to the success of science fiction entemtamnt such aStar Trekthan to high school

teachers, but here we are. The modern-day reatlettey educated and demands plausibility.



To this end | did research into time-travel theauyd | drew inspiration from a handful
of sources, most notablyime Travel in Einstein’s Universe: The Physicak#ibilities of Travel
Through Timéyy renowned astrophysicist J. Richard Gott. Mrtt@oovided a plausible
explanation for how a stationary object could meigificantly forward in time by overcoming
the g-force restriction of linear travel by movimgerdimensionally. This is theoretically
possible if you could put yourself in the near-eemf a black hole while maintaining a
defensive shell using electrostatic repulsionskef tharges. That's the theory, but as | said, time
travel of the sort required for this story isn’tgsthle—at least not in an urban garage. | fudged
the math—a lot. | aimed for a dramatic blend obfde;, plausibility, and smoke-and-mirrors
illusion so that if you don’t look too closely, yaanalmostimagine it working.

Like H. G. Wells’s taleHollow Worldreally isn’t about time travel any more than rigali
television shows are documentaries. | hope you talgw a little creative license to get in the
way of enjoying the ride. | felt providing a gooshiding experience superseded an adherence to
strict probability.Hollow Worldisn’t a story about the science of time travel.

So, whats this story about?

Read on—a world awaits.

— Michael J. Sullivan
July 2013
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CHAPTERONE
RUNNING OUT OF TIME

When she said he was dying, and explained how tititie he had left, Ellis Rogers
laughed. Not a normal response—the doctor knekillis did too. He wasn’t crazy; at least he
didn’t think so, but how does anyone really know® dhould have seen visions, flashes from his
life: kissing Peggy at the altar, graduating cadlegr the death of their son, Isley. He should
have fixated on all of the things that he’d nevenel the words he had spoken, or the ones he
hadn’t. Instead, Ellis focused on the four letterdvthe doctor had said. Funny that she dkat
word—he never told her what was in his garage.

The pulmonary specialist was a small Indian woméh taright alert eyes and a clip
board that she frequently looked to for refereiStee wore the familiar white lab coat—
stethoscope stuffed deep in one pocket. She satp@ accurately leaned, against the front of
her desk as she spoke. At the start of her spéeeldoctor had begun with a determined,
sympathetic resolve, but that train had been detdaly his inappropriate outburst, and neither of
them seemed to know what to do next.

“Are you...all right?” she asked.

“First test | ever failed,” he said, trying to eapl himself, hoping she’d swallow it and

move on. Given the news she had just deliveredgelerved a little slack.



The doctor stared at him concerned for a momean fettled back into her professional
tone. “You should probably get another opinionjEllShe used his first name as if they were
old friends, though he’d only seen her the few sridad taken to get the tests performed.

“Is someone working on a cure for this?” Ellis atke

The doctor sighed, keeping her lips firm. She fdltdler arms, then unfolded them and
leaned forward. “Yes, but | honestly don’t thinkyane is close to a breakthrough.” She looked
at him with sad eyes. “You just don’t have that mtime.”

There was that word again.

He didn’t laugh, but he might have smiled. He neeal®etter poker face. Ellis shifted
his sight away from her and instead focused oretfaes sitting on a counter near the door. They
looked like they belonged in a kitchen—except thase contained tongue depressors and cotton
swabs instead of sugar and flour. He couldn’tviglat was in the last one. Something
individually packaged, syringes, maybe, which reaaithhim to double-check the first aid kit to
make sure it had a good supply of aspirin. Nobathem did.

The doctor probably expected him to cry or maylerflo a rage cursing God, bad luck,
the industrial food complex, or his own refusaktercise. Laughter and smiles weren't on that
menu. But he couldn’t help being amused, not wherdbctor was unwittingly making jokes.

No, he thoughtnot jokes—suggestions. And she’s right, there’kingtstopping me
anymore.

He was dying from idiopathic pulmonary fibrosis afgk had given him six months to a
year. Theo a yearportion of that sentence felt tacked on in an lgveptimistic manner.

Anyone else might have focused on that part oktineation—the dying part—and thought about

trips to Europe, safaris in Africa, or visiting mected friends and family. Ellis, was planning a



trip of a different sort and began running a meakelcklist. He already had most everything.
Flashlight batteries, he should get more of themrt@ver have too many batteries—and some
more M&M'’s, why the hell not? It wasn’t like he h&alworry about his weight, diabetes, or
tooth decayl’ll buy a whole boxThe peanut onethe yellow bags are always the best

“I'm going to set up an appointment for you to cobaek. Two weeks should give you
enough time to see someone else and have thedpstted.” She stopped writing and stared at
him with her big brown eyes. “Are you sure you’terght?”

“I'm fine.”

“Is there someone | can call?” She flipped throtlghpages on the clipboard again.
“Your wife?”

“Trust me, I’'m good.”

He was surprised to realize he was telling théntrilihe last time he felt that way was
thirty-six years ago when he had sat across franahan officer’'s desk and learned he’d
gualified for the mortgage that allowed him to mag of his parent’'s home. Fear mingled with
the excitement of facing the unknown. Freedom—iregidom—had all the rush of an illegal
drug.

I can finally press the button.

She waited a beat or two longer, then nodded. “A&sg your second opinion concurs
with mine, | will add your name to the registry ftransplant, and I'll explain the process in
detail at your appointment. Aside from that, I'meadl there’s nothing else we can do. I'm really

very sorry.” Reaching out she took his hand. “llseam.”



He nodded and gave a slight squeeze. Her smileaggpéess forced then. Maybe she
was thinking she’d made him feel better, made semetional connection. That was good, he

needed all the karma he could get.

o

“What'd the doctor say?” was the first thing outReéggy’s mouth when Ellis walked
through the door. He couldn’t see her. He gueskedvwas somewhere in the kitchen, shouting
over the television she’d left on in the living moPeggy did that a lot. She said it made her feel
less alone, but she kept it on even when Ellis lvzase.

“She said it was nothing to be concerned about.did@ped his keys on the coffee table
in the candy dish their son had made years ago.

“She? Wasn't your appointment with Dr. Hall?”

Damnit! Ellis cringed. “Ah—Dr. Hall retired. | met with\@oman doctor.”

“Retired? That sounds sudden. Is he okay?”

“Yeah—yeah he’s fine.”

“Well good for him. I'm surprised, though. He rgai$n’t much older than we are, and |
always thought doctors retired later than otheppedso this other doctor, she wasn’t concerned
about your cough?”

Ellis found the remote and turned down the volumi the gaggle of women arguing on
the television were nothing more than a low humweéadered if it was the same show he
always walked in on or if all the shows she didvétch were the same.

“Not really. She said it was just a virus,” he edlback.



The living room was a milestone showing how farythad come. Two Williams Sonoma
silk couches faced a big screen television as agdie bathroom in their first apartment. On
shelves near the fireplace sat his M.I.T. textbalkagside dissertations he had bound in
genuine leather. Above those were a pile of thalend murder mysteries by the likes of
Michael Connelly, Tom Clancy, and Jeffery Deavers+hind candy.

Photos were everywhere: hanging on the walls, prdmm end tables, balanced atop the
television. From each frame a sandy-haired cheiittbfreckles and a varying number of teeth
smiled back. The one taken at Cedar Point commatigeckenterpiece of the granite coffee
table. All three of them had been in that amuserpark photo, but a strategic fold had left only
Ellis’s left hand visible where it rested on hisigoshoulder.

“Did she even give you anything for it?” Peggy akk8he entered the living room still
wearing her work clothes, what she called her &Hg”: power pantsuit and pearls. She glanced
at the television, perhaps checking to see if she missing anything important, then turned
back to him.

For a moment he considered telling the truth, agtl@bout his prognosis. He wanted to
see what she’d say. What she’d do.

He couldn’t say yes. She might ask to see theébot8he gave me a prescription. | just
haven't filled it yet.”

“Well, you better do that soon. The drugstore Wwélclosing—at least the pharmacy
counter will.” She pulled a fresh pack of menthiotsn the pocket of her jacket and began to tap
out a cigarette, then paused, looking at him. “Glhg said with a disappointed tone and a little
frown. “Aren’t you going to the garage?”

“Actually, 'm meeting Warren. Just came home tbmgg coat. It's getting cold.”



“Well, if you take any pills, look at the bottlefoee you start drinking.”

Ellis grabbed Peggy’s keys off the hall table atiyas he could, but instead of heading
out the kitchen door he climbed the stairs to tbealroom, and once inside, locked the door. His
heart was pounding so loud he hoped Peggy coutaalt it. Taking this first step made it real
for him.

Jesus, I'm actually going to do it.

He crept to the closet, put on his coat, then begaavating. The left side of the walk-in
had always been Peggy’s territory. Stacked onltwe fvere old shoes, the wedding photos, and
God knew what else she had stuffed back there asaortment of cardboard and plastic
containers. Ellis knew what he was looking for, aftér carefully disassembling a tower of shoe
boxes, he uncovered the treasure-chest-shapedyeavesie. She kept it locked. The key was on
her ring along with a bottle opener, flip-out rfd#, coin purse, rape whistle, penlight, laminated
photo of Isley, silver medallion of a camel or lananother of a soccer ball, and a big plastic
plaque that read: PEGGY. The ridiculous thing virad the Nissan had a keyless entry system
and a push button start.

The jewelry box opened like a cash register withttip popping up and the drawers
pushing out in tiers. The thing was packed with roexhilia. He spotted a Mother’s Day card
Isley had made when he was around six. Just d fotded poster board with the word MOM
scrawled in crayon. There were a bunch of leteefsw photos of Isley, ticket stubs to a play
calledNo Parkingthat he didn’t remember, and a bunch of poems ykgd written before they
got married, back when she was learning to playth&r and planned on being the next Carole
King.

And, of course, there was jewelry.



Old clip-on earrings, and the newer pierced onasesdangled like Christmas tree tinsel,
others were just studs. She had two strings oflpemchoker with what looked like an ivory
medallion, and a host of rings. Most of it was aos¢. Four pieces were not.

Peggy’s engagement ring and wedding band were,thetée wouldn’t touch those.
Ellis was only interested in a pair of diamond e&s he had inherited from his grandmother.
The jewelry was at the bottom, buried under the orafilia.

Downstairs he heard Peggy move. Her footsteps etdase living room, heading toward
the stairs. He froze.

Ellis imagined her coming up and reaching for therd

Why is the door locked? What are you doing in thEtes?

What would he say?

What are you doing with my keys?

He paused, listening. She had stopped.

What the hell is she doing? Just standing in thediei of the hall? Screw it.

Ellis reached in and grabbed everything in the vy stuffed the pile in his coat pocket,
then felt for the earrings.

He heard Peggy starting up the steps, and scogpttyewelry on the bottom. He
closed the closet and raced his wife to the bedrdoon, opening it just before she touched the
knob.

“Still here?” she asked.

He smiled. “Just heading out.”

His heart was pounding as he went down the stepgjiferly set her key ring back on

the little table near the coat rack and walked @Quit.the porch he put his hand in his pants pocket



and felt for the jewelry. Ellis sighed. He'd acanly grabbed Peggy’s rings along with his
grandmother’s diamonds. He'd leave them on thénkitccounter when he got back from the bar,
although they obviously didn’t mean anything to &aeymore. She’d worn them for eighteen
years but stopped about the time she started takengpal-estate seminars. Peggy mentioned
that an article had said women Realtors withoutdireglbands consistently outperformed those
who wore them regardless of whether or not theyevaetually married. Ellis never argued,
never put up a fuss because he knew the real re8kerhad put away her rings and started her

career the same summer that Isley had hung hinmsilé garage with one of his father’s belts.

&

Brady’s was a nearly invisible bar on Eight Miled®lo Sandwiched between a video-
rental store and a Chinese restaurant in a neigbbdrof liquor stores and bump shops, it was
the only building without bars on the windows. Byaddidn’t have windows. The place was just
a brick front with a white-painted steel door thinged on a tight spring.

Ellis stood outside the bar, coughing. He always thauble going out in the cold, not
that it was all that cold yet. November in Detraitth the moisture coming off the Great Lakes,
was just the prelude to six months of bone-chillmgery. Still, his lungs didn’t like the change
in the air. These days his lungs didn’t like mu€lmwything, and the coughing came in fits of
chest-ripping waves that left him feeling batterdd.waited until the wheezing stopped before
heading inside.

The interior of Brady’s was about what the extesoggested: a no-frills bar that smelled
like fried food and still reeked of cigarette smglears after the state ban went into effect. The

floor was sticky, the tables wobbled, and the comeunted television showed muted football



highlights while hidden speakers played vintagendgtCash. Without windows, the only light
came from the television and a few old-fashionetingelamps, leaving the place a flickering
cave of silhouettes.

Warren Eckard sat at the bar, looking up at thevision screen and swirling what was
left of a Budweiser. Supported by his elbows, he fuanched over the bottle, one foot bouncing
to the rhythm of Cash’s “Folsom Prison Blues.” Véarwas wearing a T-shirt that rehl OVE
MY COUNTRY. IT'S THE GOVERNMENT | HATE. The 2XL sini was still too small,
leaving an exposed band of pale skin muffiningdadihis jeans. Ellis was just thankful Warren
wasn't letting his waistband droop any more thaadriéady was.

“Warren,” Ellis said, clapping him on the back @a#ling a seat alongside him.

“Hey! Hey!” Warren turned, grinning at him with averacted look of surprise. “Well, if
it ain't Mr. Rogers. Wonderful day in the neighbodd to ya, old man. How ya been?”

Warren held out his hand, and Ellis took it, hismatisappearing inside that big mitt. It
had been decades since the accident, but he cohklp’noticing Warren’s missing fourth and
fifth fingers.

“Who's the kid behind the bar?” Ellis asked, tryitagcatch the eye of the bartender—
some young fella in a black T-shirt with a toothpic his mouth.

“Freddy,” Warren said. “He’s Italian. So don’t ma&ey dago jokes, or we’ll both be
swimmingwit da fishes

“Where’s Marty?”

Warren shrugged. “Day off, maybe. Laid-off likel/ho knows?”

“Freddy?” Ellis called to the kid, who was leanipgck on his elbows, fiddling with the

toothpick between his teeth. “Can | get a Bud?”



The kid nodded and popped the top off a tall, brdwttle frosted from the cooler. He
slapped a square napkin on the bar in front o6Edlet the bottle on it, and then went back to his
elbows and his toothpick.

“Lions playing tonight?” Ellis asked, nodding aettelevision as he peeled off his coat.

“Against the Redskins,” Warren replied. “Gonna getamed.”

“Way to support the home team.”

“Well, it'd help if they had any decent players.éHrained his bottle and clapped it on
the bar loud enough for Freddy to take notice arilhim a new one.

“Maybe you can try out after the baby comes. Whatyau eight, nine months, now?”

“Very funny, you're quite the comedian. You knownalawell that"—he switched into
his best impersonation of Marlon Brando, which steechmore like a sickly Vito Corleone than
Terry Malloy—“I could have been eontender’

“Yeah, well, shoulda, woulda, coulda. Speaking bfacl...” Ellis withdrew a stapled
stack of paper from the inside pocket of his cbhe pages were creased, stained with coffee,
and had notes jotted in the margins. The bulk atlwkvas a lot of small text in two columns—
much of it equations.

“What's this?” Warren asked. “More of your geekKeey out? You bringing your work
to the bar now?”

“No, this one’s all mine. Been working on it forays—sort of a hobby. You know
anything about the theory of relativity? Black rssé

“Do I look like Stephen Hawking?”

Ellis smiled. “Sometimes. When you're sitting upagghter and speaking more clearly.”



Warren fake-laughed. “Oh you’re hot tonight.” Turgihis attention to Freddy he added,
“You hear this guy?—a regular Moe Howard.”

Freddy was pulling a pair of Miller Lites and a Matob for three women, who had taken
seats at the far end of the bar. He looked overfused. “Who?”

“You know, the Three Stooges.”

Freddy shook his head.

“Jesus, are you shitting me? Moe, Larry, and CiNluk, nyuk, nyuk. The greatest
comedians of our time.”

“What time would that be exactly?” Freddy askedwatsmile that both insulted and
charmed.

“Never mind.” Warren had his disgusted-with-the-ggar-generation expression on,
which never ceased to amaze Ellis, because herfark\Warren Eckard when theyerethe
younger generation.

Warren flipped through the pages, shaking his lieadvay a cop might at a particularly
gruesome crime scene. “l can't believe you doshisfor fun.”

“You watch football,” Ellis countered. “I play witjuantum—"

“Football’s exciting.”

“So is this.”

Warren pointed at the television where a blimp’s-eew revealed the mammoth
FedExField in Landover, Maryland. “There’s morerttgaghty-five thousand people in those
stands, and a hundred million watch the Super Bawety year. That's how fun it is.”

“Five hundred million watched Neil Armstrong step the surface of the moon. How fun

is that?”



Warren scowled and sucked on his beer. “So whatlstive egghead papers? Got a point
or just showing off?”

“Showing off?”

“You're Mr. M.I.T and I'm Mr. G.E.D, right?”

Ellis frowned. “Don’t be an ass.”

“Fifty-eight years of practice, my friend. Hardtton off.” Warren took another swig.

Ellis waited.

Warren looked at him and rolled his eyes. “Okaygykskip it. What's this all about?”

Ellis laid the papers on the bar. “So, there wasdhy in Germany back in the thirties,
Gustaf Hoffmann, who published a theory revieweAmmalen der Physiklhat's one of the
oldest peer-reviewed scientific journals in the Miolt’s where Einstein published his theories,
okay? I'm talking important science here.”

Warren’s expression was one of labored patience.

“Anyway, it didn’t get much attention. Mostly besaithe math didn’t hold up, but
basically he tried to show that time travel is aoly possible but practical. | did one of my
theses on Hoffmann, applying modern quantum theoripp of his concepts. Even after | turned
in my dissertation, | continued to play with theadand tweak the math. About two years ago |
figured out what Hoffmann did wrong.”

“That’s...that’s great, Ellis.” Warren nodded robatig. “Twisted and sad, but if you're
happy, I'm happy.”

“You don’t understand. This theory—it’s really silapNot the math—that was a bitch—
but the final equation was like all good physicsmygie and perfect. The best part is that it's

applicable. I'm talking about applied science, just theory and conjecture. You know, like how



Einstein came up with a theory and the guys orMhaehattan Project built the A-bomb. Well,
that took years of research and development argldbimfrastructure and resources to make it a
reality. This"—Ellis tapped the stack of pages—tisich easier, much simpler.”

“Uh-huh, and so...” Warren was quickly losing intéredthough Ellis doubted he had
much to begin with.

“Don’t you get it? This right here is a bluepriotfa time machine. Wouldn’t you like to
see the future?”

“Hell no. I've seen enough of the present to knokatitl happen. The last good thing
society did together was kill Hitler.” Warren toakother swallow and wiped his mouth.

“C’mon, are you telling me you don’t want to seevheverything turns out?”

“That’s like wanting to stick around to see how ping off a cliff turns out.” Warren
smirked, shaking his head. “World’s going to sAmerica’s like that old Buick of mine. The
old gal is rusting out. China is gonna kick our. &gryone’s gonna be eating rice and carrying
little red books.”

Now it was Ellis’s turn to smirk.

“You don't think so, huh?” Warren said. “The profolés, we've gotten weak. The baby
boomers and their kids have had it too easy. Spbitats, really. And they're making the next
generation even worse. Everyone wants their bigé®and fancy cars, but no one wants to
work for it. Hell, the only ones willing to work éise days are the damn wetbacks.”

Ellis grimaced and looked across the bar at a tafbltispanics near the door. They either
didn’t hear or didn't care.

“You wanna use your indoor voice, Mr. Bunker? Aradiymight consider joining the rest

of us in the new millennium and use the revolutignaew terms oHispanicor Latino.”



“What?” He looked toward the table near the dond im a louder voice added, “I'm
complimenting them. They're good workers. That'saivhsaid.”

“Never mind.” Ellis rubbed his face with his hantidd/e were talking about the future,
remember?”

“Screw that shit. It's gonna be some sort of apgutat hellscape or, worse, some kind of
oppressive prison-world run by Big Brother fromttason Welles story.”

“Nineteen Eighty-Fouwas written by George Orwell. H. G. Wells wrdtee Time
Machine,and Orson was a director and actor.”

“Whatever. I'm just saying the future don’t lookiddnt, my friend.”

Ellis wondered if Warren realized he was part aft ktame baby-boom generation he was
pinning the downfall of civilization on. He didrthink Warren would throw his own name in the
spoiled-rotten hat, and maybe he was right nothey both came from blue-collar families
whose fathers had worked themselves into earlyt lagtaicks. Ellis had been lucky, Warren
hadn't.

Warren’s dream of playing professional football loked for good when he lost his
fingers. He’'d cut them off in the die-stamp preswark after removing the safety cover because
it was in the wayWarren won a lawsuit on the grounds that the celieuldn’t have been
removable. Apparently Warren felt as entitled asrtbxt guy—felt he deserved something after
losing his fingers. His friend’s personal respoiigjbhad evaporated with the lure of a big
check.

“Now, if you can send me to the past, okay thendri®n said. “Shit, the 1950s were a

fucking paradise. America ruled the world and wagacon of hope and freedom for everyone.



Anyone who wanted to could achieve their dreamepleknew what they were supposed to do.
Men worked; women stayed home and raised the kids.”

“Can’t go back. It doesn’t work that way. This Hoinn fellow says you can only go
forward. Well, you don’t actuallgo anywhere. You pretty much stay put and let timespau
by. It's like when you go to sleep. You lie dowigse your eyes, arubofit’'s the next day. You
just skipped over those seven or eight hours. Bei & it were possible to go either way I'd still
like to see the future.”

“And you will. Part of it, at least. We aren’t degel, right?”

Ellis took another swallow of his beer, thinkingahstrange it was that Warren had
chosen those words—almost like a sign from Godcétesidered mentioning his pink slip from
the almighty, but when playing out the scenaribi;ihead, he decided to keep quiet. Life in the
Motor City didn’t invite men to be lippy with thefeelings. One recession piled on another
created strata of cold steel in the spines ofetgppe. Like those who came before, rust-belt folks
gritted their teeth, smoked, drank, and got by.yTdien’t hug; they shook hands. And Ellis
didn’'t see the point in telling his best friendttha was dying. Bad enough that he had to walk
around with that depressing bit of trivia.

“Anyway.” Ellis picked up the stack of papers arahted them to Warren. “I want you
to keep this.”

“Why?”

“Just in case.”

“In case of what?”

“In case it works.”



“Works? In case what works?” Warren’s eyes narrqwleeh widened. “Oh, wait—so
what are you saying? You're thinking of doing thid&king a time machine?”

“More than thinking. | started building it righttaf | figured out Hoffmann’s mistake. |
have it in my garage.”

It would be more accurate to sayiashis garage, but he thought it best to keep this
simple. Warren already had that knot in his brdw he was looking at a Magic Eye image and
trying to see the three dimensional object in thibgon.

“Is it—it's not dangerous, is it?”

When he didn’t answer right away, Warren’s eyebragst up. “Ellis, you're a bright
guy, the smartest I've ever known. You're not thingkof doing something stupid, are you?”

Ellis shook his head. “Don’t worry. Probably wowbrk. It's just that...you know how
you feel about not playing on the big fields?” Hetimned to the game still on the television.
“Well I never got my chance to be an astronauteteh space, walk on Mars. This could be like
that, but I'm getting old and don’t have a lot whé¢ left to do anythingmportant—anything
adventurous.”

“What about Peggy?”

Ellis drank from the fresh beer that had been n@kipuddle because Freddy had failed
to put down a new napkin. He was tempted to Bskgy who?

“It might be for the best. | honestly think shdsk relieved. A few years ago | mentioned
we might consider moving to Texas. There was atgresition opening up down there, and it
would have meant more money and a big promotiomi@r She said she couldn’t leave what
little she still had left of Isley, but | could giol wanted. She seemed disappointed when |

stayed.”



“She still blames you?”

“With good reason, don’t you think?”

“Don’t beat yourself up. | would have done the sahmeg, you know.” Warren shook his
head, his lips pursed like he just bit into a lem@my man would.”

“Drop it, okay.”

“Sure. Sorry. | didn't mean—"

“Forget it.” Raising his voice Ellis called to Fie “Hey set me and my friend here up
with a couple of shots of Jack. | feel like celdimg.”

Freddy poured, and when he was done, Warren rhaisaglass. “To a long life.”

Ellis picked up his. “To the future.”

They kissed rims and drank.
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