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Tom NalesnikA SNAPSHOT IN TIME
“I’ve heard so much about you, Mr. Franklin,” 

she said, with a blush beginning to appear on  
her cheeks. 

“And where do you hail from, my dear?”
“Block Island, sir.”
“If all the women there are as pretty as you, 

Caty, hundreds of young men from all over  
the colonies will soon be setting sail for that 
enchanted shore.”

The blush deepened. “You probably say that to all the ladies.”
“Only the most beautiful ones.”
“Forgive me for saying so, sir, but I think you need new bifocals.” 

Time traveler Ben Franklin is back — to the future, the past, 
and everywhere in between! He even manages to save an 
alien world from an ecological meltdown caused by global 

electrification. 
Ben’s companion on these time traveling voyages is Caty Ray, a 
gutsy, outspoken, 23-year-old — who has some secrets of her own! 
Although she hails from the 1700s like Ben, she has a talent for 
intergalactic negotiation and a knack for using language that is 
anything but colonial.   

Together, they visit a planet populated by 
mind-reading green people; foil a plot to blow up 
England’s House of Lords; mingle with 21st  
century tourists at Old North Church in Boston; 
are chased by sword-wielding guards through the 

dark corridors of the Tower of London; enlist the help 
of a professor at Harvard University; and drop in on a 

1960s elementary school in New Jersey the day before Halloween.

Read Ben’s Blog at  
http://benfranklinexclusive.weebly.com

Time  
traveler  

Benjamin  
Franklin  
discovers  

who he  
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My name is Caty Ray. You can actually find me in the 
history books — but only if you look pretty hard. My 

traveling companion, Benjamin Franklin, is the one who’s 
much better known…and rightfully so!

The reason I’m writing this introduction is a simple one 
— Mr. Franklin, as you’ll learn later in this story, becomes 
temporarily incapacitated for a short while. Obviously, if 
you’re in a vegetative state, you’re not going to be able to 
do much writing. Unless you happen to be a very highly 
gifted potato!  

So to help him out, I’ve tried to help fill in the blanks in 
this story of his, to the best of my ability. 

It’s a rather unusual tale, to say the least.  As he said to 
me, when he first shared these most extraordinary adven-
tures, “Nothing in my entire life ever prepared me for what 
I am about to tell you, Caty. After a lifetime of doing things 
in the public eye that were momentous enough to ‘make 
history,’ I now find it necessary to report on a variety of 
odd — to be more precise, cataclysmic and universe-impact-
ing — experiences of mine that are not so well known to 
the public.”

Basically, this is a story of time travel. So prepare your-
self for some episodes of Benjamin Franklin’s life that he 
has heretofore never dared to share with anyone.

And myself? Well, as history records it, I was in fact 
along for the “ride” — at least, the portions of it that you 
can read about in the various biographies written about 
Benjamin.  What you’re about to discover, however, is that 
there’s a lot more to the story than anyone ever suspected. 

One of these details was how Mr. Franklin came to be 
known as “the Doctor.” When I first learned of this, I re-
sponded rather cheekily, “Doctor of What?” And he said, 
“Doctor of Whatever I wish it to be.” And then I said, “Who-
ever made you a doctor?” And so he said, “Who.” And 
I said, “Yes, that’s what I asked.” So he said, “Who did.”  
And I said, “Well, who?” And he said, “I told you, Who.” 



WHO’S WHOM, BEN?4

At this point, knowing what a joker he was, I thought he 
was intentionally trying to be witty or clever. I had no idea 
how serious he really was!

So, with that said, let us begin then, at the beginning. 
Here’s how Mr. Franklin described that first night, in his 
own words…       

 
1. Ben’s adventure: It started with an experiment

I believe this whole story began back on that fateful, 
rainy night in 1752 when I was conducting my famous 
‘kite’ experiment with lightning, attempting to prove that 
the flashes of light from the sky were one and the same as 
the phenomenon of electricity. 

It was one of those nights when I felt I needed to get 
out of the house. My wife Deborah and I had been bicker-
ing, and so I turned to my work. I thought I’d be returning 
home later that night, but that was not to be.

You see, somehow in the midst of my experiment, some-
thing unexpected happened. I was not at all prepared to 
suddenly vanish from the face of the earth. 

I was there in my place of shelter, being assisted by my 
son William, along with two strangers who happened to 
be passing by. We were attempting to harvest lightning by 
flying the kite in a thunderstorm. As best I can recall it now, 
my entire body started glowing and tingling.  Rather than 
standing on terra firma in that old barn, I felt as if I was 
now hurtling through space, plunging headlong through 
a celestial cloud.

I briefly lost consciousness as my rotation became in-
creasingly faster, until the point at which I blacked out and 
lost track of what was happening around me. Eventually, 
I slowly regained my senses and discovered myself sit-
ting atop a stack of hay in some farmyard. And there, after 
collecting myself and enquiring at the nearest house, I re-
ceived the shock of my life when it was made known to me 
that something was very, very different from my previous 
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environs.  It was difficult to estimate who possessed the 
bigger look of astonishment — the stranger who opened 
the door … or myself!   

Number one, my dress, and the clothing of this stranger 
(I would guess him to be a farmer), were close cousins but 
very distant cousins, so there was an immediate realization 
that I was in some sort of a foreign land, where the attire 
was dramatically different from my native 18th century 
Philadelphia. 

Number two, the language, though English, was not 
the same as I had learned through my schooling in Boston. 
There was almost a lack of formality, or a carefree or prim-
itive sound to it, which did not at all sound like the King’s 
English.

And number three, as I looked around in his farmhouse, 
I spotted a number of strange objects and devices that told 
me that he was either an inventor like myself, or perhaps 
a conjurer or wizard … or again, possibly someone from a 
distant, exotic land where the people employed numbers 
of objects which we colonials have never set eyes on nor 
imagined in our wildest dreams.  

There was a small white box, out of which could be 
heard the sounds of music playing. It was a tune I was not 
familiar with, and the words sounded like “I know we had 
to try to reach up and touch the sky, baby, whatever happened to 
you and I, that I don’t want to go home?” 

In another room, there was a larger box, with pictures 
flashing on it. My word! People sitting around a campfire…
passing gas! I couldn’t help but laugh at the spectacle. 

“Isn’t that bean scene hilarious?” my host said to me. 
“Mel Brooks is a genius! In my opinion, ‘Blazing Saddles’ 
was one of his best!”

“Ah yes,” I nodded, feigning agreement. This was cer-
tainly a strange land I’d traveled to!  

On the table, there was a very tiny white and black de-
vice resembling a flattened snuff box — which suddenly 
uttered a strange sound!  When the farmer picked it up in 
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response, this too had pictures, flashing randomly upon its 
miniscule face.  

All these devices appeared to be the work of intelligent 
beings far more sophisticated than any of us in the 18th cen-
tury, so I can only conclude that perhaps this unusual place 
I found myself in was either a foreign land more advanced 
than ours, or perhaps …I shudder to think…. possibly our 
own native land of America, except at a point many, many 
years in the future. 

I should mention as an aside, that the farmer’s conver-
sation with this little device was most interesting. I over-
heard him speaking, via the device, with a friend who 
shared with him an amazing occurrence that he had just 
witnessed. 

The farmer’s friend declared excitedly, “First I saw a 
flash of light in the sky, and then a bunch of rainbows … 
this was in broad daylight, Ferd! And they were streaking 
through the sky, heading toward your place…”

Ferd, holding the device to his ear, interrupted. “I saw 
it, too…but here’s the craziest part.  After that flash of rain-
bow-colored lightning, this guy shows up at my door, and 
he’s standing right here in my kitchen now. But something 
isn’t right.  It’s really odd, because he looks like one of the 
people I remember reading about in our history books.” 

“Well, who is it?”
“I’m not exactly sure.  I think it’s either Christopher 

Columbus, or maybe a Pilgrim…. Or, that’s it! It must be 
George Washington!” 

“You’re putting me on!” 
“Well, I don’t know… I wasn’t very good in history 

class, you remember…. I thought Abraham Lincoln was 
one of our Founding Fathers.”

“Yeah, I remember that time. The class couldn’t stop 
laughing.”

“But anyway, so this guy is here with me now, dressed 
in shorts and leggings, looking like he’s a little lost. What 
do I do?”
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“Did he say anything?” 
“Not a whole lot. But he sounds British or something.” 
“Aw, give him a beer.  Find out what he wants.”
“What if he’s a Jehovah’s Witness?”
“Tell him you’re into devil worship, start doing some 

mumbo-jumbo as if you’re casting a spell, and wave your 
arms around a lot.  That usually gets rid of them.”

“Okay, but if you don’t hear from me in ten minutes, 
you better git over here with your shotgun. Catch you lat-
er.”

Ferd then turned to me.  I could see how nervous he 
was, as he kept wiping the perspiration from his hands on 
his trousers.  “So, uh, what’s up? What can I do fer you?”

I decided to play it very circumspect. I didn’t wish to 
alarm this poor soul any more than necessary. Besides, I 
hadn’t figured out myself what had just happened.  My 
trip through the heavens could probably come across as 
the ravings of a lunatic.

Pausing for a moment to collect my thoughts, I came up 
with a plausible reply. “I was, er, out on a long walk in the 
country, and became somewhat lost. Could you direct me 
back to Philadelphia?” (I desperately hoped I hadn’t been 
transported to a foreign land where they’d never even 
heard of my city of residence.)

“Philadelphia, huh?” Ferd scratched his head and ap-
peared a little concerned. “That’s a pretty long walk.  You 
training for the Boston Marathon or something?”

“Marathon?”
“Never mind.  Hey, can I get you a beer?”
It would probably be a good idea to take him up on his 

kind offer of hospitality. As I once wrote somewhere, if you 
put yourself in another’s debt by asking them for a favor, 
they are more likely to look kindly upon you. “Oh, yes, 
that sounds quite refreshing, thank you.”

He brought a bottle out from another mysterious, tall 
white box in his kitchen, this one containing what seemed 
to be a variety of food items inside — with, wonder of 
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wonders, a bright light that appeared inside the box when 
the door was opened! I surmise he must have had fireflies 
stored in there — for what reason, I cannot fathom.

“Here you go, an ice-cold Sam Adams.” He removed the 
cap from the bottle with some sort of a metallic opener de-
vice — another extremely clever invention!

“Sam Adams? You know of Sam Adams?”
“The beer. That’s a Sam Adams lager.”
“Oh.” I glanced at the bottle, and saw the label, com-

plete with a very handsome painting of the Bostonian busi-
nessman and politician I knew as Samuel Adams, and real-
ized that we were each talking about two different things.  
He was referring to the beer, and I to the person. “Oh, yes, 
certainly! Foolish me!”

“So, where are you from? Philadelphia?” Ferd asked.
“Yes, my good sir, and quite proud of it!”
“We don’t get many folks from Philadelphia around 

here.”
“Where is ‘here,’ might I ask?”
“Huh?” Ferd seemed genuinely confused by my question.
“What town are we in now?”
“Groton.”
“Groton? And where is that?”
“Massachusetts.”
“Ah! Massachusetts! I was born there, in Boston.” (I al-

most mentioned the year of my birth, but I caught myself 
just in time.)

“So, are you visiting here from Philadelphia? What 
brings you to town?”

I couldn’t very well tell him exactly how I landed in his 
haystack. But being a ‘visitor’ would probably explain ev-
erything to his satisfaction. “Yes, I just rode in last night. 
I’m visiting my family in Boston.” 

“You ‘rode’ in? Like, by horseback?”
“Yes, horseback.” 
“How did you manage that? They don’t allow horses on 

highways.”
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Not usually being one to engage in arguments, I fig-
ured it would be pointless to insist that we certainly could 
ride our horses on highways back in Philadelphia, but 
there obviously must be something different about the 
customs here in Groton. Perhaps their ‘highways’ are dif-
ferent from ours. So, I wisely switched to a different tack 
of conversation.

“My good sir, I want to thank you for your kind hos-
pitality, and your conversation. I need to be on my way, 
however, and I was wondering whether you might be able 
to point me in the right direction.”

“Sure, no problem.” Ferd was excited to finally be of as-
sistance to me. “Just let me call up Google Maps on my 
phone. Where do you want to go?”

He brought out the snuffbox-with-pictures again, and 
this time it showed the image of a map upon its face.  As I 
looked at it more closely, I discovered something else quite 
startling — in the corner, below the map, there was also a 
date, and it was definitely not from the 1700s!  The current 
year appeared to be 20-something. I was aghast at this real-
ization. Ferd noticed the shocked look upon my face.

“Something wrong?” 
“Uh, no…”
“Never saw anybody get so rattled by a phone before. 

Hey, if you’re having some kind of a problem, I can drive 
you to the hospital in the next town…”

It was beginning to look more and more like I had defi-
nitely left behind my beloved Philadelphia of 1752 as the 
result of this unexpected turn of events. Had I indeed been 
transported into the future as the result of my lightning 
experiment?

“You could have gotten a rather serious bump on the 
head,” Ferd suggested.  Holding up two fingers, he asked 
me, “How many fingers do you see?”

“Seven,” I replied, thinking that this was some sort of a 
special question meant to trick me.

“Seven? Whoah! Something’s not right here. How about 
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now?” He held up three fingers this time.
“Thirteen.”
“Oh, my! We need to get you to a doctor right away!”
“But I’m perfectly fine, my good sir.”
Ferd, however, didn’t give up. “What’s today’s date?”
“I beg your pardon?”
“What’s today’s date?”
I had absolutely no idea what the date was, let alone the 

year or century.  And to reveal that now would certainly be 
cause for Ferd to call out the local constable and have me 
taken into custody.  So I attempted a distraction.

“Oh my,” I exclaimed, pointing out the window. “Look 
at that large turkey in your yard.”

“Oh yeah,” he said, not even glancing away. “We get a 
lot of them around here.”

“But this one is coming up to the house,” I insisted.
“Turkeys aren’t too smart.  Sometimes they even fly into 

the window.”  Ferd was simply not going to look away, no 
matter what I said. This demanded a more aggressive ma-
neuver. So I clumsily knocked over the bottle of beer. Poor 
Sam Adams was now face down in a puddle of foam and 
ale — art imitating life!

“Oh, I’m so sorry!  Forgive me.  Here, I’ll help you clean 
things up.” I stood up, hoping to be able to get closer to 
the snuffbox-with-pictures device. Alas, the map was now 
gone, and the face of the device was totally black.  I looked 
around the kitchen, hoping to find other clues….

“No, that’s all right, I’ll take care of it.”  He turned to get 
a dish cloth to wipe up the spill.

Ah-hah! A calendar was attached to the wall. It was 
printed below a quite fetching portrait of a young lady 
wearing minimal attire.  I disguised my embarrassment, 
but got the information I needed. What was most import-
ant was the date!  (or, at least, the month and year).  

“You were asking about the date, my good sir.  I can tell 
you that this is May, 2016.  The exact date, however, I’m 
not certain of, because I did manage to lose track of time on 
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that long ride from Philadelphia.”
“Okay,” Ferd said, finishing the cleanup. “Sounds like 

you’re pretty much together.” (What a relief!) “But maybe 
in the interests of all, I need to give you a lift somewhere, so 
you don’t have to go traipsing through people’s backyards 
and wind up with a real concussion.” (What a bother!)

“A lift? Are suggesting hoisting me up into a tree or 
something?”

“Oh, no, I mean I’ll give you a ride.”
“Do you have horses?  I didn’t see any barn outside.”
“No, in my pickup truck.”
“Pick up? Truck?”
“Never mind.  Just let me get my stuff, and we’ll be on 

our way.”  

2. Ben is on the money

Ferd led me out behind the house, to the very large ob-
ject with dirty windows, mud-spattered sides, and rusting 
metal that he called a ‘pick up truck.’ I wasn’t quite sure 
what he planned to do with it.

“Get in.”
“Pardon me?”
Ferd walked me over to the other side, opened what 

seemed to be a door of some sort, and motioned for me 
to get inside. I paused for a moment to watch him walk 
around to the other side, open the door, and sit down, giv-
ing me a chance to copy his actions, seating myself on what 
appeared to be a horse blanket…a rather soiled one, at that! 
It seemed to have the faint fragrance of…manure!

“You don’t have to worry about buckling,” he advised. 
“I disabled the durn seat belt alarm, so it doesn’t make 
noise anymore.”

“Thank you, my good sir. I’m certain that is a big im-
provement.”

Ferd inserted some sort of small, shiny metal object into 
the wheel-like object in front of him, turned it slightly, and 



Ben loses his memory...
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“Well, that’s too bad.  I think you would have enjoyed 
his speech. Well, it’s been nice talking to you, but I have to 
run. I want to see if I can catch Paul Revere’s ride.”

“Oh, yeah. Have a nice day.”
“You, too. And I hope you manage to connect with your 

lady friend.”
“What lady friend?”
“The one over by the statue.”
“Huh? I don’t know anyone over there.”
“Oh, my mistake. Sorry!”
Caty chuckled to herself as she walked away. Appar-

ently, she did manage to wipe that little incident from his 
memory!

“All right, Benjamin, let’s get back to the FARTIS now,” 
she announced as she rejoined me at my lookout point, sit-
ting down beside me on the bench.

“Another successful procedure, Caty!”
“Thank you, Benjamin. You’re such a dear!”
“And this device,” I said, taking the sweeper out of the 

bag, “…this is absolutely amazing! I can foresee all sorts 
of interesting applications for it, especially in the field of 
politics. I happen to know a few individuals to whom I’d 
like to give a good head-scrubbing.” 

“Now, now. Remember, ‘speak ill of no man…’” Caty 
chastised me.

“Except when it is absolutely justified.”
“Well, along those lines, I think we’ll have to be very, 

very judicious regarding its use, so that we aren’t tempted 
to use it for personal gain…”

“Oh, my, I seem to have nudged something…” I said, 
noticing a piece on its control panel that seemed to have 
come undone.

“Don’t touch that! It’s the safety clip!” Caty exclaimed, 
lunging towards me.

Apparently, however, it was too late. I didn’t realize it 
at the time (these words written here now were added to this 
manuscript much later, with the assistance of Caty) — but I had 
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accidentally activated the device, with the tragic result of 
wiping out my own memory! 

“Benjamin! Oh no!  Oh, how could this have happened? 
How will we ever get you back now?!”

32. Talk to me

(This chapter was written by Caty Ray, owing to Dr. Frank-
lin’s unfortunate accident, his memories having been eliminated 
by the mind sweeper.)

Oh, this is so awkward, so awful, so…catastrophic! — I 
never dreamed something like this would happen! Ben-
jamin inadvertently switched on the mind sweeper, and 
erased his own memories! 

I was totally beside myself! There we were, at Paul Re-
vere Mall — Benjamin and myself — and now he’s…he’s…
slumped on the park bench, unconscious. But when he 
wakes up, any minute now, will he even know who he is? 
Will he remember who I am?

I had to get him back into the FARTIS. That would not 
be an easy job! Compared to my own petite figure, Frank-
lin is rather large in stature — with a distressingly ample, 
over-endowed midsection, I’m afraid — so lifting him up 
and carrying him across the mall seemed like such an im-
possibility.

I would have considered asking Ferd for help, but I’d al-
ready wiped his mind of Benjamin’s visit, so I really didn’t 
want to go backwards and have to start all over again, at 
the risk of impacting history. What’s done is done. Ferd is 
no longer a concern, and he could now go on his merry 
way, with no memories of Franklin crossing his path. 

I realized it was up to me, then. Draping one lifeless arm 
over my shoulder, I tried hoisting him up. Oh, my word, 
was he heavy!

Eventually, I did manage to get him up and slowly walk 
(or drag) him across the mall to the FARTIS. I’m certain all 
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the tourists around us were shaking their heads in mortifi-
cation, seeing the great Benjamin Franklin (in their minds, 
only a lookalike, of course, but still… he is a symbol of the 
country’s history!) either intoxicated or indisposed. Moth-
ers were probably shielding their children’s eyes, hoping 
they didn’t notice the drunken Founding Father.

Once inside the FARTIS, I gently lowered him to the 
floor, in a corner of the control room.  This experience had 
obviously affected him much more seriously than either 
of the two others, Professor Peters or Ferd. But then, with 
them, I’d only set the controls for a very minor, selective 
sweeping. Who knows how high, how all-encompassing 
the default parameters may have been when Benjamin hit 
the switch?

Right now, he’s still slumped on the floor. Still breath-
ing. That’s good! But what am I going to do now? He’s in 
no shape to go anywhere. And he certainly can’t go back to 
Philadelphia like this. 

It looks like he’s stirring. Thank God! Finally!
He slowly opened his eyes, blinked a few times, glanced 

briefly at me, and then twitched a little bit. It didn’t even 
look like he recognized me! He then looked all around the 
room, as if he were trying to make sense of his surround-
ings. 

“Benjamin!” I cried. “Are you okay? C’mon baby, talk 
to me!”

He didn’t say anything. Just a barely audible groan. 
“Do you know where you are?”
He stared at me for a good minute or so, but the blank, 

quizzical look on his face gave me the answer. More dis-
turbing was the fact that he seemed totally bewildered by 
the situation. 

“We’re going to try to get some help for you, Benjamin.”
Another groan. Did he even comprehend my words?
“Benjamin, can you understand what I’m saying? If so, 

can you nod your head?”
No response, at first. He appeared to be thinking about 
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the question. Then he looked directly at me, and nodded.
That seemed somewhat promising. But we weren’t out 

of the woods yet. My biggest concern was whether the pro-
cess had affected only his memories, and not his intellect. 

“Can I get you anything to make you more comfort-
able?”

He thought for a moment, then appeared to shake his 
head. 

Okay. We’re getting somewhere. I think.
“Are you feeling any pain?”
No response. Just a blank stare. We may be back at 

square one again.
All right, here’s the big one: “Benjamin, do you know 

who I am?”
Again, no reply. He just gazed at me, with no expression 

on his face. Oh, this is so distressing! 
I didn’t have any idea at all of what to do next. I’d been 

trying so hard to keep my own emotions under control, for 
his sake. But that wasn’t going to last much longer. I was 
already feeling like I was starting to lose it, big time! 

I couldn’t fight back the tears any more. I just sank to the 
floor, silently sobbing.  Benjamin looked at me, but showed 
utterly no understanding of what was happening. It was 
just so dreadful to see him like this! 

“Benjamin… my dear, sweet, charming Benjamin,” I 
cried. “How in the world are we going to get you back?” 

It was like talking to a stone wall. I was totally drained, 
depressed, defeated. I couldn’t see any earthly way out.

“This is all my fault — if I hadn’t checked to make sure 
that bloody safety latch was still in place…” 

Honestly, I was just about ready to pick up the damn 
device and throw it out the door. But I knew that would 
be of no help. So I just kept talking to myself — what else 
could I do?

“And he’d just figured out another piece of the puzzle 
regarding this business about him being The Doctor!”

Benjamin just continued looking at me… or maybe he 
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was staring off into space. It was as if he’d lost touch with 
reality.

“Up to that point, it was Doctor this, Doctor that — get-
ting upset that everyone was calling him ‘Doctor,’ but clue-
less as to why. And you could see it in him, at times, that in-
credible intelligence of his, wrestling with the knowledge 
of being someone else. Was he The Doctor, or wasn’t he? 
Who was he? Which was he? What was he? Or whatever?”

I let out a loud sigh. I felt so low, I was beginning to 
withdraw into my own dark interior place, becoming less 
aware of everything around me. My own life seemed to be 
fading into a blur. A void where nothing existed, nothing 
mattered. 

Nothingness. After all I’d done, all the places I’d gone, 
it came down to this! I closed my eyes and resigned myself 
to the futility of feeling anything different.

I was so wrapped up in feeling sorry for myself, I didn’t 
even notice the ever so slight, slowly growing sensation 
of movement, and the soft, subtle sounds of the FARTIS 
preparing to lift off. 

Sounds? Movement? What? 
The wheezing, whirring sounds were becoming louder 

and louder. I snapped back to full consciousness, and real-
ized we were now in flight. The FARTIS, seemingly on its 
own, had decided on a new destination — and I was hang-
ing on for dear life, going along for the ride!

 Meanwhile, Benjamin just sat there in the corner, obliv-
ious to whatever was going on. He was as unwitting a pas-
senger as I was, not knowing where we were going or why.

Could it have been something I said or thought? Did the 
FARTIS, with its telepathic circuits, pick up on my rantings? 

I tried recalling what I’d just said in my little outburst. 
About the only things I mentioned might have been a re-
turn to Philadelphia… or… The Doctor? 

Is the FARTIS taking us to The Doctor?
The wheezing and whirring began to dwindle. Appar-

ently, we’d landed — somewhere! 
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I spotted something happening on the viewing screen. 
It looked like Benjamin, and he was standing near the con-
trols of the FARTIS. Now, how could that be? We’re here in 
the control room right now, and Benjamin is certainly not 
standing!

Across from him, on the other side of the control panel, 
was another gentleman. An older, gray-haired man, wear-
ing some sort of a white coat. And he seemed to be busy 
making some adjustments to one of the levers. I wondered, 
was I watching something that had occurred in the past, or 
was this happening right now, somewhere in our vicinity? 
Was there another FARTIS close by?

Where’s that clock device, that tells what year this is? 
Oh, here it is, right in front of me on this control panel. 
It’s 1762! That makes it an event in our future… I think. 
Whatever!

Oh, no — Benjamin is reaching for that same lever that 
shocked him before!  No! Don’t touch that!!

And of course, he did it again — or was that for the first 
time? I have no idea. Now I’m really mixed up about this 
whole timeline thing.

But there he is, slumped on the floor. That other gentle-
man appears to be trying to pick him up — with very little 
success. Oh, now he’s just moving him a bit so that he’s 
half sitting up, slouching against the base of the control 
panel. 

So, who could this older gentleman be? Do you suppose 
it’s this Doctor fellow that Benjamin has been obsessing 
about? He seemed to have been working with those con-
trols like he knew what he was doing.

He could be the answer to our problems!
Without even thinking it through, I dashed out the door, 

making sure I had the key (locking up the door, of course!), 
and looking around to see if I could find him.

Once outside, it took me a moment to connect the ‘1762’ 
readout on the control panel with the reality of where we’d 
landed… I was back in the 18th century, but this was not 
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Boston, New York, or Philadelphia. It appeared to be En-
gland — more specifically, London. And from the writing 
on a few of the nearby merchants’ signs, I assumed that 
this was an area known as Leicester Square.  

On the other side of the street, I spotted an identical 
twin of the FARTIS that Benjamin and I had been traveling 
in. Hmm, two phone booths! That’s rather interesting.

I cautiously approached the other one and tried the door. 
Locked! Well, that’s a fine how-do-you-do! After ponder-
ing the problem for a minute or so, I realized that I had our 
key in my pocket. Wonder if it works on this FARTIS? 

Sure enough! Apparently, these two FARTIS booths 
were so identical, the same key worked on both!

I threw open the door and rushed in. The gentleman in 
the white coat was still puttering at the controls. I immedi-
ately confronted him.

“You’re the one who scrambled his brains!” I wasted no 
time at all in niceties like introductions.

“Who… who are you? And how did you get in here? 
I’m certain I locked the door behind me!” The man was 
evidently not only quite startled by my intrusion, he was 
also very much on the defensive.

“The bigger question is, who are you? And what have 
you done to deliver such a devastating electrical shock to 
Dr. Franklin? Are you…… ‘The Doctor?’”

“No, actually, I’m The Dentist, young lady,” he replied. 
“Dr. John Jones, D.D.S., from Jellyfry.”

“A dentist? You mean, like the person who deals with 
fillings, and braces, and root canals?”

“The very same. By the way, have you heard why the 
king went to see the dentist?”

I could not believe it. This was a matter of life and death, 
and he’s trying to tell me jokes! Reluctantly, I answered, 
“No, I haven’t.”

“He needed a new crown!” Jones guffawed heartily, 
much more amused by his own punchline than I was.

“This is serious!” I exclaimed. “I have no time for frivol-
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ity! You just knocked out Benjamin Franklin!”   
“I did no such thing. I merely applied a very mild jolt, 

just strong enough to render him unconscious, but not in-
tended to hurt him in any way.”

“Well, I beg to differ. You’re totally wrong about that!”
“How on earth would you know what’s going on? 

You’ve just burst in here uninvited, and accused me of 
something of which you know nothing about!”

“Oh, I know plenty! This isn’t the only time that Benja-
min received a jolt from that control panel.”

“Who are you, anyway, might I ask? And what is your 
relationship with Benjamin Franklin?”

“I am Caty Ray, from Block Island, in the colony of Mas-
sachusetts … and I’m, er, Benjamin’s traveling companion.”

“And how did you get here?”
“In a time-traveling FARTIS, which I believe is identical 

to the one we’re standing in right now.”
“Oh, that’s a new bit of information,” he responded, 

with a bit of surprise. “I was aware, from my readings of 
some history books, that there was a young woman named 
Caty Ray, whom Franklin had befriended in the 1750s, but 
I had no idea you’d been snatched away from your time 
period in this manner…”

“You’re avoiding the issue! We have an urgent prob-
lem,” I said. “You have one Franklin slumped over on the 
floor here, and I have the other in our FARTIS, and he’s lost 
his entire memory. I’m afraid he doesn’t know who he is, 
how he got there, or anything else. So far, he hasn’t even 
been able to speak a single word. And it seems to me that 
you’re the one responsible — both times!”

“What! How can that be?”
“The one there, on the floor, received a shock from a le-

ver on the control panel, which you just admitted to ar-
ranging. In fact, I even saw you fiddling with the controls 
on our viewing screen.”

“But, my dear young lady…”
“And the other one, my Benjamin, not only received a 
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similar shock, from the same lever, but also had the misfor-
tune of triggering a mind-sweeping device…accidentally, 
of course.”

“Of course.” 
How could this doctor…or dentist, whatever he is… be 

so cool and calm? This only served to ramp up my own 
anxiety! He even had the gall to approach the situation 
with such a…a… clinical sort of detachment!  

“An alien technology, no doubt?” Jones inquired.
“Yes. I suppose you could call it that. It was given to us 

as a gift, and we were using it to help take care of some 
loose ends — people we’d visited in our time travels 
whose memories of us would be potentially problematic 
in the larger perspective of past, present, and future. Their 
knowledge could have potentially changed history, unless 
we corrected that.”

“That makes perfect sense. I commend you on your 
problem solving, in that situation.”

“Thanks for the compliment. But that doesn’t let you off 
the hook!”

“I beg your pardon?” He was still on the defensive, feel-
ing much maligned by my criticism.

“It was your meddling that caused these problems!”
“What do you mean?”
“You think you’re so above reproach! Well, let me tell 

you, sir, if it weren’t for that ‘mild shock’ you set up, we 
wouldn’t be in this pickle!”

“But…”
“What were you thinking? You’ve incapacitated one of 

the greatest minds in American history — twice!”
“Now, see here, young lady…”
“So what are you going to do about it?”
“Me?”
“Yes, you! You high-and-mighty busybody, who just 

goes about and changes history, on a whim!”
“I do nothing of the kind!”  
“If we don’t get Benjamin back to rights, history will 
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really suffer a major reversal — without him, the American 
Revolution might take a drastically different turn!”

“And what do you propose I do about it?”
“Number one, we have to restore Benjamin’s memory.”
“I didn’t even have a hand in that!”
“Yes, you did — indirectly!”
“And so what’s number two?” 
“Because of those electrical jolts, he’s been having an 

identity crisis like you wouldn’t believe. We wouldn’t even 
be in this predicament, this mind-sweeping thing, if your 
bloody interference hadn’t caused him to get involved in 
affairs he has no business tinkering with!”

“What are you getting at?”
“He thinks he’s you!”
“Hmm.” The strange look on his face told me I’d final-

ly broken through. His eyes narrowed as he thought for a 
moment before responding. 

“Well, he very well could be.”
“What? I don’t understand!”
“Well, I don’t really have the time right now to explain 

it all fully. I need to get this Benjamin Franklin back to his 
lodgings at Craven Street, before he wakes up from his 
jolt.”

“And what about my Benjamin?”
“We can talk about that on the way there. As a matter of 

fact, your arrival is rather fortuitous, young lady.  You can 
help me get him there.  Dragging him all by myself, all the 
way from here, could be a bit tiring for me… it would be 
nice to have some help.”

“All right then, let’s you and I carry him,” I suggested. 
As we both struggled to lift him up and support him 

between ourselves, Dr. Jones mentioned, “You know, as I 
see it now, these two Franklins are from different points in 
history — about ten years apart, I’d say. Obviously, they 
cannot meet. That would be a disaster waiting to happen. 
You said that your Benjamin is back in the other FARTIS. 
Is he safe to remain there alone, while we carry his 1762 
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counterpart to Craven Street?”
“I think so. From what I observed, he can’t speak, and 

certainly seems to be in no frame of mind to even get up 
and move.”  

“But, my dear, he is a rather curious, inquisitive soul. 
That’s one reason I set up that shock, because he was con-
sidering experimenting with the controls, to see what they 
would do.”   

“Yes, I could picture him doing that. But that mind 
sweeper thing really knocked the stuffing out of him. He’s 
in no condition to do any exploring or experimenting now.” 

“Very well. Let us hope so!” 
After a great deal of awkward dragging, shifting, lift-

ing, and lugging, the two of us finally managed to get 1762 
Franklin to the entryway. We paused to catch our breath. 
Jones suddenly had a thought.

“You know, this matter of the electrical shocks is a bit 
like the proverbial ‘which came first, the chicken or the 
egg’ story.”

“What do you mean?” I was puzzled by this odd remark.
“I don’t think it was the shock he just received… the 

one you saw happening here in 1762…  because that would 
have been chronologically impossible. In other words, 
that’s too late in the game.”

“But what about the one my Benjamin received, in our 
FARTIS?”

“That would appear to be the more logical cause, since 
it affected the ‘earlier’ Franklin, who came from the 1750s. 
But something still doesn’t seem right.”

“How could that incident be any more chronologically 
correct?”

“That’s what I mean, ‘chicken or egg.’ Because the ques-
tion is, how was it that the lever was electrified, when I 
didn’t actually make that change until just a little while 
ago?”

He glanced over in the direction of the central console. 
He was obviously wrestling with an extremely complex 
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question of logic, judging by his furrowed brow.
“Ah! I think I know,” he said. “How did you and 1750s 

Benjamin happen to come into possession of your FARTIS?” 
“I don’t know. It was just there on the street, when I first 

met him. He didn’t say how he’d acquired it.”
“Hmm. It was obviously unoccupied at the time, other-

wise you would have known of someone else’s presence 
when you were traveling about.”

“That’s true.” 
“So, here’s my theory. There was a brief time that I could 

not get into this FARTIS,” Jones explained, with a slight-
ly embarrassed look. “I’d accidentally locked myself out, 
without the key. And that’s when I enlisted Franklin’s help, 
with a little bit of kite-generated electrical power, to get me 
back inside.”

“Go on…”
“During the time that this FARTIS was locked and un-

used, it’s very conceivable that it somehow managed to 
travel, on its own, to the 1750s, when your Franklin first 
found it.”

“How could something like that happen?” I asked.
“I have absolutely no idea,” Jones replied. “It’s very un-

characteristic — it usually doesn’t function like that. But, 
nonetheless, that’s what must have occurred.”

“But wouldn’t you have noticed it missing?”
“Normally, yes. But I’d walked away from it in order 

to find Franklin at the local pub. And, of course, thanks to 
time travel, the period during which it disappeared, and 
that you and Franklin did your traveling, would have been 
shortened considerably. So its absence was never noticed, 
since it was returned to the same place before I got back.”

“But why do we have two FARTIS booths here now?”
“I would conjecture that it’s because you haven’t con-

cluded your travels yet, and you will need to depart from 
Leicester Square before everything is put back to rights, 
history-wise.”

“Okay. That makes sense. So the FARTIS we’ve been 
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traveling in is the one you tinkered with, to electrify that 
lever.”

“Yes. And I apologize for that. I forgot to reset the cir-
cuit.”

“No matter. It’s been repaired now.”
“By whom?”
“Greenbom’s people.”
“Who?”
“Long story. We can’t get into that right now.”
“Very well. Let’s get on with moving this Franklin back 

to Craven Street, then.”
“No,” I said, quite firmly. “This still doesn’t solve the 

problem of getting my Benjamin his memory back, so that 
he can function again.”

“Er…oh, yes! That would certainly be more pressing. I’ll 
need to get a look at that device you mentioned.”

“It’s over in our FARTIS.”
“Splendid. Let’s go over there and take care of that right 

now.”
“But what about him?” I gestured towards the 1762 

Franklin, still unconscious, slumped in the entryway.
“Oh, I think he’ll still be out a little while longer. We can 

leave him there for now.”
“Do you think that’s advisable? What if he wakes up?” 

I asked. “Remember, this is the Franklin who is still in full 
possession of his senses.”

“He’ll be fine. We can always keep an eye on him with 
the viewing screen.”

“If you say so.” I wasn’t convinced that was the best 
course of action, but this was ultimately Jones’ call. Mon-
itoring him on the screen, however, seemed like a pretty 
good compromise. 

“Come along now, young lady. There’s work to be 
done.”

My word! This Jones fellow can be awfully directive… 
not to mention chauvinistic!
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