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Chapter One

Wednesday, August 3, 1594
6:58 AM.
Lincoln City, Oregon

It was the sound of falling rain that woke E mm ett Brown the morning of the third day of his family vacation. He
wanted to ignore it, willed it to go away and be nothing m ore than a figment or trick of his imagination, but it did neither.
Finally, he opened his eyes with a sigh, beyond weary of the sound that had been in the background of virtually every
waking moment since their arrival. Had he known that the Oregon Coast had such a rainy climate, he would’'ve
drastically alteredthe location he had settled on for afamily camping excursion, buthe had thought August would offer
something along the lines of warmth and sunshine.

Of course, the inventor reflected as he rolled over, the weather couldn’t entirely be blamed for the state of the
trip. Thatlay prim arily on the individuals involved, and possibly his over-optimism that getting away for a week to a more
primitive environment might allow everyone the chance to catch their collective breaths. Secure in an utterly rural area,
far away from telephones and computers and otherdistractions of 1994 Hill Valley, he had hoped that his family might
rediscover — or at least reappreciate — each other.

Unfortu nately, things had seemed doomed from the start. Jules, eager to take a break before diving into his
junioryear finals at Hill Valley University, had easily agreed to getting away when Doc had announced the plans for the
weekend. The eighteen-year-old had had an ulterior motive, however, apparent from virtually the minute they had
arrived in the past, when he had begun a full assault at persuading his parents thathe was in desperate need of a car
of hisown. The cajoling and arguments were nothing new; Juleshad been atit since he had turned seventeen andused
the “Marty’s parents gave him a car when he turned seventeen” tactic, one that brought about little sympathy from either
of his own parents. Both Doc and Clara hadtired ofit all long ago. By mutual agreement, they had told Jules time and
time again that he was welcome to wheels of his own, provided he got a job to pay for all the expenses involved with
purchasing and maintaining a car. Jules, however, argued right back that his pre-med studies took up allhis free time,
and his parents were saving money on his education from the scholarships he had earned; therefore he was entitled
to what they planned to pay for both Emily and Verne once they reached college.

Finally, Doc had had enough of it and, the morning before, told Jules that if he even said the word “car” once
more, his privilege of driving the family’'s van would be revoked for the entire duration of the summer. The teenager had
sputtered, then grew sullen and silent, doing his best to ignore and avoid his parents. Doc, frankly, wasn’t too upset.
The silent treatment would only last so long and, in the meantime, it was a nice break from the relentless nagging.

Sixteen-year-old Verne’s mind wasn’t distracted by cars like his olderbrother. Rather, the thing that was taking
up all his energy was a girl bythe name of Amber Corrigan. The teen had firstmentioned her back in December, when
the sophomore had transferred to Hill Valley High and ended up in his second year drama class. Verne had been
smitten at once, and by spring they were an item. Unfortunately, the teen was so blinded by the girl's attractive looks
that he was utterly unaware how much Amber manipulated and insulted him. Clara and D oc had seen it the moment
they had met her, but both held their tongues on the matter. Doc knew there was nothing they could say to Verne that
would make a bit of differe nce to his feelings toward her and, in fact, their disapproval might cause him to go out of his
way to stay with Amber. The scientist knew the relationship would end at a certain point— last he checked, Verne had
married someone he would meet in college — but in the meantime, the high school junior was spending almost every
instant of free time out with Amber. He’d had to be dragged almost kicking and screaming into the train for the trip,
aghast at spending seven days apart from his girlfriend. Like Jules of the last day, he had been quietand rather sulky
most of the vacation, going almost out of his way to com plain about every little thing and seemingly determined not to
enjoy himself in the least.

Emily, about to conclude heryear of kindergarten, was at leasttrying to enjoy herself on the trip, marveling at
the utterly empty beach and practicing how to skip stones on the water of nearby Devil's Lake. But she, too, wasn’t
having much fun. If she wasn't cold, she was bored; if she wasn't bored, she was wet, or hungry. Or something made
a funny noise and scared her. The six-and-a-half-year-old was also going through withdrawal over being away from her
computer, which was the precise reason her parents had wanted to spirit heraway from the present. Doc was stunned
by how skilled his daughter was with those machines, even running circles around Jules, who had taken a couple of
required com puter courses lastyear in college. The teachers at her school had termed Emily a “prodigy” with the talent,
and encouraged Doc and Clara to enroll her in classes to further her talents. They thought they might wait a bit with



that, however. Emilywas still quite typical of kids her age, with a shorter attention span and an eagerness for play and
pretend, particularly with kids her own age, so the inventor wasn't sure how she would handle being in a computer lab
with classmates olderthan her and a teacher that might not have the patience for a younger child, especially one that
picked up things with computers so easily and quickly. The last thing Doc wanted was for his daughter toresent her
talent, or lose the enjoym ent she gained from it.

Beside him, in the tent, Doc heard his wife stir, the sound startling him out of his reflections. He looked over
to see her tentatively poke her head out of her sleeping bag, then groan softly and pull the material back over her. “Is
it still raining?” she asked, rather plaintively.

“From the sound of it, yes,” the scientist said. “l would’'ve thought after three days, the clouds had given up all
they had in ‘em.”

Clara sighed heavily, popping her head back out. Her dark, curly hair stood out in a frizzy halo around her face.
“Maybe we should think about going back home,” she began tentatively. “I know you’ve had your heart set on a family
vacation, Emmett, and | agree with you a hundred percent on the reasons you cited, but... well, no one is really enjoying
themselves here.”

Doc sighed at Clara’s suggestion. It certainly wa sn’t anything new ; he'd even had similarthoughts. Still, he didn't
want to go home, not now, not quite yet. “Let’s give itanother day,” he said. “Ifthe weather stillhasn’t improved then,
we can pack things up and go somewhere else. But | really wouldn’twant to cutour vacation short. We're seeing Jules
and Verne less and less, now, and Emily’s almost at that age where she’ll want to trade our company for that of her
friends’.”

Clara considered the words, then nodded. “l suppose so,” she said. She settled back on her pillow and closed
her eyes, grimacing a little. W ith the increasing daylight seeping into the tent, in spite of the clouds and gloom outside,
Doc caught the expression.

“Are you all right?” he asked.
“Oh, I just feel... tired, | suppose.”

“I'll start the fire this morning, if you want to try to sleep longer,” Doc offered even as he sat up. He reluctantly
slipped out of the warmth of the sleeping bag, chiled in spite of the layers of clothes he had slept in, and put on his
shoes and raincoat. “Do you want me to start the tea and coffee?”

“That would be wonderful,” Clara said with a faint smile. “Thanks, Emmett.”

Doc unzipped the tent’s door and stepped outside to the muddy, wet outdoors with a faint grimace. Rain
immediately splattered against the hood and he made his way carefully around the puddles, past the other two tents,
up a slope to where he had landed the train on their arrival. The inside of the time machine, and the tender that
accompanied it, was the only spot that was remaining dry as the rain wore on, so the scientist had been keeping all of
their food, firewood, and other suppliesin it. Italso kept the belongings out of the range of any wild animals, which were
quite numerous in this time period. He had lost count of how many deer and eagles he had spotted. Verne claimed
to have seen a bear on a hike, but Doc wasn’tsure if he was serious or just trying to provide another excuse asto why
they needed to go home.

Doc headed for the tender first, where he collected several logs, then dragged them to the pit and managed to
get a fire going with the assistance of a Presto log. The food was in the cab, and when he was sure the flames had
taken, he headed there. Although it was aftersunrise, now, itwas still rathergloomy out, between the trees and clouds
above. Therefore, Doc didn’tnotice anything was amiss in the train untilhe had taken a step forward, towards the seats
at the back, where the boxes of food were stacked, and his foot collided with something thathe knew wasn’t supposed
to be there. Utterly unprepared, he toppled forward, landing on something soft... and alive.

“What’s the deal?” someone moaned softly, shifting underneath the inventor. Doc quickly rolled to the side,
realizing as he moved just who he had fallen onto.

“Marty, what are you doing in here?” he asked, pulling himself up to his feet.

Marty rolled onto his back and looked up at the scientist with a rather sleepy squint. “Jennifer kicked me out



of the tent last night,” he said. “She said | breathed too loudly, if you can believe that one.” He rolled his eyes, clearly
annoyed.

Doc sighed to himself. It had been his idea to invite Marty and Jennifer McFly along on the trip, in the hopes
it might provide them a chance to settle their own problems. For the last week, the couple had been waging an
argument that Doc had heard lovingly detailed from Marty’s perspective. Nearly three weeks ago, Jennifer had been
promoted at KWHV, the TV station where she had been laboring as a desk filer and community interest reporter onthe
local news for the last year. One of theregular morning newscasters, Deborah Banks, had lefther position to become
a fulltime mother to the baby she and her husband had just had, and Jennifer had foughttooth and nail for the vacant
position of morning newscaster. To her delight, she had been granted it, which tripled her salary — sorely needed as
Marty had left his position as a studio technician at radio station KKHV in April to concentrate on his slowly budding
music career. Although he wasn’tthe worldfamous rock star he had hoped to be when he was younger, he had earned
an excellentreputation during the last few years as a skilled guitar player and songwriter, and was in demand for both
recording sessions and his songwriting skills. The money he was making at freelancing both wasnt much — half of
what he had made at the radio station, and a quarter of Jennifer’s new salary — but he was much happier working now
from the studio he had built in the basement of his home two years ago.

Unfortunately, though both careers of the McFlys were on the upswing, such changes were straining their
marriage. Jennifer had hardly received her promotion before casually mentioning to Marty how she was considering
using her maiden name on the airto distance her professional life from her personallife. Ithad pushed a sensitive issue
with the musician, who was alreadyfeeling weird, sohe had confessed to Doc, for working out of the home and making
less money than his wife. Marty had asked her, point blank, why she wanted to distance herself from her personal life:
was she ashamed of him? Jennifer's response had been quick and to the point: absolutely not. Then why didn’tshe
want to be known as Jennifer McFly? The newswoman’s response had been to tell Marty to stop being so insecure and
foolish, he had shot back thathow did she think her announcement would make him feel, more harsh words had been
exchanged and, finally, a week after it had first begun, the couple was barely speaking to one other, aside from terse,
unavoidable exchanges.

Doc’s briliant plan had been to invite the young couple along, believing thatbeing away from the pressures of
both of their jobs might allow them to find a better perspective on the whole m atter and the time to talk things out. Marty
and Jennifer had managed to agree with that, though Doc suspected a greatdeal of the decision might've been due to
neither having had a real vacation since their honeymoon, three years back. Marty’s birthday was also just three days
away from the date they had departed — June fourth, a Saturday — and he had liked the idea of taking a week-long
weekend to celebrate it.

Between the foul weather and the tension between them, however, things seemed to be growing worse, not
better, for the McFlys. From Doc’s casual observations, it appeared to him that they were now going out of their way
to avoid being alone together. Jennifer was sticking close to Clara or watching Emily, while M arty was hanging out with
Doc or the boys. His old friend hadn’t said much about the argument since they had arrived, though Doc had offered
his ear if he just wanted to talk. Perhaps Marty was tired of repeating himself, even to the inventor; perhaps he just
wanted to not think about it. At anyrate, he hadn’t asked for the scientist's assistance on the matter and D oc didn't
believe in offering it unsolicited.

“And so you decided the train would make a better home?” he asked in response to Marty's explanation. The
scientist frowned, once his eyes had adjusted to the dim interior, spotting a number of Marty’s belongingsnow cramming
the inside ofthe already crowded cab. He plucked the young man’s coat from where it had been hanging draped over
one of the gauges, dangling above the time circuitkeyboard and bank of circuits. “I don't think that’s a particularlygood
place for that, Marty.”

“Sorry, but itwas pitch black out when | came out here. | leftthe flashlightin the tent and it was so nasty out,
I didn't want to go back and getit. Anyway,” Marty add ed, sitting up in his sleeping back to take the stil-damp jacket
from Doc and toss itdown on his bag, “where else was Igonna go? | sure as hell wasn't going to sleep outside. Jules
and Verne are irked enough that they’'ve gotta share their tent with Emily, and | wasn’t going to barge in on you and
Clara. You guys don’t need to be dragged into our problems.”

“We alreadyare to a greatdegree,” Doc said drily. “You can’t stay in the train, Marty. There's too much delicate
equipment about and ifsomething is accidentally bum ped into or gets wet or crushed, we could have a big problem on

our hands.”

Marty frowned, clearly not happy with this new restriction. “All right,” he said. “Then you talk to Jennifer about



it. Inthe meantime, can | just stay in here and get some more sleep, now? Ithink | was up half the night from the damn
rain on the metal roof. And, you know, technically it's my birthday today.”

“That’s right,” Doc said, half to himself. “All right, fine. But | can’t promise you'll get to sleep in undisturbed.
The kids will probably be in here soon rumm aging around for stuff, once they get up.”

“W hatever,” Marty said, alreadyburrowing back into his sleeping bag. Doc collected the boxes he needed and
left the tim e machine, sealing it again st the rain and wind. He nearly ran rightover Emily, who was standing just outside
the doors, waiting for him.

“Are you gonna cook breakfast, Daddy?” she asked, her dark, waist-length hairin a mess of frizzy tangles. “I'm
hungry.”

“I was just about to do that, sweetheart,” he said. “And you might want to put your hood on. You’'ll be more
comfortable if your hair is dry.”

Emily complied, slipping her hairunder the hood of her lavender raincoat. “Is Marty in there?” she asked, her
blue eyes wide and a smile tugging at her mouth. “I thought | heard you talkin’ to him.”

Doc managed to keep a straight face at the query. Several years earlier, Emily had developed a crush of sorts
on Marty. It was an almost constantsource of amusement for her family — and one of embarrassment for Marty, who
got a fair bit of good natured kidding out of it from Jennifer. (“See, Marty, you can still charm those schoolgirls!”)
W henever the young man was around, Emily almost always dropped what she was doing to follow him around, or try
to engage him in an activity with her. Marty actually dealtwith it pretty well, humoring her more often than not, butDoc
had taken his daughter aside more than once to tell her that she might want to cool down her attentions, just a tad.
Emilydidn'tunderstand, though, not embarrassed in the least by her feelings and unable to see why others would be.
It was a trait that Doc knew all too well, having had something like it himself, and it was a big reason why so many
people in Hill Valley had been convinced he was a crackpot.

“Yes, he's in there,” the inventor said, seeing no reason to lie to his daughter. “But he’s sleeping now. and you
don’t need to bother him.”

Emily frowned faintly, skeptical. “Butit’s morning,” she said. “How much sleep does he want?”

“Probably about the same as your brothers — and you know how grumpy they get if you wake them up early.”

Emily nodded sagely. “Okay,” she said. “I'll lethim be. Can | have some cocoa?”

“As soon as | get the water heated, sure.”

“Can | help?”

Doc hesitated a moment, inwardly wincing when heremembered his daughter “helping” with cooking dinner the
night before and dropping an unopened can of beans into the fire, thinking that would let them cook faster. Luckily,
Verne had seen the move and knocked them out of the flames with a stick before anything could happen. Afterward,
Clara had given Emily a long talk about asking before she did anything when she was “helping out.” “Ah... sure, butlet

me get everything laid out, first.”

Emilyseemed to accept thatas she trailed her fatherback to the fire. “What can | do ‘til then?” she asked. “I'm
bored now.”

Doc consulted one of his watches, saw that it wasn't even seven-thirty, yet, and sighed to himself. “Didn’t you
bring some games to play?”

“Yeah — but they're in the train sothey wouldn’t getall wetand messed up.” Her eyes narowed as her m outh
curved in a rather slysmile. She took a step towards the time machine. “lI can get ‘em—"

Doc saw immediately where that was going and grabbed onto the girl's hood, jarring her to a stop. “No, that's
quite all right. You're right, it is too dam p outside now to play with them.”



Emilyscowled, now. “But there’s nothin’ to do around here, Daddy,” she said, her tone accusing, as if this was
all his fault. “Can | go to the beach?”

“Not alone — and | can’t take you right now, hon, I'm sorry.”

Emilydidn’t like this. Her mood was swiftly growing cranky. “How come Jules an’ Veme can go places alone,
but | cant?”

“Well, they're a little older than you. When you're their age, you can do the same.”

The girlscowled. “lalways getthe shaft ‘cause I'm the youngest,” she complained, her choice of words amusing
Doc a litle. Lord knew where she picked up some of her expressions — probably from her older brothers, television,
or even Marty — but it always took him a bit aback when he heard some of the more teenaged expressions thatcame
from such a young girl. And he’d thought Jules’ elaborate vocabulary as a kid had been startling. “lcan take care of
myself!”

The scientist managed once again to keep a straightface. Showing any amusement to a six-year-old about
something they clearly believed to be true was just asking for trouble. “Em, these woods are too dangerous to go
wandering off alone in.”

“But I'm not goin’ to the woods — | just wanna go to the beach an’ you can see the ocean from where the train
is!”

“The ocean itself is dangerous, too. There are no lifeguards around, hon. This area is pretty desolate, now.”

Emily’s frown deepened. “You're no fun anymore, Daddy,” she said. “lI cantoo be okay if | go down there.
Nothing bad’s gonna happen. Where’'s Mommy?”

“She’s still sleeping — as is everyoneelse. And | know that she would agree withme on this one.” Doc paused
as he unpacked the tin teakettle, deciding a swift change of subject was needed. “Didn’tyou bring some coloring books
here?”

“They’re in the train, too. Mommy told me the paper would getall yicky damp if lhad ‘em in my tent. | can just
get my bag from there, Daddy. | know where it is, an’ then I'll have something to do.”

Doc sighed as he looked up from the box of cooking supplies. “I'll get it,” he said. “Why don’t you try to find
the spatula in here while | do that, okay?”

“Okay,” Emily agreed easily, clearly happy to have a project. Doc left herdigging through the box and jogged
to the train, opened the door as quietly as he could (which wasn't that quietly at all, butsuch a thing couldn’t be helped),
scooted past Marty on the floor, and managed to find Emily's bag without making too much noise. When he returned
to the campfire, he found that his daughter had upended the box onto the blue tarp laid out on the ground and was
pawing through the spilled contents, creating all sorts of clanging as the various metal supplies banged against each
other. She looked up as her father quickly came over, kneeling down to scoop up the kitchen supplies and put them
back in the box. “What’s a stapula look like, Daddy?” she asked innocently.

“This is aspatula,” Doc said, picking up the properitem and holding itup. “Here, hold onto this, will you?” Emily
accepted it from him as he put the contents of the box back. By thetime he had finished, a cranky Verne had come out
of the tentwith a scowl set on his face, his blond hair sticking up in a number of odd angles and corkscrews.

“What are you trying to do, Dad, wake the dead?” he complained, glancing up a moment at the gray sky to glare
atthe cloudsand raindrops above. “Some people are trying to sleep, and since this is supposed to be my vacation, too,
I'm one of ‘em!”

“Sorry,” Doc said immediately, not bothering to correct his son on who was at fault. There was a special bond
between Verne and Emily, and the teen tended to let his sister get away with close to murder when left in charge of her.
He could never say no to her, and Emily knew it. “Feel free to go back to sleep, then, if you want.”

Verne looked like he wanted to do just that, but Emily popped up to her feet and beamed at her older brother.
“Verne, will you take me to the beach?” she asked. “The tide's s’posed to be down now an’ | wanna getsome shells.



Daddy won't let me go alone.”

Verne looked like he wanted to say no, if his posture and expression were any indication, but he sighed, looked
at his watch, grimaced a little, then shrugged. “Fine, Em. You get the buckets, though.”

Emilyscampered off to take care of the task and Doc gave his youngest son a grateful smile. “Thanks, Verne,”
he said. “l appreciate that.”

“Enough to let us go home today?”
“Don’t push it. This is our vacation.”

Verne snorted his opinion of that, reachinginside the te nt with one hand to retrieve his windbre aker and base ball
cap. “Thisisn’t a vacation — it's hell,” was his blunt assessment. “Vacations are to places like the Caribbean and W alt
Disney W orld — and all in the same time frame as home.”

Doc raised an eyebrow as he filled the teakettle with some of their bottled water and set it down on the rack over
the flames. “And to think you once considered temporal excursions fun,” he said. “Ah, to be young again....”

Verne's eyes told him he wasn’t in the mood for teasing. “Ifyou want to take us on a vacation, there are better
places and times to go,” he said. “The weather sucks here.”

“Don’t use that kind of language,” Doc warned. “You know it bothers your m other.”

Verne shrugged as he came over to the fire, towering over his kneeling father. Although almost two years
younger, Verne now stood two inches taller than Jules, to his delight, and was justeye to eye with his father when both
were standing. He had grown so fast, though, that the restof his body hadn’t quite caught up yet; although Verne ate
like a horse, he was still quite skinny, to the point that he was rather insecure about it. Doc told him to not worry about
it lasting, as it had happened to him when he had been that age, and since Verne bore such a strong physical
resemblance to him, it was likely that by the time he reached abouteighteen or nineteen that he’d finish filing out just
as his father had. Verne had seemed doubtful about that — until Doc managed to find some old family photographs
and one, in particular, from one of his college yearbooks that showed him at almost seventeen posed with the honor
college students. The resemblance between Doc and Verne had been so uncanny that the latter’s jaw had dropped
upon seeing it — and after that he didn’t com plain much at all about being so thin and gangly.

“She’s not around now,” he said in response to his father’s reprimand. “And I've heard worse from Marty.”
“You're not Marty,” Doc said bluntly. “And he’s not my son. It's not my place to tell him how to speak.”

Verne rolled his eyes in akind of “whatever” expression too typical ofthe mid-1990’steen set. “You better get
us when breakfast isdone,” he said as Emily returned with the two white plastic buckets in tow.

“Of course,” Doc said. “Be careful.”

The pair hadn't even gone entirely out of sight, yet, when Jennifer emerged from her tent, tugging her tangled,
shoulder-length hair undera baseball cap, looping it through the hole at the back as she walked to the fire. She looked
tired, like she hadn’t slept too well, and D oc thought that was the case. The argument between her and Marty was
clearly taking its toll on both parties involved. “l suppose it was too optimistic of me to think that the weather might've
changed,” she greeted him with a sigh, flipping back one of the tarps that was keeping their lawn chairs dry and having
a seat. “Maybe | should’'ve gone into meteorology instead of journalism....”

“It looks like it's slowing down a bit,” Doc said. “Maybe it'll stop altogether soon.”

Jennifer managed a rather slanted smile. “Iwouldn’tbet on it, but it's nice to think. Did Emily and Verne go to
the beach?”

“Yep.”

“Maybe I'll join them,” she said, but didn’t immediately move. Doc studied her fora moment as he set the frying
pan on the rack to heat up.



“l found Marty in the train this morning,” he said casually.

Jennifer’s cheeks flushed a bit with color and she shifted her eyes to the fire before her. “Yeah, | figured he
might go there,” she said.

“The cab’s notreallymeant to belivedin,” the inventor said gently. “I know you're bothhaving some issues right
now, but it really would be a bit of a bother for him — and everyone else — if he had to stay in another tent.”

Jennifernodded, looking even more embarrassed. “l understand,” she said. “He was justgetting on my nerves
last night and... yeah, | see your point, Doc. It was childish of me to kick him out. I'm sorry. I'm really sorry that you
guys are getting involved in this,” she added, her face now burning with color.

Doc smiled at her. “It's all right, Jennifer,” he said.

The twenty-five-year-old looked ske ptical. “l don’t think so,” she said. “l don’t understand why Marty’s making
such a big deal about this. How is wanting to use my maiden name just at my job such a bad thing?”

“I would speak with him about it,” Doc said neutrally, not wanting to get caughtin the middle.

“I'm trying, but he just doesn’t understand.” Jennifer sighed and settled back in the chair, shaking her head.
“Never mind, you don’t need to hear this.” She changed the subject. “Will we get through this, Doc?”

“What do you mean?” the scientist asked, though he had a pretty good idea.

“You've seen the future — our future,” she said. “Marty’s told m e that before. Is this going to last forever, this
stupid fight?”

“Nothing lasts forever, Jennifer — and | don’t know the answer to your question. The future is constantly in a
state of flux from our actions of the present. W hat is there one day might not be there the next.”

“Oh.” The answer didn’'t seem to bring the newswoman much comfort. She stood. “I think I'll go after Emily
and Verne. | did want to see if | could find some glass baubles from the high tide....”

“All right.”

Doc found himself alone once more — until Jules came out a few minutes later, perhaps drawn by the scent
of bacon cooking. He didn't say anything to his father at first, rum maging for a plastic coffee mug and the tin of instant
coffee in the box of food. “Morning,” Doc finally said to his oldest.

Jules looked up at him at the greeting, his brown eyes blinking. Seeing his son now always gave the scientist
a faint start, perhaps due to the way he resembled more and more, by the day, the older man that Doc had met in the
future a few years ago. Once people got to be about seventeen or eighteen, it seemed that they attained the general
facial appearance that they would be stuck with for the rest of their days, and so he suspected it wasn't terribly
unexpected. Jules, in general, seemed to take more after Clara’s side of the family, physically, though his mannerisms
were decidedly from the Brown genes. Although attractive, Jules hadn't yet had a girlfriend, an occurrence Doc
speculated was due to both his son’s serious focus on school and the fact he was about three or four years younger
than most of his classmates. The eighteen-year-old regarded Verne's obsession with Amber with a fair amount of
cynicism and rolled eyes.

“Morning,” Jules said after a moment of hesitation. “Is the water hot, yet?”

“Almost, I'd wager,” Doc said.

Jules sat down across from him, over the fire. “You know, Dad, | was thinking....” he began.

The scientistarched an eyebrow as he turned the bacon over. “Not about cars, | would hope,” he said.

Jules shook his head. “No. It’s just... | really think you should file the patentand send the security system in
to the contest. It would be a shoo-in, | think, and you’d finally get some recognition.”



Doc winced a little at the subject, rather wishing that it had been cars. W hen he had installed a new security
system in the home and lab two years before, his entire family had been soimpressed by it that they had imm ediately
told him to patent itand try to market it to a company — and been just as appalled by his answer of “no.” They didn’t
understand his reluctance to do such a thingwhen he had spent so many years trying and failing to do just that. Things
had changed since then, though. He wasn’t so desperate to prove himself to the town of Hill Valleyanymore. Money
wasn't really necessary, and, most importantly of all, he hadn’ttaken any trips to the future back then. Now, he had
incorporated so many parts and asp ects from the future into his inventions, there was just no way he could try to patent
and sell them with a clear conscience.

The subject would've stayed buried, perhaps, if Jules hadn’t discovered last month that Hill Valley University
was holding a contest for newly patented inventions that would “protect the public” in some manner, with the first prize
being a thousand dollars. The aim was likely towards the graduate students atthe University, but Jules hadn't found
any restrictions again st participation by the public at large, and since then had been waging a campaign to persuade
his father to go for it. Jules wasn't so excited by the cash prize as he was by the chance to shift the public’s opinion of
the Brown family name. With the deadline now one week away, the teen was applying more pressure by the day to
persuade his father to change his mind, and had enlisted the other members of the family to do likewise. Since arriving
at the campsite, however, it hadn'tbeen brought up and Doc had foolishly believed thatperhaps itmeant the end of the
matter.

Unfortunately, though, itappeared he had justenjoyed a brief reprieve.

“We’'ve already discussed this, Jules,” the scientist explained patiently. “It's too dangerous for me to try
patenting anything.”

“Why? Just because you saw stuff in the future, and maybe took a transistor here or a circ uit there that hasn't
been made yet? Evenif you didn’thave the chance to do that, Dad, you know you would've found anotherway around

that. Maybe the things would’ve been a little bigger, but they would’ve worked the same.”

“There’s that, yes,” Doc said. “But there’s also the fact that in some cases | saw some bitof future technology
and decided to build it myself, with a few m odifications — like the holographic proje ctors for the time machines.”

Juleswasn’t buying it. “So don't show them that stuff — but I know you’ve made other things that aren’t around
now. Like that com puter program for analyzing REM waves and reading dreams. And the security system.”

“I'll think aboutit,” Doc lied. His son knew it and opened his mouth to launch into another spiel, but he was
saved by the arrival of Clara.

“Don’t nag your father about that, Jules,” she said as she made her way over to the fire. “You know he has his
reasons for what he's doing.”

“And you agree with me about them,” Jules said, looking up to his mother. Clara frowned faintly at him and the
teen dropped the subject with a sigh.

“Are you all right?” Doc asked his wife, concerned by her unusually pale face.
“I just feel a little off this morning,” Clara said. ‘“It’'s nothing to fret over, rest assured. |s the water ready?”

“l think so.” He watched Clara carefully as she found a mug and a teabag, then picked up the water kettle by
the handle, with a potholder, and poured the steaming water into the cup. “Are you sure you're all right?”

“I'm just tired,” Clara said as she setthe kettle down, only to have Jules pounce on itright away to get water
for his cup of coffee. “lI heard the others get up. Where did they go?”

“They’re at the beach. Actually, if you want, could you call them? | think breakfast’ll be readyin a few minutes,
definitely by the time everyone makes it back here and cleans up.”

“Sure.”

Clara headed off to the task with her mug in one hand, making herway carefully around the puddles. Once she
was out of eyeshot and earshot, Jules decided to resurrect the topic. “You know, Dad, | could always just submit the



stuff for you if you were too scared....”

Doc whipped his head around to face his son. “Don’t you dare,” he said, his tone threatening dire
consequences.

“It's not like | have the opportunity — | don’'t know where you keep the schematics — but | was just offering,”
Jules said, taking a sip from the instant coffee and grimacing a little. “I’'m serious, Dad, | really think you should do it.
I don’t think you're doing anything illegalor unethical, and it would be nice forall ofus to see you get some of the respect
you deserve. Do you know how crazy it is to keep quiet about some ofthe stuff you’ve made when jerks around town
start razzing me about you?”

“I know, Jules. | never said being my child was going to be easy.”

“No, but the perks are pretty nice — | wouldn't trade it away,” Jules said. “lI—

Whatever he was about to say was stopped by the sound of a faint, girlish shriek, nearly inaudible over the
sound of the constantly roaring ocean nearby. “Mommy!” Doc turned around, toward the ocean, in the direction that
Clara, Verne, Emily, and Jennifer had gone.

“Did you hear that, Jules?” Doc asked, uncertain if it had been his imagination.
“I heard something,” the teen admitted. “Want me to check it out?”
“Please,” Doc said.

Jules started to stand, buthe hadn’t gotten halfway up before Verne appeared over the rise, running past the
train, his eyes wide. “Dad, come quick,” he said, skidding to such a stop that he nearly slipped back into a mud puddle.
“Som ething’s wrong with Mom.”

Doc dropped what had been in his hands — the spatula and a plate — and was on his feetin a moment, running
in the direction Verne was leading him back to. Jules was right on his heels. Theyran up the slope, past the train,and
then Doc could see a small group gathered on the beach, closer to the edge of the trees than the water. He made a
beeline in that direction, his heartracing justas much from fear as it was from the exercise.

“What happened?” he called out when he was in earshotof the group. Jennifer was kneeling next to Clara, who
was lying quite stillon the sand. Her mug of tea lay a few inches away from her hand, the contents spilled into the sand.
Emily hovered anxiously above, her eyes wide with fear. At the sight of her father running over, she headed in his
direction.

“Daddy, she just fell over!” she reported.

“I think she fainted, Doc,” Jennifer said, touching the stillwoman'’s face with herhands. “Idon’t know why. Her
pulse seems a little fast, but | don’t think she’s sick or anything. There’s no sign of a fever....”

Doc crouched next to his wife and checked her pulse, finding it pretty much as Jennifer said. Her face looked
terribly pale framed by her darker hair, and the inventor hated how still she lay. “Verne, take Emily back to the
campsite,” he said immediately, coming to a decision even as he spoke. “Start to take things down. W e’re going home.”

There was no cries of joy at this announcement from anyone. Verne nodded soberly, taking his sister by the
hand and reluctantly pulling her away. Jules hovered nearbywith Jennifer, still. “Doyou need our help getting her back
to the train?” he asked.

Doc slipped his arms under his wife’s back and carefully lifted her into his arms, grunting at the weight. “I think
I've gotit,” he said. “You both help Verne and Emily. Take the tents down, put the fire out, stow the luggage in the train.
And make sure that we're leaving nothing behind to sugge st we've been here.”

Jules hurried off after his siblings, but Jennifer lingered, matching Doc’s long stride as he hurried as quickly as
he could through the shifting sand under his feet. “Do you think something is wrong with her?” she asked anxiously.
“She seemed fine until she fainted.”



“People don’tjust faintfor no reason — especially Clara,” Doc said, rather grimly. “l hope there’s nothing wrong,
but I'm not going to riskit. Clara tumed fifty on her last birthday, and even with the future overhaul she had then, that's
not a guarantee perfect health will remain.”

Jennifer nodded. “Maybe she just ate something bad,” she suggested help fully.

In his arms, Clara began to stir, moaning faintly. “Emmett?” she murmured, her eyes half opening.

“I've got you, Clara. | think you've fainted. W e’re going home, now.”

She moaned again. “I'm so dizzy...” Clara half whispered, leaning her head against her husband’s shoulder.

“Hang on, I'll have you down in a minute... Jennifer, can you get the door for me?”

The young woman nodded, scurrying ahead to open the train’s door. Doc ascended the steps carefully with
the delicate package in his arms, then slammed to a halt at the sight of his pathway blocked.

“Marty, get up, now,” he said, concern for his wife sharpening his tone. The young man bolted up into a sitting
position, clearly startled by the voice, his eyes popping open. He blinked, confused, at the sight before him.

“What’'s going on?” he asked, not moving.
“We're going home. Can you move, please? I'd like to set Clara down.”

The twenty-six-year-old stood, still in his sleeping bag, and hopped awkwardly out of the way to allow Doc
access to the bench atthe back, watching the proceedings with obvious perplexment. “What happened?” he asked.

“Clara fainted on the beach, Marty,” Jennifer explained from the doorway as Doc settled his wife down on the
bench, sitting up. Clara’s eyes were open, now, but she looked dazed and disoriented. Doc gently pushed her back
into the seat and picked up her ankles, setting them up on a couple of supply boxes to elevate them.

“Do you know where you are?” he asked her softly, looking into her eyes.

“Ah... the train’s cab,” Clara said after a moment of thought, hereyes glancing about the smallchamber. She
frowned. “Wasn't | just on the beach?”

“Yes. You fainted. How do you feel now?”
Clara hesitated. “W oozy and tired,” she said. “Almost like | have the flu.”

“Maybe it's food poisoning,” Marty suggested from behind the scientist, slipping out of his sleeping bag. “Are
we really leaving now?”

“Yes,” Doc said, glancing at the musician and his wife. “Can you help the kids with breaking down camp?”

The younger couple nodded and leftto take care ofthe tasks. Doc beganto move things outof the way, setting
them on the train’s stairs to be loaded into the tender or stowing them under the seats. Clara watched him from the
seat, blinking as her brow furrowed. “Emmett,” she said after a moment, “don’t you think you might be overreacting a
bit?”

“In what way?” Doc asked immediately, tossing aside a sweatshirt he recognized as Marty’s, removing it from
the cold boiler. “Fainting isn’t a sign of good health, Clara.”

“Maybe, but is it serious enough to constitute cutting the trip short? I'm feeling a little better now. Maybe Marty
was right, maybe it is food poisoning.”

“If that’s true, then we’ll find out with a visit to the doctor. Don’t fight me about this, Clara. | know you hate
doctors, butyou are going to see one today, as soon as we get back.”

The woman sighed, reaching up to touch her forehead, as if she had a headache. “All right,” she said.



The campsite was broken down in record time, though Doc knew that once they got back home, they would
have to take everything and lay itout to dryin the sun before really packing things back up. Once things were collected
and packed away — with most of it stored in the tender, as the cab was very tight with seven people — Doc had
everyone take a portion of the cam psite and search for things they might've left behind — a gum wrapper here, a piece
of food packaging there — that mightcause considerable questionsif later found bylocals orarcheologists. When the
scientist was satisfied that things looked as barren as they had when they had arrived, he prepared the time machine
for departure — program ming it to bring them back home five minutes after they had left, onJune 4, 1994 at 9:15P.M.
back in Hill Valley — then ushered everyone into the train. It was quite uncomfortable; everyone but Clara and Emily
were standing, and the humidity rocketed up with so many damp people in a small space.

“Is everyone postive they didn't leave anything behind?” Doc asked as he flipped the proper switchesto activate
the hover conversion.

There was a chorus of various affirmative responses The train rose slowly into the air and Doc elevated it
vertically until they had cleared the tre eline and he had a clear path all around the time machine. He rotated the train
a little, aiming it out towards the ocean, then accelerated itup to speed. The vehicle responded well, despite the wind
and the rain driving at it Doc watched the gauge measuring the speed as it crept up to seventy... then eighty... then
eighty-five....

At eighty-seven miles per hour, there was a faint, brief vibration throughout the entire frame of the train that the
inventorfelt through the soles of his hiking shoes and the hand that gripped a hold atthe frontof the cab. A second after
that, he heard a buzzer start to go off, loudly and shrilly. The sound hadn’t quite registered with him when the vehicle
hit eighty-eight and launched itself forward in time.

The sonic booms, Doc reflected, went on much longer than he had ever known them to go before. Butthat
observation had hardlybeen acknowledged when a bright, dazzling light from outside iluminated the interior ofthe train.

“Lightning!” someone shouted — just as a terrific crash deafened every ear in the cab, matched precisely with
an even greater glow of light that temporarily blinded Doc. The train buckled — and then started to fall.

Great Scott! the scientist thought, his eyes huge in his face as he gripped the handhold tightly, cold realization
smacking him in the face. We've been struck by lighting!



Chapter Two

June 4, 2002
4:00 p.m. Pacific Daylight Time
EPB Technologies Corporate Headquarters
Elmdale, California

Meanwhile, in Another Dimension....
There has to be a better way of doing this.

That had been the thought on Emmett Brown’s mind for the past six months, ever since someone in his
company’'s Research and Developmentdivision had pointed out a particular flaw in his at-long-last unveiled designs and
prototypes for automotive and heavy industry engines powered by clean fusion rather than polluting petrochemicals.
It wasn’t exactly aflaw, or so everyone in his firm’s engineering sector kept telling him, just apart of a design that might
pose some problems in manufacture, since it required a specific device most current engine plants simply didn’t have
available. This original design was, of course, the most efficient one possible; the more than three years Emmett had
spent secretly designing and building the fusion engine had made sure of that, so there would be no complaints from
powers like the EP A, or from auto com panies whining that they couldn’t afford to rebuild their factories just to make the
engines. Butif there was a way to rework that part of things, just for now, so that the auto industry could build the things
without needing a rather expensive retooling of all their engine manufacturing facilities, nothing would stand in the way
of the devicegaining complete acceptance from everyquarter that currently used polluting internalcombustion engines.

That minor problem, however, was a major annoyance to the man who had invented the thing. He'd known
when he’d started the project thatthey wanted to be ableto show the industries whowould build and use fusion engines
in their products something that theycould construct using the facilities they already owned. Granted, the profits tothem
wouldn’'t be as great, since thatkind of manufacturing process wasn’t as efficientand cost-effective,buta clean-burning,
mechanically-simple, cheap-to-operate, and virtually silent engine was sure to be very popular with everyone, except
devoutgearheads who loved to hear theroar of an unmuffled engine. Once the things started to sel, the manufacturers’
general profits would rise, thus givingthem the capitalto update their plants, make operations even more efficient, and
ultim ately incre ase their profit margin per unit by at least tenfold. All of this had been in Emmett’s mind when he’d first
sat down at his drafting table and began work on the project.

So how, after three years of working on it, refining it, double and triple and quadruple checking it, had he
managed to miss such a glaring mistake?

It hadn’t taken other people long to spotit. Three days after it had been unveiled at the main EPB facility in
Elmdale — fortunately only to the firm’s engineers, not to the general public — one of the company’s newest R&D
employees, Alan Parrish, had spotted the potential problem. Emmett wasn’'t mad at the young man; he’'d been the one
who’d recomm ended hiring him right out of college, having seen som ething in him everyone else appeared to miss, a
quiet curiosity and creativity that the inventor somehow knew might someday do great things, if given half a chance.
He was mad at himself. He should’ve seen this on his own, before he declared the design finished. And by now, after
six months of struggling with the problem, he should’ve long since found an answer.

His family and friends, without exception, had one for him: He was working too hard. He was so determined
to make this invention as perfectas possible,to getit absolutely right the first time, he was all but guaranteeing that if
an answer existed, he would never see it. Ever since his life had veered off the path of failure and mediocrity and
disappointment onto that of success, Emmett had been admittedly reluctantto do anything thatmight lead him back to
being a public failure, an objectofridicule. For more than eighty years, he'd thought he'd long since come to terms with
his status as the local crackpot, butapparently, he hadn't, not as well as he’'d once thought. He suspected this change
of personal attitude had a lot to do with his family. For himself, he could go back to being the town joke, but notfor them.
He had so dreaded exposing them to his bad reputation in Hill Valley of his present that now, when things had finally
changed for the better, he never wanted to risk subjecting them to even greater humiliation if he failed again.

That's what he’d been tellingthem: He was doing this for them, not forhimself. The fusion engine would b enefit
everyone, and he wanted to seeit succeed, and not languish in the labs for anotherthree years — or perhaps forever
— just because of a small manufacturing glitch. There was a simple solution to the problem; he could feel it in his
bones, though he couldn’t bring it to the front of his thoughts. Once he had it, he could tum it overto his employees at



EPB, let them take the project from there, and finally relax and be done with it.

The suggestion sounded great in theory, but was turning out to be terrible in practice, something his family,
Clara in particular, had been pointing out to him more and more often of late. Emmett promised to take time off after
the engine problem was fixed, but so long as he refused to take a break, the problem would never be fixed. He'd gotten
too involved with it, and until he let himself unwind a little, she knew without a doubt that the solution, simple though it
might be, would continue to evade him. Moreover, it had been almost three years since their last genuine vacation,
taken in the fall after Emmett had first installed the engine prototype into the Jaguar time machine, an event that had
accidentally led Marty on a wild adventure across multiple dimensions, in search of help for his injured mentor and a
way back home to the time and reality in which he belonged. So many things had happened since then: the opening
of the main EPB facilities in EImdale, Jules going off to begin college atHarvard, a bizarre temporalmix-up with another
time traveler that had ultimately brought into existence their fourth child, Emm ett Christopher Brown, born in 1995....
Those were merely the high points of the last three years, which had been filled with much, much more, and it was the
opinion of the entire Brown family, as wellas theircloser friends, such as the McFlys and the Bannings, thatDoc needed
to put on the brakes before he had a head-on collision with disaster.

Emmett, naturally, disagreed. His health was fine, his wits perfectly in place; he wasn’'t doing anything any
devoted inventor wouldn’tdo when confronted with a similar problem in a device he had labored on very hard to make
as perfect as possible in as many ways as possible. If he could just find that elusive answer....

“Emmett?”

The sound of a voice close to his left ear startled Emmett out of his concentration, making him nearly drop the
engine component he'd been staring at in an attempt to see, by sheer dint of will, the solution to this persistently
annoying problem. He was in his private office — more like a miniature lab rather than a place of business — in the
research division of the EPB compound, and thus hadn’t expected any interruption. He looked up as he bobbled the
small module, then setit down on the big electronic drafting table at which he'd been working when he saw who'd
spoken, and identified the voice asthat of his attorney and business partner, Peter Banning.

The middle-aged but still boyish CEO of their company saw whatthe inventor had been handling, and smiled
crookedly. “Still working on that, eh?” he commented drolly, knowing for a fact that Emmett had worked on little else,
these past few months. “I thought you were going home after lunch.”

The scientist frowned faintly, puzzled by the accusation, until he noticed thatit was now almost quitting time for
many of the workers. He harrum phed softly. “And | thought you were going home after some two o'clock meeting. Isn’t
your family expecting you back in Tiburon tonight?”

“Yes, but my reason for not making it on time is legit.” He nodded to the office’s wide windows, which gave a
beautifulview of the wooded hills to the west and north of the EPB grounds. A single glance showed skies so dark, one
could easily have mistaken the hour as much later in the day, post-sunset. “We’ve got some nasty storms rolling in,
Strickland Field’s been closed for the last hour, and I'm not taking a chance with the corporate jet or myself until
everything’s safe again. | know that’s not why you’re still here. If you haven’t been able to find anotherway to build that
part of the engine, maybe youshould letthe rest of our engineers take a crack at it. It's just a manufacturing problem,
Emmett, not a flaw in the design, and it's not eventhatbig a problem. There’s nothing wrong with letting fresh eyestake
a good look at it and see if they can come up with the answer you need.”

Emmett made a rather uninterpretable face, first at the threatening skies, then at the device and the designs
displayed on the LCD drafting table, and finally at his partner. “Maybe not, but 'm so close—"

"—to becoming a nervous wreck, yes,” the younger man said with easy honesty. “When was the last time you
had a real vacation?”

“Probably the lasttime you did,” was the inventor's snappy comeback.

But P eter shook his head. “No way. Moira and | went on trip to Hawaii in January. | know you haven’t gone
anywhere strictly for pleasure since you and Clara went to Ireland back in '99.”

He was right, but that didn’t mean Emm ett had to like it. “Has Clara been telling you to lean on me about taking
a vacation?” he asked, virtually certain that was the case.



Banning was nonchalant. “She mentioned thatshe’s got one planned, yes, and that she and the kids are leaving
in a few we eks, whether you like it or not. She didn’t say anything specific, but | got the distinct impression she'd be
muc h happier if you came along, of your own free will.”

“But—"

The lawyer/executive sighed expansively before his friend and partner could get out another word. “Y’know,
Emmett, Ithought | was supposed to be the recovering workaholic in this partnership, not you. But you're starting to
act every bit as bad as | did twelve years ago, burying yourself inwork and not even noticing how it’s affecting the little
people — like your family. I'd like to think this is just because you're a creative type and you lose track of time too easily,
but I know you and time and how you’re just aboutobsessed with it. Are you spending so much of it here, trying to figure
out this problem with the fusion engine because there're facilities in the labs you don’t have at home, or are you here
because home is the lastplace you want to be?”

If anyone else had asked him that question, D oc would have summarily dismissed itas nonsense, but heknew
very well that Peter understood the issue of family versus work better than anyone else of his acquaintance, having
nearly lost the former because of his utter ob session with the latter. Hearing the question come from him, it was difficult
to avoid the entire truth of the matter. “l don't think so,” he said a touch defensively, returning his attention to the
diagram s displayed on the electronic tabletop. “Why should | not want to be athome?”

Peter shrugged. “Because you still haven't gotten used to the way home is, and you haven't figured out how
to reconcile that with the way it used to be. | can’t say that | entirely understand whatit’s like to go time traveling and
come back to a life that som ehow got switched around in ways you never expected — mostly because I've never been
time traveling, notreally — but I've got an imagination. If I'd gone off and come back only to find | had a five-year-old
son | didn't have before.... Ithink it'd take me more than a few months to get used to the idea, even if some of my
memories changed, too. I'm not supposed to tell you this, but Clara’s afraid you're throwing yourself into this engine
project because you're still uncomfortable around Chris.”

“That’'s not true,” Emm ett said at once, then qualified it. “W ell, not entirely. | have to admit, there’'re some days
I'm still startled by Chris, butnot because | dont want him around. | justhonestly had never stoppedto consider how
time travelcan cause people to exist — which | should’ve, since | already knew it could erase them from existence, and
if that can happen, then the opposite should also be possible.”

“Does that mean you aren’t trying to avoid him?”

The scientist had to ponder it for a bit before shrugging. “I think so. If 'm spending too much time here, it's
because | really do want to solve this manufacturing problem myself, Peter, | swear. | spent years working on this
project, completelyin secret,and | was positive I'd covered all possible bases when it came to designing a system that
could be completely constructed using already extant manufacturing facilities, and then later could be built more
efficiently and profitably using newer equipment. Itjust... annoys me, having a kid fresh out of college point out the one
spot | missed twentyminutes after he firstgot a look atthe schematics. Makes me feel as if l ought to go back to school
and brush up on all the training | got too many years ago.”

“Now there’s an idea,” Peter reflected brightly. “Lots of people go back to school to catch up on changes and
new developments in their field. Why don’t you do that instead of be ating your head again st a wall like this? Our staff’ll
figure out how to get around this petty little problem, you'll get out of here and off doing something else, and you’'ll make
your family happy, since they’ll get to see a whole lot more of you than they have lately. Afteryou take a vacation, that
is.”

The elder man’s dark eyes rolled expressively. “Me, go back to school, at my age? I'm almost eighty-nine...!”

The answering smile was pure mischief. “Then you can be the poster child for continuing adulteducation,” he
teased, then sobered. “I mean it, Emmett. You've been here almost every day for nearly six months, you're upsetting
your family, and you're making the R&D engineers feellike you don’t trust them to do their jobs. You've already done
the hardest part, designing the engine in the first place; everybody knows it. Letthem work out the kinks — kink,” he
corrected, knowing there was only the one.

Banning could see on his partner’s face that Emmett wasn’t going to go for the idea, so he sighed again and
reluctantly pulled outthe big guns. “You can keep it up if you want, but | should remind you that it's a direct violation
of our corporate policy — policy, | might add, that we drafted together, and both agreed would pertain to us as much



as to any other employee, adm inistrator, or investor.”

Emmett's eyes now narrowed. “What policy?” he wanted to know, unable to see how his months of hard work
could violate anything.

Peter remained calmly unruffled, in what his friend recognized as his attorney mode. “The one that applies to
projects in researchand development. Anyperson affiliated with EPB who deliberately interferes with or obstructs work
in ways that hinder a project or delay its completion will be put on suspension, terminated, subject to investigation to
determine the cause of their actions, and/or criminally prosecuted, as per the decisions of the responsible executive
officer and the results of investigation.”

Both his toneand his expression softened. “l already know you aren’t doing this to hurt the company or interfere
with your own patents, Emmett, but you are delaying this project from being publicly launched because you're too
damned close to the forest to see the trees. As EPB’s Chief Executive Officer, I'm putting you on suspension.”

The inventor was shocked and appalled. “You can't do that...!”

“Yes, | can,it's in our partnership agreement. If either of us has reasonable cause to believe the otheris acting
in ways detrimental to either himself or our business, we can bar him from all the company facilities until the problem
has been resolved. We knew each other wellenough right from the start to realize that sooner or later, one or both of
us’d wind up overdoing it and need to be forced into taking a vacation. lknow, | know,” he said, waving aside the elder
man’s protests. “This is important to you, and | understand that. You’'ve put a lot of hard work into it. But you've put
even more hard work into your family, and they're the ones who're suffering the most because you just won'tlet go of
this. You've been so wrapped up in minutiae, you haven’t even noticed how they’re feeling. Go home, Emmett. Let
Alan and the others take a shot at finding an answer to the problem he found. If they don’t, when you come back atthe
end of the summer — and yes, that's how long | want you to go; | don’t want to see you here again until August at the
very soonest — you’ll at least have had time to rest and clear your head and have a fresh go at it And if by some
chance you should come up with the answer on your own before then, you can always phone itin.”

For a while, Emmett said nothing. Presently, he sighed even more heavilythan Peter had. “You came up with
this on your own, didn’t you?” he said, mildly sulky. “Clara didn’t suggest it.”

“Idon’t think she even knew we had that clause in our partnership contracts,” the attorney confirmed. “But | did
know how much she and your kids and your friends like me and Marty have been bothered by watching you push
yourself so hard over the last few months. You're just frustrating yourself, youre not making any real progress,and you
need the tim e off to put yourself back in focus again. You don’twant to wind up like lalmost did, Emmett. Please, go,
relax, and try to remember that there’'s more to life than being a success.”

After so many years of being anything but a success, hearing someone say a thing like that to him finally
managed to make an impact on the inventor. “l suppose you have a point,” he grudgingly admitted, “though | know I'm
closing in on the answer....”

Petergrinned. “That’s whatyou said aweek ago, and a month ago, and four months ago. And maybe this time,
you are. But you've got three weeks before you're supposed to head off on whatever vacaton itis Clara’s got planned.
If the answer hitsyou before then, you can let the staff know, and they can take it from there. And they can,” he added
with pointed emphasis. “We wouldn’t be paying them if they couldn’t. They need the practice, anyway. You need the
rest.”

“All right,all right, I'll go!” Emmett surrendered, signaling his acquiescence by shutting down the drafting system.
“But you're m aking it sound like I'm ready to be putin a home! And | still think Clara put you up to it....”

The attorney shook his head. “No, this was my idea, though she did tell me she wished she could think of a
way to make you go along with them. | think she was seriously conte mplating getting your sons and Marty together to
hogtie you and drag you to the airport....”

The inventor snorted his opinion of how effective that method would have been — though in all honesty, it
might've worked. Though Chris was only six, Jules would turn nineteen in September, at the beginning of his third year
at Harvard, while Verne would be seventeen in October, atthe start of his last year at Hill Valley High. Both boys had
taken after their father in height, and while Marty was shorter and only a few days away from his thirty-fourth birthday,
he was still in good shap e, certainly enough to help two other young men pin down someone considerably olderand not



quite as nimble as he used to be. He'd have to give serious consideration to having a better rejuvenation done one of
these days, if he wanted to be able to live long enough to see almost-twelve-year-old Emily and Chris graduate from
college and begin lives of their own. And when he did, he should find some way to talk Clara into going along, too....

His ruminations were interrupted by the sound of the phone,a not unple asant electronic chime that nonetheless
made the distracted scientist jump a bit. The particular type ofring indicated a call from outside the company; a good
guess pegged it as being Clara even before he picked up the receiver.

“I hope I'm not interrupting anything important, dear,” the former schoolteacher told her husband in what
sounded to be perfectly honest tones, “but we have a little... situation herethat Ithink you should come check out before
one of the boys does som ething rash.”

The particular quality of her voice reasonably convinced the inventor that this was not a joke, or some kind of
ploy to get him home on time for supper. “What kind of situation? Is someone hurt?”

“No, no, nothing like that,” she assured him. “It's the weather....”

“Yes, | noticed it’s taken a turn for the worse.” Which it had; the wind had picked up considerably; large drops
of rain were beginning to fall,thunder was rumbling loud enough to be heard even inside the well-soundproofed building,
and the timing between the flashes of lightning and the answering growls of thunder said thatthe brunt of the storm was
not far off. Given the landscaping of the property near his home, an awful thought occurred to him. “The wind didn’t
knock another tree into the house, did t?” Only a year before, an ancient oak in front ofthe old mansion had lost a large
branch during a nasty storm; the thing had smashed into the upper level of the house, breaking most of the windows
in Clara’s sewing room and doing considerable damage to both the room and its contents. There were a lot of large
old trees around the former Morris mansion, a blessing for shade in the summer, but occasionally a curse when one
of them came down during the wicked storms that all too frequentlyran along Bald Ridge and flooded the low-lying areas
of nearby Fairy Chasm and Silver Creek Canyon.

He could fairly he ar his wife shaking her head. “No, thank goodness. ButVerne was watching the storm roll
in from the back deck, and he swears he saw something get hit by lightning and go down in the canyon, just a few
minutes ago. He and Juleswant to go out and check, because Verne's convinced it was a small plane or a helicopter
and people might be hurt. I've put my foot down and told them they’re absolutely not to go out in this dreadful storm,
but Verne at least wants to call 911. | know you don’t want the authorities poking about on our property unless it's
unavoidable, but if Veme is right.... Well, I'm sure you wouldn’t want to deny help to people who need it, either. Is there
some way you can check with the airportto find out if acrash was reported by the pilot, or some aircraft’'s gone missing
in the area? If there are people out there in need of help....”

Emmett understood immediately. “We’ll help, of course. Yes,I'm sure there’s a way to find out — but 'm also
sure Verne must be mistaken. Peter just told me that Strickland Field’s been closed for over an hour. If the Weather
Service has seen the storms coming for thatlong, air traffic control would’ve been diverting flights away from Hill Valley
and out of danger.”

Clara loosed an expansive sigh of relief. “Then it must've been his imagination, or som ething like a big eagle
diving after som e rabbit at just the right moment. I'll tell him and Jules about the airport being closed, butwould you
mind coming home as soon as you can? | do worry about you at times like this, and with you here, I'll feel better about
the boys not trying som ething they shouldn’t. That canyon’s so treacherous in stormy weather....”

The inventor knew it well, since their daughter E mily had had an unexpected and potentiallyfatal accident there
not even a year ago, during a sudden summer storm. The rocky maze of box canyons, ravines, crevices, and creek
beds that had been cutover the centuries by both the elements and Silver Creek — the stream that had once provided
water to the old Delgado Siver Mine — was an intriguing natural wonder in good weather, but could become
dangerously flooded during the torrential downpours that blew up during the spring and summer. Emmett had
purchased the large tract of land and turned it into a nature preserve to keep it out of the hands of unscrupulous
investors with development plans he — and no one living in southwestern Hill Valley — wanted anywhere near their
backyards. It was a pleasantenough place to go hiking, but on days like today, it was also a potential deathtrap.

“l was just heading out,” he told her, glad that for once, he wasn't fibbing. “I'll be home as soon as | can. Just
make sure allthe kids stay inside — use the security system to keep the house sealed, if you have to. The lastthing
| want to do today is mount up a rescue partyto save my own kids when they ought to know better than to go out in the
first place.”



Chapter Three

Tuesday, June 4, 2002
4.00 P.M.
Hill Valley, California

The Emergency Landing System that came built into the train’shover conversion slowed but didn't entirely stop
or controltheir descent. Shrieks both human and metallic filled the air of the cabin as the vehicle lunged sharply to the
left, then twisted to the right. Finally, it came to a jarring, crunching halt on the ground, roughly tossing about the
passengers as it settled. There was an angry hiss of steam, the sizzling sound of frying electronics, and then, briefly,
silence — until another crack of lightning split the air above.

“W hat the hell just happened?” Doc heard Marty demand, his voice quavering une asily.

Doc had to swallow a few times before he could answer, his mouth utterly bone dry. “The time vehicle was
struck by lightning,” he summarized, carefully getting to his feetfrom where he had been thrown back against the door.
His back ached dully in a num ber of places from the stair panels hiting him just so, but thatwould pass. ‘“Is everyone
all right?”

“I'm fine, Emmett,” Clara saidimmediately, also sounding shaken. Next to her, Emily started to cry, and Clara
rushed to comfort her. “Emily and | were both strapped in,” she explained as she stroked her daughter’s hair. “Jules?
Verne?”

“We're fine, Dad,” Verne said, wincing as he, too, stood.

“I think I've just got a few bruises, Doc,” Jennifer said. “And enough of a scare to last me a lifetime.” She
laugh ed nervously.

“You got thatright,” Marty agreed, standing from where he had been knocked to the floor and looking through
one of the windows as Doc quickly checked the readouts. The smell of fried electrical components was beginning to
fillthe cabin, and he nearly groaned aloud, thinking about how much work the repairs were going to take.

“Well, the good news is we're back home, according to the time display,” he said, nodding to the line of rolled
letters and numbers that he hadn't gotten around to replacing with digital readouts, or an LCD screen. He rather liked
the quainter display. “But I think it’'s going to take weeks to get this back up and running. The electrical system is
shot....”

“Uh... Doc?” Marty began, glancing away from the window. “l don’t mean to rain on your parade — no pun
intended — but... where the hell are we?”

“What do you mean?” Doc asked, looking away from the bank of readouts and circuits.

“He’s right, Dad,” Jules said, already next to one ofthe windows and peering out at the stormy world beyond
with a frown. “lI don’t recognize what’s out there at all....”

Curious and a little worried, now, Doc stepped to the closest window and looked out, just as the others crowded
to the panes of glass. In the flashes of lighting that lit up the sky, beyond the heavy sheets of rain, he saw what looked
to be large walls of rocks stretching up to the sky, and sparse stands of wild brush. The train, so far as he could
determine, had avoided crashing into the walls of what looked to be a narrow canyon or ravine — thank God — instead
settling down on some unlucky scrub bushes that had taken most of the impact. The cowcatcher had stopped just a
foot shy of a sheer rock wall. But both Jules and Marty were correct; he didn’trecognize their surroundings atall. It
certainly wasn’'t Eastwood Ravine — that was a bit wider — and he was all but certain this wasn't part of the wild
property that stretched a mile behind his house. The scientistlooked away from the window and at the location display
mounted above the dates and times. A small frown settled on his face when he saw that it indeed read “Hill Valley,
California, USA.”

“What’s wrong, Emmett?” Clara asked im mediately, picking up on her husband’s disquiet.



“Idon’t know,”the scientistanswered honestly. “The displays are teling me we're back home, and since they're
not liable to be displaying false information, even if the electrical system is out, that can only mean one thing....” He
paused, thoughtful, eyes narrowed as he eyed the time display and circuits — and then he reached out and touched
the large keyboard, running his hands lightly above the keys. They were damp. An idea— a terrible one — began to
creep into his mind. W hat if—

“Daddy?” Emily asked, her words coming out through a little whimper and sniffle. “Can we get outof here? The
train smells funny and that water outside looks like it's getting bigger....”

Startled by her words, Doc looked back out the window — and saw what looked to be a small creek several
hundred feet behind the train, the muddy water moving swiftly, growing wider all the while with the addition of the rain.
For all he knew they were sitting in the dry wash of a creek bed, and with a storm like this...

“All right, we're going to have to leave,” he decided, keeping his voice carefully calm.
“In this storm?” Marty asked, aghast. “Are you outta your mind?”

Doc swung his eyesover to his friend and spoke carefully, notwanting to alarm Emily, in particular. “We can't
stay here, Marty. This kind of creek bed may look dry right now, but with the storm, there could be flash flooding. It
would be considerably safer for us to leave this area.”

The young man understood at once, glancing out the window to confirm the words. “But where are we
supposed to go? None of us have rock climbing equipment, and we could be wandering around for hours atthe bottom
of this thing!”

Verne spoke up as Clara unbuckled herself and Emily from the seats at the back. “I think | saw a house right
before we got struck,” he said. “I dunno how far away it is, but | think we came in right behind it. | don’t think we’'d be
more than a few miles away from it, tops. If we hiked out there, we could probably use a phone and call a cab or
something.”

“But where are we?” Jennifer asked, sounding worried. “Did you recognize it, Verne?”

The blond teen hesitated. “l dunno,” he said. “Everything happened so fast after that bit with the lightning...
It looked pretty big, though.”

“| say we go there,” Marty voted, already slipping on his backpack and his hood. “Civilization is better than
nothing. The house wasn’t abandoned, was it, Verne?”

“No — | saw lights on inside it.”

“So we know we're definitely in a ime with electricity,” Doc said, half to himself. “All right, that sounds good.
Bring only what you have to — we could be walking for a while.”

Jules pulled his father asid e as everyone gathered together their mostimportant things. “W hat if the water gets
up to the train?” he asked. “If we aren’'t back home, itcould really ruin the only way out we have.”

“We appear to be on arise,” Doc said, matching his son’s soft tones. “And storms of this magnitude usually
move through rather quickly. It would take a hell of a lot of water to physically move the train downstream, and | think
even if it was flooded, we'd be able to salvage it. Lord knows there’s not much more that can ruin the electrical system,
after that bolt....”

Jules looked skeptical but didn’t say anything more. In short order, hoods and coats had been donned, what
could be carried in backpacks had be en packed, and the rest of the unnecessary stuff that was in the cab was stacked
on the seat ofthe bench, justin case water did come in. Doc manually shutdown everything he could, but itwas almost
a joke; everything was already pretty well dead until he could replace wires and circuits, a project he was not looking
forward to.

He left the trainfirst, while the others were stillgatheringtheir things, to geta look at the externaldamage. The
rain was coming down hard, the sky so dark it felt ike dusk, but with the aid of a high intensity flashlight he was able
to get a good idea of what he would have to face once he got the train moved back to its home. Based on the charred



discoloration on the exterior, it appeared that the lighting strike had hit the train through the anemometer — and half
melted it in the process. The scientist made a face at the smellof ozone still lingering in the airaround the time machine
and walked around to the front carefully, doing his best to avoid slipping in the mud under his feet. A look at the flux
capacitor to see how ithad come through made his face pale almost to the same shade as his hair. The glass casing
was broken open, as if something hard had struck it head-on; whatlooked to be feathers were scattered and caught
in the bitof casing that reminded. Exposed tothe elements now, the entire Y shape of the device listed sharply to the
left, with the bottom prong half broken and disconnected from the center, where it was supposed to meetin the middle.
Shards of glass and bits of wires and metal littered the floor of the casing.

“It's broken,” Doc murmured aloud, remem bering only then the odd tremor of the train seconds before they had
left the past. A bird, no doubt, had flown right into the flux capacitor — or, rather, the train had flown into the bird. A
seagull, he would wager, from the amount of damage done and from the feathers remaining. The warning buzzer had
indeed gone off when it detectedthe damage, he remembered that now — butthey had traveled through time, obvio usly,
in spite ofit. There was no doubt of that at all. Nor was there any doubt thatthey were stillon Earth, and in the future.

But something feltweird. A little off. Standing in the drenching downpour, lightning flickering overhead, the
inventor felt chilled for a reason unrelated to the storm or the terrifying landing they had taken. He almost felt he knew
what the answer was, but the more he strained to bring it into focus, the more it danced away.

Marty startled him out of his concentration a moment later as he left the train. “Is everything all right, Doc?” he
asked, shielding his eyes from the gust of rainy wind to look at his friend. “Is the damage worse than you thought?”

“In some ways,” the scientist said honestly. “I think we struck a bird on the way out of the past— right before
we hit eighty-eight. The flux capacitor is going to need some serious repairs.”

Marty blinked. “Really? Then how come we didn't get stuck back there?”
“Luck, | suppose.”

Marty rolled his eyes, skeptical. “Too bad thatluck itdidn’tlast until we landed. Don’t you think this storm is
pretty weird, Doc?” he added, changing the subject a little. “There wasn’t anything like this on the horizon whe n we left.”

“True; but we did come back a half hour after we left, and a storm like this tends to blow up fast.”

“Maybe...” Marty said, his voice clearly doubtful. He looked like he wanted to say something else, but Doc
changed the subject before he had the chance.

“Can you take a look at the back of the machine and let me know if there’'s any damage that | should know
about?”

“Sure.”

The young man set out on the task, half slipping from the mud and loose rocks underfoot. Doc studied the flux
capacitor another moment, then stepped gingerly around the front cowcatcher of the train to the other side. The train
appeared to list a bit to the left, but Doc saw at once that it wasn’t by any fault of the vehicle, which had its wheels still
folded under the bottom of the machine; it was merely the bushes that had been crunched by the impact of the train.
Aside from a cracked pane of glass on that side ofthe train, the inventor couldn't see any other bits of externaldamage
— but he knew that the internal damage was considerable, regardless.

By the time he had finished his inspection and rejoined Marty — who hadn’tseen anything amiss at his end —
the rest of his family and Jennifer had left the train and closed itup. “Which way did you see the house, Verne?” Doc
asked as he looked around, trying to see ifthere were any paths or signs of roads inthe area.

The teenager frowned, turning around alittle and looking up and about. “Thatway, | think,” he stressed, pointing
forward, towards the east. “But if I'm wrong, don’'t blame me. Idon’tknow how much the train moved around when we
were crashing.”

They set out slowly, walking carefullywith the rain, lightning, and slippery mud and rocks und erfoot. Doc hadn’t
gone too far before he realized that they were in a pretty rural area. The dirt was softerunderfoot, not hard-packed from
the frequent passage of hikers or vehicles. There was really no path to speak of, unless one counted the one that likely



wore rightdown the center of the small canyon where all the water was gathering.

Emily stayed close to Doc’s side as he followed Verne and Jules in the lead. Marty was right behind the little
girl. Clara and Jennifer brought up the end, and the inventor cast quick, frequent looks to make sure his wife wasn’t
having any problems. He hated having her out in this weather, and hiking no less, when she might be ill, but it simply
couldn’t be avoided. Clara, however, looked better than she had earlier, a little more color in hercheeks, and he dared
to hope that maybe the fainting that morning had been an isolated incident, a physical quirk of some kind.

They hadn’t gone far before Emily started complaining, breaking the rather tense silence that had come over
their group since leaving the train. “Daddy, I'm hungry,” she said, tilting her head back to look at him, and holding her
palm above her eyes, to shield them from the raindrops. “W e never had bre akfast.”

“I know,” Doc said, having com pletely forgotten about thatin allthe excitement of the lasthour or so. “We’ll get
something to eat as soon as we can, | promise.”

“But when?” Emily asked, whining. “I'm starving now!”
“When we can,” Doc repeated, making no promises.

“I think | have some granola barsin my backpack,” Marty said, heading off a potential tantrum. “Do you want
one of ‘em, Em?”

The six-year-old shifted her eyes to the object of her affection and beamed at him. “Yes, please,” she said
politely.

Marty swung his bag off his shoulderand fished around in one of the outer compartments as he walked, finding
one of the snacks after a moment and passing itto Emily. The girl rewarded him with another beaming smile as she
ripped open the foil packaging and started to eat the snack; her free hand snaked into Marty's. The young man
quickened his stride a little, with Emily in tow now, to catch up to Doc’s side. “You think the boys are leading us on a
wild goose chase?’ he asked in a low voice.

“I hope not,” Doc said, not wanting to even think about that. “W orse comes to worst, we could head back to
the train and set up camp — | think the worst of the storm might be past if the intervals between the lightning and
thunder is any indication — but I’'m not particularly excited by the idea of camping out here tonight.”

Marty shuddered. “No thanks,” he said. “I think I'd pay a million bucks now for a hot shower and hot food.”

“Agreed. And I still want to get Clara to a doctor.”

“What happened, again? She fainted or something?”

“Yes.Onthe beach. Verne, Jennifer, and Emily saw it happen and | don’tthink she was outtoo long — perhaps
five minutes, tops — but perfectly healthy people don't faint for no reason.”

“True,” Marty said, flicking a wet strand of hair from his eyeswith his free hand. “Didn’t you guys go to the future
a few months ago to get tuned up?”

“Yes,” Doc said, nodding. “Thatwas Clara’s fiftieth birthday gift and | joined her so we could both reset our
clocks, so to speak. And, no, nothing turned up with her health or mine thatwasn’t brought about by natural aging and
repaired... but things can happen over nine or ten weeks to change that.”

“l guess,” Marty said. “Maybe she just had low blood sugaror something. Ididn’'tsee her eat much last night.”
He glanced over his shoulder at the women. “She’s keeping up fine, now.”

“So far,” Doc said. He looked at his watch, frowning with faint irritation when he realized he hadn’treset itsince
their arrival. He did some quick calculations and guessed itwas closing in on a quarter to five.

“Doc, do you think we’re really in Hill Valley?” Marty asked. “l know it’s a city and all, but... Ireally have no idea
where we are. | don’t think I've ever heard about a place like this.”



“We could be in an area thathasn’t been settled yet, even by1994,” Doc said. “It would be quite presumptuous
of us to assum e that we know every nook and cranny of the area.”

“l guess....”

“Anyway, if Verne sawa house like he thinks, it's quite possible this is all privately owned land. Ifthat’s the case,
| wouldn’t be surprised neither of us knew about this.”

“Maybe.... There’'s something that's been nagging me, though, about the flux capacitor.”
“What's that?”

Marty wasn’t given the chance to explain. “There itis!” Verne cried, having rounded a bend adozen feet ahead.
“I knew | wasn't imagining things!”

The rest of the group hurried to catch up with him and saw the teen pointing at a large, sprawling house — a
mansion, really — perhaps a quarter mile distant, outside the canyon butbeyond an area of trees and brush, atop a
slight hill. Electric lights glowed from the windows, and from all external observations, the house appeared both lived
in and equipped with all the contemporary conveniences of what they considered the present time. Doc let out a huge
sigh of relief, notrealizing until then how much he had been afraid that they had ended up in the wrong time.

“You're probably right, Doc,” Marty said as they started forward again, ata quicker pace now that help was so
obviously close. “I'll bet this is all owned by ‘em. That’s a huge house! We must've landed out in the rich boonies.”

“Could’'ve been worse,” Jules said. He glanced slyly overat his father. “Maybe they have some... automobiles
they'd like to get rid of?”

“Don’t push it, Jules,” Doc warned.

The house was inde ed large; in fact, Doc quickly found that he had underestimated the distance between them
and it. By the time they reachedwhat looked to be the actualbackyard of the property, itwas almost 5:30, byhis guess,
and the rain had lightened to a rather cloying mist, allowing all to push their hoods back, at long last. The scientist felt
thoroughly soaked and hoped that whoever residedin the apparent mansion would be akind sort who mightoffer them
a snack and not shriek if they tracked in all the mud in on their shoes.

“What are we supposed to do now?” Verne asked as they halted at the edge of the backyard, half-concealed
by a stand of tall brushes and old trees, studying the white house with the blue tile roof. It was an interesting bit of
architecture, Doc had to admit, with octagonal Victorian-style turrets and two levels of decks. It looked like an older
building, perhaps from late in the last century, that had been throughly modemized and updated by its owner. He
wondered if it had been built after his family’s departure from 1896. Surely he would’ve heard aboutit, otherwise.

“Go up to the door and ask to use the phone,” Doc said. “It's really quite simple. I'll do it,” he added quickly.
“I've got a good cover story about how we ended up out here.”

“I'll go with you, Doc,” Marty offered, untangling his hand from Emily’s, finally. The little girl frowned faintly, but
said nothing. “Just to confirm things if they ask.”

“Should we wait here?” Verne asked, sounding disappointed by the prospect.

“It might be a good idea,” Doc said. “We don’twantto scare whoever's home — and for all we know they might
be a recluse who’s afraid of large crowds.”

“Lurking around in the shrubbery doesn’t seem terribly wise, either, Emmett,” Clara said. “They might think
we're a gang or something.”

Doc hesitated, thinking. “True enough. All right, let's go.”
He led the way across thelawn toward the nearest door at the back of the home, an entrance with a small porch

and a brass lighting fixture, near the bottom of the stairs to an upper deck. With so many windows set in the building,
he felt terribly exposed, almost like they were doing something wrong. (W ell, technically, they were trespassing, but it



couldn't entirely be helped.) When they finallyreached the porch, Doc had the others wait a short distance away while
he and Marty wentup the steps to the door. Seeing no indication of a doorbell, the scientist knocked a few times, firmly,
just in case the owners were in another part of the home. A moment passed before they heard footsteps running
towards the door.

“What's the cover story, Doc?” Marty hissed quickly as they heard fumbling from the other side of the door.

“I'll explain all — just play along,” Doc whispered, just as the door finally opened. A child blinked up atthem,
a boy of around Emily’s age. The inventor felta strange flash of familiarity as he stared atthe face of the child, and it
left him with a rather nagging feeling of deja vu. But why?

The boy’s green eyes grew terribly wide when he saw Doc, and the door slammed shut in his face. “Mommy!”
they heard him shriek from inside the house, footsteps frantically fleeing the door.

“What was that all about?” Marty asked, taken aback. “Did his parents teach him to be super paranoid of
strangers?”

“Either that or afraid of the town crackpot,” Doc said ruefully. He glanced at Marty for the firsttime, taking in
the young man’s wet and muddy appearance. “Actually, | suppose neither of us look particularly reputable right now.
Maybe the boy’s mother won'’t be so quick to judge.”

But when the door was opened a minute later, it wasn’t by the boy’s mother. Marty gasped loudly at the face
of the apparentowner of the home, and Doc took two quick steps back, nearlyfalling down the porch stairs, feeling the
blood drain thoroughly from his face. He blinked rapidlyin disbelief as he stared at the figure in the doorway. It had to
be a joke. Or a hallucination. He couldn’t be seeing what he thoughthe was, because thatwent beyond the logical —
and that m eant... that meant...

“Great Scott!” he gasped. “It can’tbe!”

And then Doc did the last thing he wanted to do at that moment: He fainted.



Chapter Four

Tuesday, June 4, 2002
5:20 P.M. PDT
10497 Fairy Chasm Road
Hill Valley, California

By the time Emm ett was able to leave the EPB grounds, it was well after 4:30. He had been delayed not
because he was trying to squeeze in just another five minutes’ worth of trying to solve his knotty problem, but because
he needed to leave instructions, appointing Alan Parrish to head up the resolution of the situation, since he had
discoveredit and the inventor feltit was both suitable reward and punishment for his cleverness. Peter, waiting for the
storms to pass so he could head hom e himself, let his partner see to this without protest, since he knew Emmett would
be better able to at least try to relax if he wasn’t worrying about someone else deciding who should do what with his pet
project. Itwas almost a quarter to five when the scientist was finally able to climb into his lovingly maintained DeLorean
and head home.

Home, happily, was only a few miles away, in the Hill Valley township area between the cityproper and theonce-
again growing town of EImdale, which was home to his burgeoning company and many of the people who worked for
it. Unhappily, though the worst of the storm had gone screaming through while he was finalizing work assignm ents, rain
was still pounding down in heavy sheets. The highway that led to his property, Fairy Chasm Road, wasn't often traffic-
heavy, butthatin itself was a problem, since the leaden skies and the fog ofrain tended to blureverything — road, trees,
telephone poles, oncoming traffic — into a monochromatic mess in which it was hard to tell one thing from another. Add
to that the fact that the silver-finished DelLorean had a tendency to “disappear” in such conditions, and Emmett knew
he was not going to be speeding home as fast as Clara would’ve lked. Well, Jules and Verne may have been typical
recklessly curious teenagers, but they weren’t stupid enough to risk their own lives in a deluge like this — and Clara
would have no compunctions against literally locking them in, if they tried anything foolish.

The rain was finally beginning to let up by the time he pulled the DeLorean into its parking slot in the three-car
garage near the house. The proliferation of vehicles, he noted not for the first time, was getting positively ridiculous;
whenever they had company, the place looked like a used-car lot. Inside the garage was parked not only his DeLorean
but the family van and the purple Celica Clara had received just overa month before as a gift for what the world thought
was her fiftieth birthd ay, but Doc and certain others knew was actually her fifty-fifth. The van was still useful for things
like toting about groups and doing major grocery runs, but Clara, having finally become comfortable with the art of
driving in the Twenty-First Century, preferred something smaller and more maneuverable — and easier to park — when
she was driving about town alone, or with only one or two passengers.

Outside was parked Jules’rather sporty-looking new three-door Saturn coupe — a giftfor his last birthday, and
areward for having achieved perfect grades during his firstyear atHarvard. Showing remarkably good sense, the youth
had picked the available bright blue finish rather than red or black for his first car. He knew allabout the high insurance
costs for males in his age group, and had heard the tales of how police tended to target sporty cars, es pecially red s porty
cars, for traffic violations of any kind. He hadn’t wanted to invite such troubles, and he even admitted that he wasn’t
really ared or black kind of guy. That was more Verne’'s thing. His younger brother's car — a ratherworse-for-the-wear
old Geo Storm that he’'d bought off a friend who’d gotten a new car as his high school graduation gift — was red, though
in places, it was showing other colors, as old dents and scrapes and rust took their toll. Verne was determined to save
up enough to get the worst of the damage repaired and the car repainted, but at the rate he was going, his parents were
quite sure the car would die before he managed it. Verne wasn’'t exactly a spendaholic, but he was rather free with his
money when it came to buying things he wanted or having fun with his friends. Since he did do the requisite chores to
earn his allowance and was working hard at school to earn scholarships toward his college education, his parents had
decided not to lecture him on the subject, so long as nothing he did with his money hurt him self or anyone else. In that,
Emily and Jules were more circumspect, Emily being very particular about the things on which she would spend her
allowance,and Jules being downrightfrugal to the point ofnear stinginess. Chris, brightthough he was, was com pletely
disinterested in the matter of money, beyond very immediate uses, as was typical of six-year-old kids.

As he parked the DeLorean, pushed the button to close the garage door, and headed for the exit nearest the
breezeway entrance on the north side of the old mansion, Emmett marveled once again at the strange twists his life had
taken over the past eight years. In October of 1994, he'd been dead certain that before the year was out, he would be
com pletely bankrupt again, would lose his house and everything he had, and would be out on the streets with his family,
a greater object of scorn than he'd ever been before. Now, he literally had more money than he knew what to do with,



was in imminent dangerof soon passing his partner to become the wealthiestperson alive, a trend that showed no sign
of reversing with theincreasing success of EPB and all his inventions since the fusionreactor. Hedidnt exactly dislike
this particular status; it certainly beat worrying about going broke and dragging his family down with him into poverty,
though the people who inevitably pursued him looking for handouts could be annoying, which made him all the more
grateful he’'d chosen this rather remote — and now well-secured — property to be his home after his return from the
past.

Sometimes, however, he did wonder whatit would be like to be normal. Not poor, not wealthy, notconsidered
either a pathetic crackpot or an inventive genius, just... normal. Marty had seen versions of him closer to that
description during his accidental interdimensional journeys in July 0f1999. The tales intrigued him, and every now and
then, he toyed with the idea of finding a way to visit other dime nsions safely, just to see what might have been....

Then again, with his luck, he'd go offto see other directions in which his life could have turned and find all the
bad ones, rather like Marty had with his own. He didn't really think he wanted to see himself as a real madman, a
destitute streetperson, or someone whose life had gone wrong to the point he becam e bitter or mean or downrighteuvil....
No, all things considered, imagining those possibilities was more than enough. No point in taking risks that might wind
up showing him parts of what he might have been that he didn't want to believe could be in him, lying in wait forthe right
moment and circumstances to express themselves.

Before opening the side door, he glanced through the inset window and saw that the rain was letting up a bit
more, but not enough to make the run from the garage to the house a comfortable one. He grabbed one of the
emergency umbrellas from a rack besid e the door and noted that it was the lastone, meaning itwas time to collect the
others that had been taken to the house and notreturned. He headed out, wishing yet again thateither the people who'd
added the garage had had the sense to put it closer tothe house, orthat he had the time to build a connecting tunnel
or a completely covered carportor an enclosed breezeway to make days like today much more comfortable. If some
poor pilot really had gone down in Silver Creek Canyon, Em mett didn’tenvy him — or any potentialrescuers — the hike
in and out.
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Inside the house, Clara was attempting to finish supper preparations while listening to her second eldest son
try to convince her that going out to make sure no one had crashed in the canyon was a good idea.

“I know what | saw, Mom,” Verne insisted, his unsolicited help in the kitchen obviously a ploy to make her think
more kindlytoward his suggestions. “Okay, maybe | wasn't looking straightat it, and maybe itwas a mile off and kinda
out of the corner of my eye, but it wasn’'t an eagle, or any critter. It was some thing, and | know | saw it get hit by
lightning and go down!”

Emily, who with Chris was collecting the utensils to begin setting the dinnertable, sniffed a rather blunt opinion
of her middle brother’s certainty. “Sure, Verne,” she drawled solicitously. “Just like you saw something land up in the
high meadow a few months ago, and told Dad it was areal UFO. It was nothing but a real kite.”

“A real big kite,” the blond youth corrected, “with lights and other junk the guys in one of the university frat
houses stuck onto it to make people think that's what it was, a UFO. Can | help it that they were trying to trick people
as a prank?”

“No,” Jules answered solicitously, “just like you can’t help seeingthings you want to see ‘cause you’'ll believe
just about any wild story that comes along. For somebody who used to saythat anything science hasn't proved is real
is totally bogus, you've sure turned into Real Believer. The truth is out there, and you've gotta be the one to find it....”

Verne took a swat at his elder sibling, who ducked it easily. “Oh, grow up,” he grumbled. “T hat's not what I think
and you know it. But | did see something, both times. | was rightabout something landing in the meadow, even if it was
only a rigged up kite, and I'm right about this.”

“No one’s saying you aren’t, honey,” Clara said soothingly as she started chopping up the lettuce Verne had
finishedrinsing. “But your fatherasked Peter to check with the airport since he was on his way back to San Francisco,
and when he called a little while ago, he said there weren’t any reports of downed aircraft or distress calls. There hasn't
been anything allowed in or out since three o’clock, so whatever you saw, it wasn't people in trouble.”

“W hat if it was someone out hang gliding off one of the bluffs? The airport wouldn’t know about that....”



Jules grunted. “Anyone who's stupid enough to go hang gliding with storms like this rolling in deserves to get
hit by lightning,” was his opinion. “You're reallyreaching, Vemie. | think Mom’sright about itbeingan eagle or a hawk,
and you just thought it was something else ‘cause you saw itout of the corner of your eye justwhen the lightning was
getting bad. It's nothing but an illusion, a trick your eyes played on you ‘cause of the storm.”

“Then if it's nothing, what'll ithurt to gocheck? If I'm wrong, you guysll getto say ‘I told you so,’ and if I'm right,
we might help somebody in big trouble.”

Clarawas sympathetic. “You have a point, but I'd rath er wait until your father gets home, and see what he has
to say....”

“He says nobody’s going out until the rain stops and the wind dies down,” Emmett said succinctly, entering from
the hall to the breezeway door a mome nt after Clara’s state ment, which he had heard quite clearly. “And when we do,
let's try to remember to take the umbrellas from the garage andreturn them where they should be, not cluttering up the
hall closet. Doesn’'tanyone ever think to putthings back where they belong?”

“Not in this family, Dad,” Jules said with a laugh.

Verne was concerned about other things. “Butif we wait that long and someone is crashed out there and can't
call for help, we might show up too late.”

But the inventor adamantly shook his head, sending a spray of errant raindrops flying. “It's still too big a risk
in this weather. You know what downpours like this do to Silver Creek. If there’s flash flooding down there, it could
wash us and them away in a matter of seconds. And we don’t have the right kind of equipment to effect that kind of
rescue.”

“Maybe not,” Vermne agreed, “butcan’t we atleast take a look to be sure? If someone’s there, we can call the
rescue people who do have the equipment before somebody dies or something. And don't tell me it's too risky, Dad.
I know you installed that weather-shield equipment in the Jag lastyear, to make it easier and safer to flyin bad weather
like this. You could go take a look without putting anybody else atrisk. Youwouldn’teven have to take the chance that
whoever crashed would see you, not if you kept the Jag invisible.”

It was a rem arkably logical suggestion. The inventor looked at his wife, who appeared startled by it. “Is this
what he’s been wanting to do?” he asked.

“Not in so many words,” she admitted. “Why didn’t you mention this earlier, Verne? It’s certainly much safer
and more reasonable than what you've been suggesting....”

The youth shrugged, flushing faintly. “‘Cause I just thought of it, to be honest,”he confessed. “Butit could work,
couldn’tit?”

“Yes,” Emmett said, “and if it'd convince you once and for all that nothing crashed that we need worry about,
it's an excellent idea, but....”

He was interrupted by the ring of the phone; since he was standing nearest an extension, the scientist
answered. He was almost expecting it to be someone from EPB, either announcing that they’d found the solution to
the production problem in less than ten minutes, or complaining about something theyfound utterly incomprehensible.
It was neither; the caller was Marty.

“I know this is kinda short notice and everything,” the musician said most apologetically, “and if you say no, I'll
understand, but would it be a bad imposition if we came over for a while after supper? We lost power here about an
hour ago. Some electrical transformer got hit by lightning, and they’re saying it won’t be back up until late tonight. Jen
had a bad day with the kids and her job, and she got kinda torqued when she found out that supper was completely
ruined when the power blew. We've got other things to eat, but the kids are bored out of their brains, and if they keep
whining at her all evening long, | think Jen’s gonna throw ‘em out with the trash....”

Emmett smiled crookedly, amused by the vagaries of modern life. When he’d been a boy, nights without power
had been an adventure, a time to bring out candles and lanterns and cook at the fireplace, read by lamplight, or tell
stories and play games to make the most out of the unexpected situation. With Marlene not even 5 and Junior just
barely 3, they weren't able to do much in the way ofreading without their parents’ help, and the kinds of games kids of



today preferred required as much electricity and computing capacity as could be gotten. With the old estate rigged with
fusion reactors to provide power supplies completely independent of local utilities, the Brown place was never affected
by storms or other accidents that could cut service to their home. In a few years, fusion power would become so
ubiquitous, housing developments like Marty’s would no longer be troubled by power outages, but for now, they were
still a matter of concern, especially in the more suburban areas such as Marty's neighborhood.

“It’s not an imposition, Marty, especially underthe circumstances,” the inventorassured him. “We haven’t eaten
yet, but you can come by whenever you'd like.”

“Did Marty’s place lose power again?” Emily asked, startling her father with the accuracy of her question. She
shrugged when he gave her a questioning look. “ltdoes that just about everytime there’s a storm when I’'m babysitting.
Flickers for a while, or goes out for an hour. No biggie to me, but | think they oughta go after the guys who built their
house and get ‘em to do a better job with the wiring. My laptop hates the power surges they’'re always getting on their
lines.”

Emmett confirmed it with a nod. “A local transformer was blown, so they won’t have power back for a while.”

“Have they had supper?” Clara asked, exercising her own form of prescience. “They’re welcome to eat with
us, if theyhaven’t. | haven't planned anything elaborate, justsoup and salad and sandwiches, and there’llbe more than
enough, if Jules and Verne just eat like civilized humans for a change, instead of bottom less pits.”

Grinning, her husband passed on the offer. He heard Marty do the same on his end of the line. Jennifer’s sigh
of relief was clearly audible before Marty answered. “If it's okay with you guys, yeah, that'd be great. We're kinda short
on a lot of stuff ‘cause we didn’'t have achance to do the usual groceryhaul last Saturday, and Marlie’s complaining that
we ran out of her favorite brand of peanut butter. Thanks, Doc. Any special time we should be there?”

The inventor's glance requested the answer from his wife. “Six would be fine,” she said after consulting the
nearest clock. “Everything should be ready by then.”

“Six,” Emmett told the musician. “Oh, and M arty, on your way here, would you mind stopping on the bridge over
Silver Creek to see if you can spot anything unusual down in the canyons? Verne’s positive he saw something crash
out that way, and he doesn’t believe the reports from Strickland Field that say he’s mistaken.”

“Sure, no problem, justso long as you don’t wantme to hike down there for a closer look. Iknow whatit’s like
when we get these frog-strangling rains, and I'm not stupid enough to risk my neck on a wild goose chase.”

“Not necessary,” he was assured. “We’ll see you at six.”

Verne frowned at his father when Emmett returned the phoneto its cradle. “Does this mean you're not gonna
take outthe Jag to look for yourself?” he wanted to know.

But the inventor shook his head. “No, itjust means I'm going to wait until the weather’s cleared up a bit more,
and hear what Marty has to say. Before | was interrupted, | was going to point out that the wind’s still pretty strong, and
while the weather shield can keep the rain and even the lightning from hitting the car, it can’t do anything about
dangerous gusts and downdrafts. If some plane did go down in the canyons, I don’t wantto go down with them and
maybe get killed by rushing in before it's reasonably safe. Even a professional rescue team knows better than to do
that.”

Verne reluctantly had to concede. “Okay, | see what you mean, but if things clear off before Marty gets here,
will you go look? I'm gonna worry about it until | know for sure what | saw.”

“Ofcourse,” Emm ett agreed. “I'm not being inhumane, Verne, just cautious. Is there anything | can do to help?”
he asked his wife, in case she was fibbing about extra guests not causing an imposition.

“I—“she began, only to be interrupted by the surprising and completely unexpected soundof someone knocking
on the outside door near the old service stairs that led up to the second story and down to the cellar.

“I'll getit!” Chris volunteered, bored with counting out flatware from a drawer near the pantry. He took off before
anyone had a chance to stop him. A few moments later, they heard the door creak open.



“Who the heck isthat?” Jules wondered, as puzzled by the knock as everyone else. Not only did they seldom
get unexpected visitors, but few managed to get past Emmett’'s elaborate security around the estate, and no one had
ever come knocking at any of the back doors. The youth started wandering in the direction ofthe windows atthe back
of the kitchen to see if he could get at look at whoever had knocked when they all heard the door slam and Chris came
running back, shrieking.

“Mommy!” he cried, quite obviously distressed. He made a beeline for his mother’s skirts and hungon for dear
life. “There’s — there’'s — there’s....”

“There’s what?” she wondered, startled and concerned by the boy’s behavior. Chris was generally a veryeven-
tempered and well-spoken child, easily excited, but not usually prone to being so frightened. And he was; she could
feel him shaking with upset.

His atypical behavior was clear to everyone in the room. Verne started for the stairwell, intending to check out
whatever had so rattled his little brother, but his father stopped him.

“No, let me go. It's possible it's nothing but some waterlogged hiker who got caught out in the canyon when
the storm hit, covered with mud and looking like som e totally disre putable monster, at least to a six-year-old. And ifit's
someone looking for trouble, I'll make sure they find it. But be ready to call the police, just in case.”

“Be careful, Emmett,” Clara urged, still soothing their distressed son.

“Il'will.” As he headed for the door, however, it occurred to theinventorthat he reallywasn’t all thatwell prepared
to deal with any serious troublem akers. All the securityhe’d installed had been designed tokeep trouble from reaching
the house or entering it; if he opened the door, he could be letting in more than he could deal with.

Then again, his guess that it was probably nothing more than a rain-soaked hiker from the nature preserve,
looking for shelter or a bathroom, was most likely correct. Chris had already opened the door to them and closed it
again without incident. If it was indeed someone looking to break in, they’d had a perfect opportunity— and moreover,
thieves seldom if ever knocked to announce their presence. With that firmly in mind, he prepared himself to see
whatever had upset his son, and opened the door. He fully expected anything from a mud-encrusted backpacker who
looked like the Swamp Thing, to some pitifully bedraggled Boy Scouts soaked through to the skin.

He did not expect to see a piifully bedraggled version of himself, certainly not in the company of an equally
bedraggled Marty McFly.

From his reaction, his reflection didn't expect this, either. “Great Scott!” he gasped, tuming white as the
proverbial sheet. “It can’tbe!” And then, he promptly fainted.

This wasn’t the first time Emmett had seen some other version of himself do that, and atthe moment, he was
beginning to feel as if joining him might not be such a badidea.



Chapter Five

Tuesday, June 4, 2002
5:39 P.M. PDT

Marty had thought that the day couldn’t possibly get any worse — but, then, life seemed to be tossing him one
damned thing after another, as of late. The argument with Jennifer had been nagging him for weeks, and growing
progressively worse, not better; apparently, they couldn’t even sleep in the same room, now. Their third wedding
anniversary two-and-a-half weeks ago, which was supposed to have been a romantic weekend getaway in a cabin at
the lake, had turned into a nightmare after a breaking news story had delayed Jennifer half a day, putting Martyin a
cranky state of mind about the matter of jobs before she had even arrived atthe cabin. Five minutes after her arrival,
they had been sniping at each other once again, and Jennifer had ended up turning right around to drive back home.
Marty had spentthe weekend in the cabin alone, having invested too much money with the deposit to justify bagging
the entire trip.

He should’ve known that camping would be a badidea, but it had been far too enticing to get away for a while...
really away, for more than a weekend. Marty had figured that away from the glare of media lights and deadlines,
Jennifer mightcome around and see, at least, why her wanting to take her maiden name as her “professional’ name
was bugging him so much. Marty wasn't entirely sure why it was, himself, but he suspected that it boiled down to a
question: Why had she just now decided that Je nnifer McFly wasn’t going to cut t? What was it about his surname —
their surname — that bothered her so much? He didn't think he was being a macho ass about the entire thing,
backwards enough to believe thatall women automatically needed to go by their married names; it was the timing that
bothered him considerably more. And Jennifer wasn’t getting that.

Naturally, however, the second trip had been a bust from almost the very beginning. They'd gotten to the place
Doc had selected — quite randomly, the scientist had admitted, by searching for a location with a freshwater lake in a
close proximity to a coastline, also fairly unsettled in the pastand withoutdangerous animals or other hazards lurking
about — in the evening and found the weather to be sunnyand warm. Then the rain moved in overnight and didn't let
up. The bad weather seemed to make Marty and Jennifer more annoyed with one another, not prone to the calm
discussions and reconnections that he had hoped for — and, then, Jennifer had finally kicked him out of their tent the
second night, after a whispered argument that made up in passion for what itlacked in volume.

Since waking thatmorning, the momentum of bad luck had just picked up the pace. Clara’s fainting, their quick
departure from the past, the problems with the machine, and the uncomfortable hike in the storm.... Marty was sure
things couldn’t get any worse, not unless they'd knocked on the door of the house to find it occupied by serial killers.
W hat — or, rather, who — he saw come to the door after the kid had run off was almost worse than that. Almost.

The young man was peripherallyaware of Doc topping backwards, nearly off the porch, as he stared atthe Doc
doppelgangerin the doorway of the home. His skin broke outin chills and he felt wo ozy himself, needing to put his hand
out to the nearest wall to steady himself. “Oh my God,” he murmured witho ut thinking about it. “Doc B.”

The other Doc — who looked almost as pale as his now-prone counterpart but was still on his feet — turned
his dark eyes on Marty and studied him for a moment. “I beg your pardon?” he asked.

Marty didn’tknow what to say. His mouth moved but no words came out. He half-expected the Doc standing
to pull out a shotgun or Uz and nail him there. Except... well, he couldn't be Doc B; that version of the scientist was
gone forever, now. Notto mention, so far as he recalled from that misadventure nearly eight years ago, Doc B had
never lived in an honest-to-God mansion like this, and had had no kids running around. Which, frankly, left Marty with
only one idea as to where he might be.

“What year is it?” he asked the owner of the home.

“2002 — Tuesday, June fourth,” the other scientist responded succinctly.

“Oh,” Marty said, sighing hugely from the news. So they weren'tin another reality, after all. Thank God. “We're
from ‘94. That e xplains a lot, then...”

But did it? The other Doc frowned faintly, but before he could ask any questions there was a cry from behind



Marty. “Oh my goodness, Emmett!”

The young man turned in tim e to see Clara hurrying away from the rest of the group, still hanging back on the
lawn, just out of sightfrom where he and the other Doc stood onthe porch. The eyes of the inventor of the future went
very wide at the sight of his wife from the past hurrying in his direction and he took a quick hop back, into the house.
Marty thought he was going to slam the doorshut and run away, as the boy had — and who was that kid? Did he belong
to the Jules or Verne of the future, maybe? He was distracted from pondering it further by Clara as she ascended the
porch and got her firstlook at who the owner of the house was.

“Oh gracious!” she cried, her hand going to her mouth as she stopped dead on the third step from the porch.
Her eyes darted from the standing Doc to the lying one and back again. “l can see why he fainted,” she said finally,
regaining her composure amazingly swift for someone who, so far as Marty knew, hadn’'t had much experience with
seeing doubles of people, even at different imes.

“Yes,” this new Doc said. He looked quite skittish. “Will you excuse me for a minute? 1.. ah... I'll be right back.”
He was gone, the doorclosed, before Marty or Clara could say a word. Alone, now, they looked at each other.
“W hat’'s going on?” Clara asked softly.

“We’re in the future,” Marty said. “He said it was 2002, so I'm assuming that this is your guys’ future. Man, you
must’'ve won the freakin’ lottery, big time!”

Rather than looked pleased by this news, Clara frowned, glancing down at her very still husband. Jennifer
peered around to the porch, herface concerned. “Is there a problem?” she asked.

“A bit,” Clara said, gesturing to Doc. “l believe we've got a situation of sorts on our hands....”

“What kind of situation?” Verne asked eagerly, wiggling his way past Jennifer — who was clearly trying to hold
the kids back — in orderto see what was going on. His blue eyes grew big at the sight of his father and the curiosity
on his face was quickly replaced by concern. “Oh my God, what happened to Dad?”

“He fainted,” Marty said. “He had a kind of shock when the owner cam e out.”
“Why?” Jules wanted to know, righton his brother’s heels.

The answer was provided a moment later when the door opened again and the Doc of the future reappeared.
He started to speak, then had his firstlook at Jules and Verne and the words seem to leave him before they could be
verbalized. “Great Scott!” he murmured instead, and Marty wondered if this one would hit the deck, now, too.

The boys did adoubletake and had considerably differentreactions. Verne frowned, suspicious; Jules gasped,
amazed. The latter spoke first. “Wow,” he said simply. “l see what you mean.”

Verne took a step in the direction of the other Doc, narrowing his eyes. “Who are you?” he asked.

The Doc stared at him a moment, clearly shaken by the sight of the two male Brown children. “Well,” he began
carefully, as Jules kneltdown to look over the ‘94 Doc and Jennifer, holding Emily’s hand, finallyapproached the porch,
“up until just a moment ago, | thought | was the him of the future.” He gestured to his still-unconscious counterpart.
“But now, | think—"

“Daddy!” Emily cried, catching sight of her fainted father and pulling free of Jennifer’s grip torun up the steps.
She stopped when she saw thatthere were two versions of her father, now, frowned deeply at the one standing, looked
between them both, then, quite abruptly, burst into tears. Clara quickly rushed to comfort her daughter as Jennifer
gaped at the sight of the two men.

The other Doc, meanwhile, gaped rightback at both herand Emily. “Are there any other people | should know
about that you came with ?” he finally asked Marty.

“This would be everyone,” Marty said. “l dunno if we could fit anyone else in the train.... What were you saying
earlier?”



Doc opened his mouth again, but behind the inventor, the appearance of a blond teenager wielding — of all
things — a rolling pin cut him off before he could begin. "What kind of trouble is — oh my God!” The pin fellfrom the
hands of the teen, hitting the floor with a clatter, and he took a step back, his face half hidden in the shadows, to Marty’s
eyes. Verne, however, was either able to see more than the young man or else it took little for him to identify the
newcomer. He took several stumbling steps back and nearly tripped over his father; Jules gave him a steadying hand
and saved him from a fall. Martydidn’tget ituntil he tilted his headto the side, to peer past the other Doc, and saw the
face better. It was Veme’s own — and it looked to be the face of a sixteen-year-old, not a twenty-four-year-old.

Marty felt more confused than enlightened by this. This was the future; that much was clear. But how the hell
could Verne still be sixteen, eight years later? That didn’t make any sense! Unless.... Marty finaly remembered the
busted flux capacitor and the thing he had been about to say to Doc on the hike, a thing not said when Verne had
spottedthe house and made him forgetall about the possibility his brain had been gnawing on, ever since he heard that
the delicate component that allowed for time travel had been damaged — and before they had left the past, at that.

“Is this another reality?” he asked the other Doc. “A parallel universe?”

The Doc blinked, obviously surprised by the question. “l was just about to suggest that,” he admitted. “T his
wouldn’t be the first time som ething like this has happened to us.”

“Same here,” Marty said. “Well, to Doc, mostly, | mean.”

“Like the other version, the so-called Doc B,” Jules said aloud, half to himself. His eyes glittered at this
realization. “Fascinating! We're actually in an entirely different reality, now?”

“I would wager so,” Doc said. “Especially if you're from 1994. My Jules and Verne are... well, as near as | can
tell, they're the sam e age as both of you, now.”

“No kidding!”Verne said, spooked as he stared atthe other reality of him, as it were, still hovering a step or two
behind his own father, in the house, quietly studying the counterparts on the porch.

“And Emily and Jennifer... they look different.”

Marty was surprised. “Different?” he said, glancing at the little girl, weeping more quietly in her mother’s arms,
and his wife, in turn. “How so? They're different ages?”

“Emily certainly is. But their ap pearances, in general, are different. And fairly subtle at that. Interesting.”

From the tone in his voice, it was something that this Doc clearly wanted to study further, but that was going
to have to wait. “Ah... Doctor Brown ?” Jules be gan, hesitantly, from where he was still crouched next to his father. The
other Doc turned his eyes on the teen with a faint, rather amused, twitch to his mouth. “Maybe this might be a little
presumptuous, but do you think we could go inside? | think it might help Dad to get somewhere a little more
comfortable, especially since he’s already soaked and obviously went into som e kind of shock.”

“Oh, yes, yes, of course,” Doc said. He turned his head andlooked atthe Verne still behind him. “Can you get
the first aid kit? There should be some smelling salts in there.”

The teenager nodded once, staring hard for another moment at the group on the porch. “The others are gonna
freak, seeing their doubles,” Marty heard him say softly to his father, an odd little note of anticipation in his voice. Then,
after picking up the “weapon” he had come armed with, he was gone.

“What did he mean by that?” Clara asked as the Doc of this world finally left the doorway and came out to the
porch, to the side of his other self. “Are there... versions of us all here?”

“And then some,” Doc said. “You might want to brace yourselves for that. | hope Verne warned ‘em, but | can
see him not doing iton purpose, too....” He took the fainted Doc under the arms, grunting as he pulled him up a little.
Jules quickly grabbed his father’s legs, but Verne seemed to be in a mild state of shock, a hand to his mouth, staring
at the space his double had recently vacated. Marty shook him out of it, by the shoulder. Verne turned to look at him,
his blue eyes wide and a little scared.

“He looked alm ost just like me!” he whispered, pointing to the empty doorway.



“I know,” Marty said. “It's weird as hell, isn’t it?”

Verne looked skittish. "Is he evil, like the other Dad was?” he asked in an even lower voice. Years ago, he had
not taken the existence of another version of his father very well at all.

“I don’t think so,” Marty said. “This one sure isn’t like Doc B, not at all.” He gestured to the other Doc, who had
gotten a good grip and, with Jules’ help, was carrying the unconscious version of him self toward the open door. Marty
scooted out of the way and pulled Verne with him. “I've seen a couple other versions of yourdad before, and only Doc
B was a real bad seed. This one seems on the level.”

“I hope so,” Verne said. “Have you seen other versions of yourself before?”
“Yeah,” Marty said. “Mine were all jerks or dead.”

The teen nodded slowly, looking as if he was considering something to himself. “Yeah,” he said at length,
something in his voice causing Marty to stare at him, hard. Italmost sounded as ifVerne knew thatwas true... but how
could that be possible? So far as he knew, none of Doc’s kids had had a firsthand experience with an alternate reality.
Of course, the young man quickly realized, just because he didn’'t know about it didn't mean it hadn't happened.

Clara hung back as her oldest son and the man who was not her husband carried their Doc into the house.
“Should we go in?” she asked uncertainly, holding Emily, now, in her arms. The little girl had stopped crying, but
watched the surrounding action with her face half-buried in her mother’s shoulder. “I'd hate to give the other members
of your family a terrible turn....”

“They’ve seen odder sights,” the other Doc half grunted. Marty wondered just whatthe heck some of those
things were, to put seeing alternate counterpars into the realm of the not-so-shocking.

“Are you sure?” Je nnifer asked doubtfully. “We’'re a little... messy, too.”

“Don’t worry aboutthat,” Doc said, disappearing through the door. Clara, Marty, Verne, and Jennifer looked
at one another a moment, then Veme boldly headed for the door still hanging open. Marty followed him, Clara and
Jennifer bringing up the rear. Emily still clung tightly to her mother, unwilling to be separated quite yet. Marty braced
him self for spotting members of this Doc’s family, but im mediately his attention was distracted by the buiding they had
entered.

They came through the doorinto an entranceway that was half-corridor, half-stairwell, a set of steps leading up
and the one beneath it leading down. The short parallel corridor led to another cross passage. Marty follbwed Verne
around the stairs, through another doorway, into a staggeringly nice formal dining room that was also devoid of any
people, and finally into a room that made Marty's jaw drop. The room alone looked to be the size of his home’s entire
firstfloor. Tall pairs of windows flanking a big granite-and-marble fireplace took up almost entirely one wall, incredible,
when the ceiling looked like it was almost twenty feet above the floor. On the farend of the room were more windows,
a bay with a window seat on the opposite wall and an octagonal alcove with windows set in each face in the joining
corner. The walls were either painted or papered a soft yellowish beige, almost the color of very pale butter. The sea
of flooring that stretched across the room was wood, but set in an interesting geometric parquet design rather than
simple straight planks. The furnishings — primarily a grouping of couches and chairs and matching tables set before
the hearth — were remarkably tasteful, as was the woolen hearth rug on which they were arranged. An honest-to-God
interior balcony was setinto the corner to the left of where they entered; two upholstered chairs could be seen on the
other side of its rail, yetthere was no apparent wayto reach it. A lot of the furnishings appeared to be either antiques
or very good replicas, as if whoever had done the decorating had attempted to keep with the styles popular when the
mansion had been built. The place seemed to be the home’s parlor or living room, but it was so formal that M arty felt
like he was standing in a museum, not the home of a different version of Doc. The only thing that really gave it away
were the clocks. There were plenty of them, on the walls, on the mantle, on shelves, in freestanding grandfather cases,
though all were suited to the room’s general decor.

By the looks on the faces around him, it was clearthat the others were having similar reactions. “Oh my God!”
Verne exclaimed as Jules and the other Doc set down his father on one of the couches. “Do you actually live here?”

“Yes,” the other Doc said, distracted. He looked at Jules, who was peering into his father’'s face and taking his
pulse. “Were you trained in first-aid?” he asked the eighteen-year-old.



“I'm a yearaway from graduating with my degree in biology,” Jules explained. “Then it’'s onto med school. So
you might say I'm trained in first aid, yeah.”

The Doc looked shocked by the news. “You're almost done with college andyou’re... eighteen?” he guessed.

Jules nodded. “Yeah. I got a lot of AP credits that ransferred to college and put me almost a full year ahead
of other freshmen. And | started when | was sixteen; | skipped two grades.”

Something about thatappeared to amuse the localinventor; he smiled crookedly. “Interesting,” was all he said.

The other Verne arrived in the room, then, carrying a small suitcase of sorts that Marty took to be the first-aid
kit. “Here,” he said, passing it to his father. “Mom and the others are right behind me.”

“Did you tell them ?” Doc asked as he opened the kit on a coffee table nearby.
The other Verne smiled faintly. “Yes and no,” he said, earning a look of warning from his father.

The other members of this Brown family arrived right then. Clara came in first and stopped just a foot into the
room,towels and blankets in her arms. Jules was behind her, then came Emily with the little boy who had first answered
the door. The new Clara dropped the linens in herarms at the sightof the crowd in the parlor,and the Clara Marty knew
nearly dropped Emily. Other Jules gasped; his counterpart's eyes widened. Other Emily — who looked to be eleven
ortwelve,oddly enough, and indeedslightly differentin appearance — frowned; her youngernamesake whimpered and
hugged her mother more tightly. The little boy, although he had no twin of sorts, made a beeline for the Other Clara and
clung to her around the waist.

Other Verne smirked faintly at the reactions of his other family members, an expression eerily echoed by the
Verne Marty knew. Doc passed the smelling salts to Jules and took care of the introductions. “I'm sure you can
recognize each other,” he said. “These aren’t past or future incarnations — they’re alternate ones.”

“Oh,” Other Clara said softly, staring at her counterpart, transfixed but suddenly able to accept the situation.
“Like what happened a few years ago, Emmett, with the other you Marty brought home from another dimension?”

“Exactly,” Doc said with a nod. With that established, all the members of his family, save the youngest,
appeared to relax. Marty was franklyamazed. Under similar circumstances, he would’ve fainted. In fact,under similar

circumstances, he had.

“You might want to back away,” Jules said, glancing at his non-father. “I think Dad’s starting to come around.”
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Doc resisted the smell that quite rudely invaded his nostrils for as long as he could. Somethingnagged at him
the moment any sort of awareness returned. He felt wetand uncomfortable, yes, butthat wasn't what bothered him so
much. It was a sensation of something being wrong, something being out of place. Itwas as if he had forgotten or
overlooked something, something important, and that very thing was on the threshold of blowing up rightin his face.

“Dad?” A gentle shake to his shoulder. “Dad, wake up.”

It was Jules, Doc knew, and he sounded a little concerned. W ell, the scientist thought, he might as well open
his eyes and face the music, whatever it was.

The action was executed slowly, Doc squinting as he did so, unsure if he really wanted to see what was around
him. He saw Jules’ face hovering above his own, first, and that was a faintly comforting sight. The inventor blinked a
couple of times, then saw Marty standing at his side, looming above. “You okay, Doc?” the musician asked.

“I — I think so,” Doc answered softly. “What happened?”

“You sustained a shock and fainted,” Jules said. “Beyond that, nothing else ap pears to be wrong.”

Doc frowned and started to sit up, but his son stopped him. “l want you to be prepared for what you see,” he
said.



The scientistwasn’t sure he wanted to know. “And what’s that?”
Marty answered the question. “Remember that mess with Doc B?”
“Yes...”

“Well, this is sort of the same thing — except we’re now in his shoes.” Marty chuckled, once. “I dunno how to
tell you this, Doc, but we're in a parallel universe or something — and at the home of your counterpart.”

Doc digested the news a moment, memory retuming. He had seen... himself earlier? Was that what had
caused him to faint? It certainly would make sense. “All right,” he said at length. “l understand.”

Jules looked uncertain about that, but backed away. Doc sat up and looked around... and felt a little dizzy in
spite of himself. A few feet away stood the Emmett Brown of this world, and versions of both his sons, his wife, and
Emily — who was, oddly, older than his own and looked, in fact, different... more like an older sister than an older twin
to his Emily. The only people in the room who weren’'t sharing a double were Marty, Je nnifer, and a little boy, aboutthe
same age as his Emily, who was clinging to the waist of the other Clara. Doc realized that he had been the sam e kid
who had answered the door at the large mansion they had stopped at, for help. Everything else prior to his fainting spell
came tumbling back, then.

“How long have | been unconscious?” he asked.
“Maybe twenty minutes?” Marty guessed with a shrug. “Not that long.”

Doc looked, a little reluctantly, at his alternate seff, trying to avoid the urge to stare at him. This Emmett Brown,
unlike others he had run into, was neither dead nor demented. He seemed to share the same dressing habits as Doc
did, looked to be around the same age and in the same state of good health — no doubt brought about by trips for
rejuvenation in the future, if this one had a time machine at his disposal. He looked a little tired, though, and stressed.
It was subtle enough that others might not have seen it, but Doc knew his own face fairly well and picked it up in a
glance. He wondered if such a strain had been brought about by their arrival.

“I'm guessing from your reaction that something like this was both unexpected and new to you,” the other
Emmett Brown said.

“Unexpected, yes,” Doc admitted, swinging his legs over the side of the couch on which he had been lying.
“New... well, yes and no. I'm sorry about our... intruding on you like this.”

Emmett waved his hand, brushing the apology aside. “No need. It's happened before, and | suspect it's just
as well that you ended up here instead of knocking on someone else’s door.”

Doc nodded atthat. The other Clara seemed to recover from whatevershock she had taken at the appearance
of all the doubles and knelt down to pick up a pile of towels and blankets thatshe’d dropped at her feet. “You know,
Verne, you might've told uswho the visitors were,”she said, mildly scolding her son as shebegan to distribute the linens
to the wetand muddy travelers.

The other Verne smiled mischievously, his expression nearly identical to that of Doc’s own Verne — except his
eyes, he saw now, were brown, not blue. Fascinating. “I thought it was more interesting this way,” he said. “Consider
it payback for all the razzing you guys gave me about what | saw earlier.”

Clara frowned faintly at that but said nothing more. By the time she had reached Marty, she had given the last
of the towels away and promised to fetch more, but he stopped her. “l can do it,” he said. “Just point me in the direction
of the nearest bathroom. | was going to need to visit one soon, anyway.”

Clara paused a moment, glanced at the man who was her husband, then looked back to the young man. “It's
through that doorway, around the stairs, to your left,” she said. Marty nodded once at the directions, then headed off
the way she had pointed. Doc looked at his own wife, who was holding Emily in her arms and looking aboutthe room
in quick, nervous glances. When Clara’s eyes drifted in his direction, he caught them and smiled. She retumed the
smile, but it was strained a bit.

“How did you all get here?” Emmett asked, curious. “I'm assuming you were in transit of some kind — your



Marty mentioned ‘the train.” Was that a time machine?”

Doc studied his counterpart for a moment, wondering if this one had made a similar time machine. “Yes,” he
said. “We had been camping in the Pacific Northwest in the late Sixteenth Century when Clara sudd enly fainted, and...
is there by any chance adoctor around here who could take a look at her?”

“Emmett,” Clara said softly, frowning at him. “Idon’t think that’s the top of our concerns,now. I'm feeling much
better.”

“Well, I'm not, and lwon’t until Iknow things are all right,” Doc told her, his tone leaving no room for persuasion.
He looked back to Emm ett. “Is there a place she could get checked out that wouldn't cause a lotof problems? Because
I think that we might be stuck here for a few days, at least. Our machine was struck by lighting overthe property beyond
your home.”

“I knew | saw something!” the Verne of this world cried. The Jules related to him shot him a look that clearly
said to be quiet.

“Where did it land?” Emmett asked.

“I'm not entirely sure... maybe a mile or two out in that canyon west of here. Atleast, | think it's west. Where
we're from, it really isn’t around, so far as | know.”

The other scientistfrowned, looking toward the tallwindows setin one wall, in the direction of the canyon. Doc
had been vaguely aware of the room they were in, butit wasn't until his alternate self moved that he noticed — really
noticed — it. It was quite obvious that this version of Em mett Brown was tre me ndously su ccessful and te rribly wealthy;
Doc knew for a fact he couldn’tafford a home with a room this size, not with the money he had. He wondered, for the
first time, just how different were their lives....

Further contemplation and questions were going to have to wait, however. Doc heard a door open from the
direction that Marty had gone off in, a clattering of footsteps — then a couple of very startled shrieks of nearly identical
voices, followed alm ost imm ediately by a heavy thud that faintly shook the floor under their feet.

Doc had no idea what that was all about. He started to stand, worried, but his counterpart and his wife were
already heading in that direction. The Verne of this world rolled his eyes. “Sounds like the Martys have just met each
other,” he announced drily.
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They had, but the heavy thud wasn’t the result of either of them fainting; it was Jennifer. By this point in his life,
local Marty had seen so many different versions of himself in so many other realities, walking into the old Morris place
and finding another him around seemed like old hat. Even visiting Marty had lived through the experience of seeing
himself — and, on occasion, counterpartsin otherrealiies — so that he didn’t find the experience as overwhelming as
he once had. Butfor local Jennifer, walking into Doc’s house with her husband and seeing two Martys literally collide
in the foyerwas too much. She hadn’t done much in the way of tim e traveling over the years, had seen only distinctly
olderversions ofherself and Marty in 2015, and another version of Doc from a wholly different dimensionwho had once
been nearlystranded here foreverwhen he’'d come to helpMarty rescue his counterpartafter an accident had happened
during a tripto a remote area in the past. Oh, Marty had told her allabout his many interdimensional trips back in July
of 1999, but there was something very different about hearing the stories and seeing the reality. To top it all off, it had
been a bad day for Jennifer, and this seemed like as good an excuse as any to say goodbye to it for a while.

W hile visiting Marty grabbed a post at the bottom of the sweeping stairway that dominated the foyer, the Marty
who was fainted Jennifer’'s husband groaned. He was carrying his three-year-old son, Marty junior, on one arm and
leading his alm ost five-year-old daughter Marlene by the other, else he would’ve tried to catch his wife before she
unceremoniously hit the wooden floor. “Oh, cripes,” he muttered to himself, foregoing a more tart curse in deference
to the presence of his kids. He started to put down Junior and let go of Marlene to help Jennifer, but both kids were
staring at the disheveled doppelganger of their father, and were not aboutto letgo. “Aw, c'mon, kids, | can’t help your
mom with you hanging on like this!” he lamented, ryingto get them to at leastrelease him so thathe could crouch down
beside his insensate spouse. They still refused to cooperate, and he could see that asking his double to take charge
of them would only make the pair hang on all the more tightly. “Doc!” he finally bellowed, feeling rather put out by the
whole unexpected thing. “What the hell’s going on around here? You didn't tell me you had a visitor from the Twilight
Zone!”

“Not the Twilight Zone, just another dimension,” Emm ett said casually as he entered the foyer, trailed by his
Clara and some of the olderkids. Unableto see his eyes, he wasn’t surewhich Verne had followed, but the Jules was
clearly the visitor, as he'd brought the first aid kit with him. “And not just a visitor. What happened?”

“l think she freaked when | bumped into my double, there, coming out of the bathroom, and she saw both of
us standing right in front of her,” local Marty explained. He was gratefulwhen Clara took Junior from him;the boy’s hold
around his neck had been getting dangerously close to a genuine stranglehold. Marlene still refused to letgo of him,
butbeing at least partiallyfreed was a relief. “She’s really not used to seeing this kind of stuff, and thistime, | don’treally
blame her for fainting. You could’'ve at least warned us, for cryin’ outloud...!”

“If I'd known when you called earlier, | would’ve,” Emm ett vowed. “In fact, | might've told you to stay home. |
suspe ct this is going to turn out to be much more com plicated than it appears.”

As far as visiting Marty was concerned, that was an accurate statement. “That's Jennifer?” he said, looking
down at the unconscious woman, whom Jules, kneeling beside her, had just turned onto her back. “It can’t be. It
doesn’t look like her — well, | guess it kinda does, but som ething’s just not right....”

Emmett shrugged as he knelt to give the visiting Jules a hand, lifting Jennifer’s upper body so that she was
sitting, a much easier position in which to employ the smelling salts. “It's undoubtedly one of the vagaries of mullti-
dimensional existence. We tend to think of reality in terms of our own, but given how long the universe has been in
existence and how many people have lived and died on this planet over the years, all it would take is a slight variation
in your ancestral tree or a change in the timing of your birth to alter your appearance, even though you are still you, in
an existential sense. Conceived one day, and the genes expressed give you blue eyes and blond hair, a day later, and
you get brown eyes and red hair. Reality’s much more complex than we realize.”

W hile other-dimension Marty tried to absorb this, Jules broughtout the vial of smelling salts again and prepared
to administer them to Jennifer. Verne grimaced. “Don’t tell me you actually know how to use that stuff?” he asked,
aware that his own elder brother’s medical skills were rather limited.



Visiting Jules snorted. “It doesn’t exactly take a rocket scientist, and | am in pre-med,” he answered, rather
primly.

Verne was scandalized. “Get outtatown! Even Dad bombed out of med school, and our Jules wouldn’t make
it past the entrance exams for anything scientific.”

Emmett gave his blond son a withering look, not noticing the surprised stare with which Jules was favoring him.
“I didn’t‘bomb out,” he said bluntly, “I just decided | was too young to be pursuing that kind of a career despite what my
mother wanted, and it wasn’treallywhat | wanted to do with my life. Differentlife paths can change a person’s interests.
Your brother may have preferred another area of study, but that doesn’t mean he couldn’t do it if he wanted to.”

Verne hardly thought so, but another stern glance, this from his mother, warned him against pushing it. Jules
held the vial under Jennifers nose, and presently, she came awake simply to avoid the stench. Her Marty crouched
down once the vial was taken away, wanting to be sure he was the first thing she saw. “Ohhh...” she groaned, partly
from shock, partly from the stink stilllingering in her nostrils. “What happened?

Marty-her-husband grinned at her. “Nothing weird’n some of the thingsthat happen all the time at Doc’s place.
Sounds like this time, the doubles from another dimension came knocking on his door instead of me bringing ‘em
home.”

The journalist was a little afraid to look up at the face above the otherpair of legs standing nearby that she knew
belonged to another Marty. But, with the bravery people in her profession sometimes needed, she hazarded a quick
glance at him. Visiting Marty looked a little pale himself, which made her feel somewhat better about having passed
out when she’d seen both him and her husband standing before her. He looked a little younger than her Marty, but not
all that much, and forsome reason, he looked to be considerably more worn out, if the dark circles under his eyes and
the little stress lines all over his face were any indication.

“Sorry | reacted that way,” she told him, since if someone had fainted in front of her in a like situation, she
might've felt vaguely insulted. “Marty’s a lot more used to this kind of thing than | am. Itstill seems so strange to me,
seeing more than one version of the same person around at the same time. | guess | have this weird feeling that it'll
turn out to be their long lost evil serial killer twin or som ething.”

“I know exactly how that feels,” younger M arty adm itted fervently, still able to feel a twinge in his shoulder every
time he thought about his Doc’s evil twin from another dimension who’d shot him in an attem pt to kill him. “Don’t feel
bad about it, it's probably perfectly normal.” Somewhere back in the parlor, he heard a disgruntled noise, and knew that
later, he’d probably wind up paying for demonstrating even that litle bit of understanding toward his wife’s counterpart.

Local Jennifer, however, didn't know athing aboutthe tensions between other-Marty and other-Jennifer; she
was concerned with more immediate problems. “Are the kids okay?”

“I think so,” her Marty answered as he and Emmett helped her to her feet. “Just a little scared something bad
happened to you.”

“Are you okay, Mommy?” Marlene asked righton cue, her big blue eyes full of worry, determined to focus on
her rather than the person who looked like a dirty version of Daddy, but couldn’tbe. She took her mother’'s hand, now,
to reassure herself that Jennifer would be all right.

Jen smiled at her. “I'll be fine, sweetie, after we've had something to eat. | haven’t had a thing since breakfast,
but maybe we should go out to a restaurant instead,” she added to their hosts, realizing that they had probably barged
in at a very inconvenient ime, even though it hadn’tbeen so when they'd called.

Clara, however, dismissed her concern as she passed Junior back to his father. “Nonsense, it's no
inconvenience. We can settle the children to eat in the rec room, where they won't have to see all these confusing...
duplications.” She turned toward the guests still in the parlor. “And I'm sure there's more than enough food to go
around. If any of you are hungry, that is.”

The almost unison chorus of “Yes!” from their interdimensional visitors answered the question quite succinctly.
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Before they settled down to supper, however, the unexpected guests were universally interested in cleaning up,
to wash away both the mud and the chillfrom being soaked to the skin too long. That turned outto be much less of a
problem than any of them would have expected, since the house wasnot onlyhuge, but more than adequately equipped
with both guest rooms and bathrooms. There was an entire guest suite in one corner of the upper level — a legacy,
Emmett explained, from the house’s originalowner, one Judge Archibald Morris, who had had the dubious pleasure of
allowing his mother-in-law to live under his roof as a concession to his wife. The suite had a bedroom, parlor, an
attached bathroom, as wellas directaccess to the upperdeck and its stairs thatled down to the ground level. A second
guestroom in the interior of the house had no windows, butit was large, well-ventilated, and also had a connecting door
to the big bathroom that was most often used by the kids. A powder room off the hall thatled to the broadly curved front
staircase was equipped with shower facilities and was near at hand to a third, much smaller guest room. The master
suite, of course, had its own full bathroom, and there were two additional washroom s on the first floor, both equipped
with the necessary facilities.

The plethoraof both space and plumbing frankly astonished the visitors, though they didn’t argue withit. Since
they hadn’'tbroughtall their gear from the train, figuring that they would be back intheirown homes soon, they hadn’t
come prepared with clean clothing, but that, too, posed few problems. Most of the members of the Brown family were
able to borrow from their counterparts; only Emily was unable to do so, being six years younger and much smaller than
her local avatar. She and Chris, however, were fairly close in size, and youngster's play clothes being rather unisex in
nature, she was able to borrow from him, as Jennifer was able to borrow from Clara. Marty was the only person with
a problem, but that was eventually solved when Verne remembered that his mother had made him do an excavation
to clean out his clos et the month before, and in the process, he'd found stuff he’d outgrown that wouldn’t be too bad a
fit on the visiting musician. Marty was mildly chagrined when he found that he still needed to roll up the hems of the
teenager’'s outgrown jeans, but at least it was clean and dry, and he'd have his own stuff back once things had been
run through the laundry.

W hile the visitors were cleaning up, the locals finished preparing supper, putting dirty clothes in to be washed,
and mopping up the puddles of mud and rainwater that had been tracked into the house. Emily, preferring to avoid
laundry and floor-swabbing duties, had volunteered to keep an eye onthe McFly kids and her little brother until dinner
was ready. Jennifer, who was taking it easy for a bit after fainting, had taken a seatin the kitchen, preparing more of
the salad and sandwich fixings that would be needed to feed this veritable army. Jules and Verne, with some mild
grumbling, were mopping up the floors, while Emmett and Claramade sure the visitors had or could find whatever they
needed, and Marty collected dirtyclothes to shuttle them down to the laundry. Al three of them coincidentally met there
at one point, and took the opportunity to discuss certain aspects of this unpredicted situation.

“So, what's the realdeal here, Doc?” Marty wanted to know while they were sorting the mud-soaked things and
preparingto load them into the wash machine. “Is this justsome kind of fluke like what happened with me in 99? Do
they just need to slam their doors, check for dead birds in the grill, and then pop back home again?”

“| doubt it,” the inventor admitted with a heavy sigh. “I don’t know all the details yet, but my counterpart
mentioned that they'd been traveling in the train when it was struck by lightning out over Silver Creek Canyon — and
I'm sure that's what Verne must’'ve seen when he said he saw something go down. We all know first hand just how
spectacular that kind of direct hit can be.”

Both Marty and Clara nodded, remembering well indeed their arrival in 1741 Jamaica, which had been almost
imm ediately followed by a direct and nearly disastrous lightning strike that had grounded the train for over a week.
“Yeah, that can be nasty,” Marty agreed. “So then all you have to do is fix whatever blew and send ‘em home again?”

Emmett, however, shook his head. “No, | doubtit’ll be that easy. They didn't mention any particulars about the
damage, but their time machine must’'ve had some sort of problem before they arrived here. If ithad been working
properly, they wouldn’t've reached our dimension in the first place.”

That very logical conclusion was not lost on the others. Clara looked up at her husband, worried. “l do hope
itisn’t som ething difficult — or irreparable,” she said earnestly. “You know the troubles yourother counterpart had when
he was here. You said you experienced them yourself when you returned him to his own dimension.”

The scientist nodded. “l know. Hopefully, it won't be anything troublesome to diagnose and repair. Even if it
is, though, we know at least one viable way of preventing the subatomic incom patibilities from becoming fatal.”

“Take a hop inatime machine,” Marty said, remembering. “Man, this is really heavy stuff, Doc. | neverreally
figuredwe’d see accidental visitors from other dimensions again. | thoughtthat had to be a once-in-a-lifetime fluke, and



if it ever did happen again....” He rolled his eyes expressively. “Well, | never figured you'd drag your whole family and
mine along for the ride.”

“Neither did I. And | do hope this won't be a hard fix, because they may have been here too long already.”
The musician frowned, puzzled. “Already? When they just got here?”

“They just got here,” Emmett pointed out “Buthow long did it take before you figured out the problem that was
sending you from one dimension to another?”

“Days,” Marty had to admit. “If I'd had to figure it out completely on my own, probably even longer.”

“Precisely. Whatever sent them to this dimension may have been causing trouble that way when they first left
home. My counterpar said they’d been camping in the late Sixteenth Century, and what prompted them to leave was
his Clara suddenly fainting, for no apparent reason.”

His own Clara caught his line of thought. “Which mightve happened because theyd already spent too much
time in a different dimension but didn't know it. But if traveling through time can help correct the dangers of that
condition, they should all be fine now, shouldn’tthey?”

“They should. Passing through n-dimensional space in te mporal transition appears to be enough to reset the
system, so to speak, even when it’s not an interdimensional jump. | know we’ll have to mention this to them if it looks
like they’'ll be stuck here for a while, but until we've had a chance to see what shape their machine is in, I'd prefer it if
no one mentioned this to them — that includes Je nnifer and the kids. It seems to me as if they’re under enough stress
already. No sense in making them worry about something that may not even be a problem before they leave.”
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Since there was more room in the guest suite than in any of the other spare rooms and younger Emily was very
insistent about sticking close to at leastone of her parents, for the time being, other-dimension Doc and Clara had been
directed to make use of it, for as long as they were stranded here. Doc had washed up first to give Clara enough time
to wash both herself and Emily, and hopefully encourage the little girl to calm down and begin to accept thatthis place
wasn’t so bad, after all, that it might turn outto be a wonderful adventure.

When he was finished, having changed into the clothes their host had provided, he was more than half tempted
to prowl around the huge place, seeing all there was to see, but curiosity was doing serious battle with discom fort. It
wasn't as if this was his own future and knowing too much could be dangerous, butthe scientist had a strange feeling
that discovering too much about this world and his counterpartin itcould be teribly disturbing. Not disturbing in the
way Doc B had been disturbing; so far, he had seen no indication that his local avatar was at all insane or inclined
toward violence. But there was no denying that he appeared to be vastly more successful. Doc wasn't sure which
bothered him most, the possibility that his counterpart might have used knowledge of the future to make his fortune, or
that he had done itthrough other perfectly legitimate means. That Clara and the kids were here, and he talked about
time machines and interdimensional travel quite casually meant that he, too, was an inventor, to some extent or another.
W as that how he'd made his apparent fortune, or was his area of expertise something more reliably lucrative? There
were really too many possible explanations — a literal infinity of them, in fact, given how big the universe was in theory.

Rather than feel like a prowler, creeping about on his own, Doc decided to wait until his hosts deigned to show
them the rest of the place, if they wished to do so. Instead, he went back down the stairs he’d com e up, returning to
the kitchen area, where local Jennifer and Clara were assembling the food for supper. From the corridor behind him,
he heard the sounds of a running wash machine along with the clanks and clatters and splashes of what was likely
buckets being em ptied and mops being rinsed out. “Is there anything | can do to help?” he asked the women in the
kitchen, feeling that he should be doing something to assist, since it was his family and friends who’'d made the extra
preparations es sential.

Jennifer’s glance was faintly nervous, as if she was still having some adjustment difficulties; Clara’s smile was
astonishingly calm and gracious. “It's not necessary, but if you want to feel useful, Emmett might appreciate a hand
setting the table. Marty and the boys are still busy in the laundry room, Emily's of much more use keeping the
youngsters entertained, and we don’t use the big dining room that often. | don’'t remember the last time we had quite
so many people sitting down for dinner atthe same time.” When it became apparent that their visitor had no idea where
to go, she smiled again and pointed to the appropriate service corridor. He'd been carried through it on the way to the



couch in the front parlor, but he didn’tremember it, having been out like a light at the time.

Emmett did indeed appreciate the help, and in the course of things, seeing the room and its contents clearly
for the first time, Doc finally couldn’t refrain from asking at least one burning question. “Did you inherit this place, or did
you buy it?”

This-dimension Doc smiled wryly. “l bought it — and probably not for as much as you’re thinking. My parents
did have a mansion, yes, but that was over on Riverside Drive, and... well, | burned it down a long time ago.”

“Sounds familiar,” the visiting scientisthad to concede. “You don’t have other kids who've already moved out,
do you?”

Emmett shook his head. “No, just the four, and the story of how Chris entered the picture is... peculiar, to say
the least. Why do you ask?”

Doc shrugged. “The place just seems a little... big for only six people. Why did you buy it?”

“Notto show off how much money I've got, if that's what you're thinking. The judge who originally builtitdid that,
but when | bought it, it was over a hundred years old and in serious need of renovation and re storation. | got it for a
virtual song because no one else wanted it and the developers who owned the land couldn’t sell or subdivide this part
of it, not with all the canyons and ravines in the area. | spent more on modernizing the place and bringing it up to
contem porary code. | did a lot of the work myself, getting the place ready before we moved from 1895 to 1990....”

“You moved back to 1990?” Doc interrupted, started by the information. “Not 1985?”

“Why would | wantto move back to 1985?” Emmett asked, clearly considering it absurd, even as a suggestion.
“It was hard enough coming up with a story to explain what | was doing with a wife and kids after being gone for years.
| couldn'ttell people Clara was a widow and the boys were her kids ‘cause | knew sooner or later, Verne would look too
much like me for anyone to believe I'm not his father. Itwas a big enough stretch, hoping people would believe we'd
been married and living apart for only two or three years, and then skipped the country for five years because of the
Libyans. I don’teven want to think about the unkind things Clara and the kids would’'ve had to listen to if I'd told people
we’'d been married for nearly ten years without anyone knowing about it.”

Doc sighed softly. “Yes, sometimes | wish | hadn’t rushed things, that way.”
Emmett blinked, surprised. “You mean, you did return directlyto 1985?”

His counterpartnodded. “It seemed like a good idea atthe time, but every now and then, | can’t help but think
it wasn’t as good as I'd thought. Just arranging to have the right documents put in the right places at the right times
turned out to be something of a nightmare. But at least E mily was born after we’d returned, in Decem ber of ‘87.”

“So was ours — though less than a week after we moved back, in June of ‘90. This explains a lot, especially
about the kids and their ages, even a little bit abouttheir physical appearances. And you only have the three?”

“Yes, and we certainly don’t plan on having more. Clara just turned fifty, and I'll be eighty-five in August....”

The odd look on Emmett’s face stopped whateverelse his visiting avatarhad been aboutto say. “Your birthday
is in August?”

Doc thought he saw the point. “Well, technically speaking, | suppose it isn’t, since | haven't kept an exact
account of every minute I've spent traveling through time. But keeping the benchmark as August twenty-first is
convenient....” When the look did not go away, he answered with a perplexed one of his own. “What, are you saying
you weren'’t born on August 21, 19207?”

Emmett shook his head. “July 20,1920. That’s veryinteresting. Marty met several different incarnations of
me when he accidentally wenttraveling from dimension to dimension. Some were married, some weren’t, some were
dead, some had no kids, some had more — but there was one constant: All of them were born on the same date as
me — but not you. | wonder if that means the realities of our entire worlds are significantly more different, farther apart
as it were in the existential neighborhood?”



“Possibly,” Doc had to admit. “I hope that isn't going to make it more difficult for us to get back where we
belong....”

“Not likely,” his counterpartassured him. “Notunless yourtime machine can’t be fixed at all. 1can explainthe
particulars of it later, but in some respects, it's an easier process than you might suspect.”

Doc sighed, relieved by even the hope that it would be so. “That would be a relief. Though I'd still like for Clara
to see a doctor as soon as possible,if it can be arranged. |probablyworry abouther more than | should, but limagine
you can understand why.”

“Perfectly. And | don’tthink there’llbe any problem arranging it. I'd take you to our family doctor, but he’s on
vacationright now, and if all she needs is a simple check-up, the walk-in medical clinic just up the highway can take care
of it. If she’s like my Clara, she’ll undoubtedly balk at the idea, but | know you won’t stop worrying until you're sure
everything’s fine.”

“Precisely. And you haven't really answered my question, you know: Why did you ever buy a house this huge
when you really don't seem to need the space?”

Emmett smiled softly, amused by this persistence he understood very wellindeed. “Because | got itfor a good
price, | wanted the privacy, | liked the area — but mostly for Clara. We knew the person who built this place back in
1886. He added that widow’s walk on top of the house when Clara showed him how good this area is for stargazing,
and wrote a few articles about itfor the Telegraph. | asked her to give up the onlyworld she’d ever known to come live
in mine, for the safety of the entire continuum; the least | could do was give her a house that she knew and loved,
someplace familiar to call home in atime and a world that was anything but. We couldn’t move back to the house we’'d
owned in the 1800s; itwas destroyed when | was just a boy, and the opportunityto buy this place seemed too good —
and too remarkably coincidental — to pass up. Yes, renovating it and maintaining it wasn’t cheap, and we did almost
lose it in ‘94 when | nearly wentbankrupt again, but the way things worked out, I think we were meant to stay here for
a while. Besides, I've always thought Clara deserves it, and more. She took a chance on me when no other woman
would, and for that, I'll| give her the moon and the stars and anything else she wants, if | can. Wouldn'tyou?”

And Doc couldn’t argue with that.

*kkkkkkkkk

Upstairs, visiting Marty was fully expecting that Jennifer was going to argue with him over the matter of him
showing understanding toward local Jennifer’s problem in the foyer when he apparently couldn’t show her any
understanding at all, lately. Afterthey’d been taken to the second large guestroom — which, for allits lack of windows,
did not feelclaustrophobic, since the ceilings were a little higher than usualand the room itself was large enough to allow
for free movement around all the furnishings, and then som e — M arty fully expected to be re ad the riot act. But instead,
Jenniferturned him a cold shoulder, and, collecting the clean clothe s she’d borrowe d from Clara, we ntinto the adjoining
bathroom to take a shower. She didn’'t exactly slam the door behind her, but she closed it so firmly, Marty knew she
was telling him to get lost. W ell, in this house, that might be possible, and could be the best thing for both of them.
Maybe if he got stranded somewhere for a week and they needed to send out search and rescue parties to find him,
her inflexible attitude toward him and this whole name business might begin to thaw a little.

He really didn't think pity was the rightsolution to their problem, though, so for now, he resigned himself to the
factthat there would be bigger and nastier arguments to come, and decided to make use of one of the other bathrooms.

Jules, he found, was using the small one in the comridor leading to the big front staircase, as he’d claimed the
little guest room nearby to be his home base while they were stuck here, and Verne was probably in the one near the
bottom of the stairs, the washroom Marty had come out of only to run smack into his local counterpart. Looking at him
had felt a little odd, but not as odd as looking at literal older or youngerincarnations of himself. After that one time he
and Jennifer had accidentally com e “home” to a differe nt dim ension following their trip to Woodstock, Marty had realized
that if he’d only kept his wits for a few more seconds and looked more closely at his other-reality double, he would’ve
seen that he wasn’t really an exact double at all, that there were subtle differences between them that to someone
familiar with his own face fairly screamed, “I am not you!”

Granted, this Marty wasn’t as egregiously different as that drunken loser in that sleazy other world, but there
were differences. He was older, for one, and it showed, not in things like gray hairs and potbellies and wrinkle s, but in
that he looked a little more... grown up was the best description Marty could think of. He had a wife and kids and



presumably some kind of career thathelped supportthem... though maybe not. Marlene and Junior — whose presence
had shocked visiting Marty almost more than his double’s; he knew the kids mig ht some day exist, but he’d never actually
seen them before, notas youngsters barely out of toddlerhood. He’d only seen Junior briefly in 2015, and then, he'd
looked so much like Marty himself, it had felt more like seeing another incarnation of himself, not his son. From the way
the two of them had clung to him — their father — when their mother fainted, it might be that he, not Jennifer, was the
stay-at-hom e parent, taking care of the family while she went out and earned the money.

That thought was a little too weird for Marty to consider for long. He didn’'t think he was the homemaker type,
not at all, though if taking care of the house and cooking dinner every night was a wayto get Jennifer off his back while
he tried to get his music career moved into a higher gear.... He’'d have to think about it. He wasn’t sure it would really
work, butitcould be a stop-gap measure that would at leastlessen the tensions between them for a little while. Though
if she ke pt insisting that she needed to “distance” Professional Jenniferfrom Private Jennifer.... She made itsound like
they were two com pletely different people, and for som e reason, Professional Jennifer Parker should have nothing to
do with Lowly Jennifer McFly. W hy couldn’t she see how that hurt him?

Marty didn’treally care forthe gloomy turn his thoughts were taking, and decided that the sooner he got out of
his filthy clothes and cleaned up, the better. Since all the other nearby bathrooms appeared to be in use, he decided
that, since he’'d been given permission to use and directions to the facilities in the master suite, he might as well make
use of them, since no one else appearedto be in there.

Once he entered the suite, his jaw hit the floor again. This room appearedto be as bigas the huge parlor below
it, though ithad been subdivided into a number of smaller chambers. The main room was quite large, containing both
the sleeping area, a little sitting-room type set up in front of the big stone fireplace, an eight-sided alcove with a desk
and computer, and several other pieces of antique furniture arranged in appropriate locations about the room. There
was even a little private balconyoutside, for the enjoyment of the room’s occupants. Once upon a time, Marty was sure,
this place had been crawling with servants, though so far, there was no indication that this Doc had any hired help
around. The floor was nicely carpeted — which made Marty glad he’d finally stopped dripping rainwater and mud —
and the whole room was a surprisingly tasteful rendering of late Victorian styles tempered and toned down by modern
sensibilities.

Taking it all in, Marty wasn't sure ifthe general level of classiness he saw around this place was an indication
of local Doc’s wealth or a sign of his different personality. Maybe it was alittle of both, or maybe it was something even
his own Doc would do, if he had the money and theinclination. He’d have to ask him, someday, provided they ever got
back to where they belonged. Fornow, he was more interested in a nice, hot shower and clean clothes.

Local Clara had told him the bathroom was through one of the doors on the left side of the room, but there were
two, and he couldn't recallwhich was the one. Experimentally, he opened the first, and saw inside acombination closet
and dressing room which one could walk into, through a pair of sliding doors, and into the bathroom beyond. The
facilities there, Marty found, were what he wouldve called luxurious. Aside from the toiletand sink fixtures, the tub and
shower were separate units. The former, tucked into an alcove under some high windows atthe far end of the room,
was much bigger than most bathtubs Marty was used to seeingin ordinary homes; he strongly suspected this one had
some kind of whirlpool in it. The thoughtof a long soak in a hot jacuzzi was powerfully appealing, buthe knew if he so
much as stepped in, he’'d probably fallasleep, need someone to come wake him, and then getchewed out by Jennifer
for being rude, monopolizing their hosts’ own private bathroom, and not even inviting her to join him. These days, he
couldn’tdo anything that she couldn’t twist around and somehow find faultin.

Not that the frosted glass and marble shower stall was anything to sneeze at. It was spacious, had places to
store anything the bather might want within comfortable reach, and boasted one of the more sophisticated adjustable
shower heads that could do anything from drenching a person under awaterfall to delivering a soothing massage. He
opted for the latter as a consolation for not getting to use the tub.

While he was scrubbing away the mud under his fingernails and enjoying the pulse of warm water on a back
that was still aching from sleeping on a hard metal floor, he heard someone enter the room, then duck back out again
without saying a word. Curious, he cracked the glass door open just enough to peer out, and noticed that his dirty
clotheswere gone. He vaguely recalled something being said about someone collecting them so they could be washed.
Well, they certainlyneeded it,though he was glad he’d remembered to bringthe borrowed clean stuff withhim. He didn’t
like the idea of running around these strange hallways and maybe getting lost, wrapped onlyin a towel. And afterJen
practically slammed the bathroom door in his face, he wasn’'tabout to go see how she was doing. She’d probably just
accuse him of checking up on her because he was trying to control her or something. He just couldn’t catch a break
with her.



Sighing heavily, he decided he was as clean as one good shower would get him, and had better end it now
before Jen came looking for him and yelled at him for wasting their hosts’ hot water. Funny, he thought as he used one
of the provided bath towels to dry off, he hadn’t noticed the slightestdrop in water temperature while he was showering.
Either this Doc’s plumbing was directly tapped into some natural hotspring to provide his water, he had a heating tank
big enough to service a good sized hotel, or technology in this future had come up with a way to heat it much more
quickly than anything available in 1994. Whatever the case, he was grateful, both for itand the cleanclothes local Verne
had provided. It was lucky the teenager had a pair of plain jeans and a plain black t-shirt in his box of castoffs waiting
to be taken to Goodwill, but it still embarrassed the musician to know that what had fit the boy when he was fourteen
was the only stuff in the house thatwould adequately fitMarty now. Maybe, he reflected, that was really the bugup Jen’s
behind. Her co-anchor on the news was a good-looking guy closer to Doc’s heightand not a runtan inch shorter than
her. He knew that back in high school and college, she'd been hit on alot by taller guys who told her she was too pretty
to be hanging out with a skinny little twerp. She’d always shrugged the m off, or found devastating ways to tell them to
get lost, but what if, after allthese years, she’d finally met someone who'd made her think that maybe itwasn’t such a
bad idea....?

Again, he forced himself to stop brooding on it. Itwas just making him mad and frustrated — more frustrated
than mad, really, because he didn’t understand why Jennifer was doing what she was doing, and so far, none of his
requests for an explanation had gotten a genuine straight answer. He was being imm ature, childish, sexist, old-
fashioned.... Okay, so maybe he was, but telling him his faults didn't tell him why this was so important to her. That was
all he really wanted to know, and the more she kept evading him with accusations about his shortcomings, the more
he couldn’t help but think she was avoiding the truth because it was something that would spell the end of their
relationship.

He realized he was back to brooding, and, determined to end it, finished dressing so that he could go dow nstairs
to join the others for supper. He wasn’t quite sure how to get to places using any of the back stairs, yet, so he decided
to go down via the big m ain staircase at the front of the house, from which he knew how to find the kitchen. Jules and
Verne —the ones from his reality, their hair still slightly damp and their clothes recentlychanged — were coming down
the corridor when he stepped out of the master suite and were headed the sam e way. Verne grinned at Marty as they
met up with him.

“Y’know, | wonder if there's some way | can arrange to get into the will of this version of Dad,” he said, a gesture
indicating the house around them and by inference the wealth that had constructed it and kept it maintained. “l know
he’s probably a few years older than our Dad, but there’s gotta be some big difference in their history. | don’tthink our
Dad would have this much money even if he’d saved every single penny he ever owned.”

Jules shrugged diffidently, though his expression and the way he glanced at everything around them said that
he was more intrigued by this alternate reality than he leton. “It's possible it has nothing to do with Dad’s counterpart’'s
past, butrather his parents’,” he speculated. When both his brother and Marty favored him with puzzled glances, he
explained. “Remember, Verne, our father did inherit a mansion and a reasonable fortune from his parents when they
died. Perhaps in this reality, they were much more successful, financially speaking, and left their son a considerably
greater inheritance that he didn’t spend entirely on the development and construction of a time machine. For all we
know, in this reality, this is the Brown Family mansion, and Dad’s counterpart never had an accident that destroyed it.”

“Could be,” Marty said as they headed down the long, curved staircase. “In that alternate universe Jen and |
visited after our trip to Woodstock, | think the Doc there said the government seized his house and all his money or
something — he never even had a chance to burn it down or build a time machine. Something made that whole world
way different from the one we know, and it wasn’t like the world Doc B came from, where everything was pretty much
the same until Biff got money and power. | don’t know if that Doc ever lived the same kind of life your dad did. Maybe
that’s what's going on here.”

“That makes my theory sound allthe more plausible,” Jules declared as they reached the bottom of the stairs
and turned toward the corridor to the kitchen. They were all still looking around, marveling athow different this was from
the place they called home. “I'm sure there must be some m ajor difference, here; we just haven't found it, yet.”

Verne snorted soflly. “There’s one difference,” he said, pointing to a number of framed things hanging on the
wall near the bottom of the stairs. “Somebody here went into the Olym pics.”

Confused, both Marty and Jules looked in the direction he was pointing, and saw thatone of the things was a
hanging glass display case, protecting some sort of bronze medal from dust and decay. Jules squinted at it more
closely, then gasped, his eyes widening. “That’s not an Olympics medal, Verne,” he corrected his brother. “That's a



Nobel Prize!”

Almost as one, allthree of the young men leanedin closerto get a better look atthe thing, and the other things
around it. Directly below it was a framed photograph of local Doc being awarded the medal by the King of Sweden;
directly above it was a framed newspaper clipping from the Telegraph, chronicling the event. Marty noted with some
surprise that the byline read Jennifer McFly.

Jules swallowed thickly as he scanned the various items on dis play, probably understanding them much better
than either Marty or Verne. “l thoughtit mightve been something Dad’s father won years ago, for his work in medicine.
That could’ve explained the different financial circumstances here. But it says Dad — or his local counterpart— won
the prize in Physics in 1997 for theinvention and development of acold fusion reactor and extreme high-efficiency non-
radioactive energy collection and dispersalsystems. And only three years after he made the firstannouncement of the
discovery and filed the patents!”

“I take it that’'s kinda on the fastside,” Marty said as he looked over the other things on the wall, copies of a
number of different patent applications and grants pertaining to fusion, pictures and news clippings of Doc and some
other guy who'd ap parently gone into business together in 1997, and had opened some large corporate and research
facilities in a little local suburb called Elmdale late in 1999.

“It's almost unheard of,” Jules confirmed. “It usually takes the prize committee years to decide whether or not
a discovery will have sufficient significant impact in the field — and the whole world — before they award the prize.”

Verne snorted softly. “Hey, from what Dad’s told us about the future, and what we've seen of it — gadgets like
the little Mr. Fusion thing he used on the DeLoreans — fusion’s gonna be big time even before 2015 rolls around. Ithad
to start somewhere, so why not with Dad?”

Jules appeared distinctly uncomfortable. “Because maybe it didn't start with Dad, not until he saw italready
done when he went time traveling.”

Verne looked at his brother. “You think Dad’s other self here stole the idea from the future? That that's why
he’'s got a big house and a lot of money? Because he ripped off someone else who should’ve been the one to invent
fusion before he had the chance?”

After listening to his father’'s misgivings about making any of his inventions public and seeing all this, Jules
suddenly understood Emmett’s reluctance to enter the contestthe rest ofthem had been attempting to push him into.
“It's a possibility,” he said softly.

Marty, oddly enough, shook his head, most em phatically. “No way, Jules. | may not know a lot about the way
all these different dimensions and other realities and time travel and fusion work, but | know a crook when | see one,
and this guy just doesn't fit the bill. And I'm not saying that ‘cause I'm glad we wound up somewhere a lot more
comfortable than a rainy gorge or aleaky barn. Call it a gut feeling. I've seen other versions of your dad, and wild as
all of this seems, | think it's on the up-and-up. Butif you don’t believe me, ask him. After all, how do we know thateven
back where we belong, the guy who invented fusion isn'tDoc? That article says he announced the discovery and filed
the first patent late in 1994. There’s still time for things to happen, back where we came from....”

But Jules was insistent. “It can’t be, not if Dad keeps refusing to show the rest of the world anything he’s
invented, even a security system. He’s gotitin his head that trying to patent anything that he might’ve seen even briefly
in the future is dangerous because he might be cheating someone else out of their due.”

“Could be the only person he’s cheating is himself. But ask anyway. Maybe if Doc hears the story about how
another him found success, he might stop trying to hide his light under a bushel.”

“And if he did steal it?”

Marty shrugged. “Then | suppose your dad’s got a point, and trying to patentanything he might've seen in the
future can be dangerous. But I'llbet anything you want that he didn’t. Doc might ‘borrow’ things like locomotives to try
to save the space-time continuum, but unless he’s gone completelywacko, like Doc B, he wouldn't stealsomeone else’s

ideas. Countonit.”

Jules couldn’t help but have his doubts, but as they were called to come join the others for supper, he tried to



think of way to bring it up that wasn't completely rude and tactless. He could tell right away that it wasn’t going to be
easy.



Chapter Seven

Tuesday, June 4, 2002
6:49 P.M. PDT

By the time everyone had cleaned up and returned downstairs, the food was justabout ready to be served —
and not a moment too soon from the perspective of the visitors, none of whom had had a bite to eat since a campfire
dinner the night before. While the younger kids, including a still-clingy Emily, ate in the rec room nearby under the
supervision of the older Emily, the others, from the Vernes on up, ate in the formal diningroom. The distribution of the
groupstended towardshaving those from the same worlds clumping near each other,although the Docs sat across from
one another atthe table, perhaps forthe ease of conversing. Conversation, though, wasn’t inmediately forthcoming,
as the famished travelers first took care of the worst of their hunger pains. The food wasn't elaborate — sandwiches,
salads, and soup — but it was fresh and homemade, and after a few days of eating things out of cans and boxes, it was
as good as a five-course meal.

The visiting Clara couldn’t avoid staring at the locals of this world as everyone ate, utterly fascinated by the
recent turn of events. A part of her was surprised at how readily she had accepted the situation they were now in.
Maybe it was because this wasn't the first time something of this nature had happened — the Doc B nightmare was still
far too firmly embedded in her mind — or maybe it was the ease with which those from this world had accepted their
presence in it and had been immediately gracious to their unexpected guests.

There were a number of curious differences betweenthe people assembled around the table,in appearances
alone. With the bold exception of the differences in the Verne’s eye color and the Jennifers looking faintly but distin ctly
differentfrom one another — like the Emilys, almost more like sisters from the same family — those around the table
bore nearlyidentical appearances to one another. The major differences seemed to be the ages of some — the Marty
of this world was eight years older than the visiting one — and such small details as hairstyles or ways of dressing.
Although the clothe s the visitors all wore were borrowed from their counterparts here — with the exceptions of Marty,
Jennifer, and Emily — theyseemed to wear them a little differently than their other-dimensionaltwins. The visiting Jules
buttoned up the shirt he wore, for example, while the local one did not. Local Verne wore a watch; the visiting one did
not. To Clara, the experience of seeing the doubles — including her own — was like looking into a mirror thatwas ever
so slightly off. The sensation was decidedly odd, but she found herself less startled by itas the minutes wore on.

“I think we're going to have to postpone examining your time machine tonight,” the E mm ett of this world finally
announced. “There’s going to be too much waterin the canyon to get out there, and by the time we’d reach it, it would
be dark.”

“I thoughtas much,” Doc said, nodding. “Will it be safe outthere?”
“Oh, certainly for a night, yes. Do you know how much damage it sustained in the accident?”

Doc sighed, taking a drink of the water set out before him before answering. “The electrical system is shot —
and | suspect something beyond the flux capacitor went wrong before we left. Why else would we be in 2002 and not
19947

“Tim e in different realities could m ove at different rates,” Emmett responded im mediately.

“Maybe so, but that wasn’twhat was program med into the circuits, and | can’t see why we wouldn’t have arrived
here in 1994, unless...” Doc looked at his Marty, a couple of seats away. The young man seem ed unable to take his
eyes off the local Jennifer, much to her obvious discomfort and his Jennifer’'s annoyance. “Marty, how long did you have
your jacket hanging above the keyboard?”

It took a moment for the musician to answer the completely out of the blue question. “Uh... I dunno. | hung it
there after | finished moving my stuff into the train, and | think thatwas before midnightsince... itwasn’t reallong after
everyone went to bed,” he finished quickly, perhaps aware of allthe eyes on him, now.

The local Verne looked puzzled. “You sleptin the train?” he asked. “Why? The floor’s worse than the ground
in that thing!”



“Tellme aboutit,” Marty muttered, rolling his eyes. “Its along story,” he said vaguely, obviously uncomfortable,
now.

Doc saved him from further questions by their hosts aboutthe matter. “The keys were damp when we left” he
said softly, half to himself. “Marty, did you know that some of the time circuits were built under the keys?”

“No. Why would I?”

Emmett was beginningto see the picture thatDoc was also putting together. “That could definitely explain the
destination discrepancy,” he said, nodding.

Doc winced; Marty looked confused. “What did Ido wrong?” he wanted to know.

“Water gotinto the circuits and components under the keys when you hung your dripping jacket there,” Doc said.
“The moisture was allowed to puddle there and spread fora few hours, atleast. That undoubtedly caused some of the
circuits to short out even before we left.”

Marty looked horrified by the news. His counterpart smiled at him sympathetically. “Sounds like your luck’s
about like mine with that kind of stuff,” he said. “I once did som ething like that with a stupid cup of Diet Coke.”

“But | don'tthink that caused us to land here,” Marty said, nearly knocking over his Pepsi as he leaned forward
suddenly, towards Doc. “You said thatthe flux capacitor had been busted before we left and—"

“Your flux capacitor is broken?” Emmett interrupted, looking to Doc with surprise. “Why didn’t you say so
sooner?” Before the other scientist could answer, this one answered his own question. “Never mind that, | can see why.
What happened to it?”

“As far as| can tell, we struck a seag ull shortly before we hit eighty eight. The alarm had hardly gone off before
we came out, here, then the lighting hit the train and we crashed. | didn’teven notice the damage until | checked the
mac hine over after we landed.”

“The thing is,” Marty said, clearly excited, “I think that's why we’re here. When Jen and | ended up in that weird
alternate reality after Woodstock, it was because pieces of the flux capacitor were missing entirely. The you of thattime
said something about how a flaw like that would make the time field unstable. You said almost the same thing before,
too. Remember, problem s with the capacitor was what made Doc B land in our world.”

“Yes,” Doc agreed, nodding. “That would make sense.”

“Interesting,” Emmett mused. “When Marty ended up visiting different dimensions, it was due to changes in
the flux dispersal field, caused by the car door not being closed all the way.”

“Which | didn't notice for a couple days,” the local M arty said with a little shudder. “Not an experience I'd like
to repeat.”

Both Doc and Marty looked curious at this comment, but visiting Jules changed the subject, slightly. “W as it
another DeLorean, or an Aerovette?” he asked.

Emmett blinked, looking a little startled. “Neither,” he said, glancing at his counterpart. “Wasn’t the DeLorean
destroyed?”

“Oh, no, it was,” Doc said. “It was struck by a train almost imm ediately after M arty returned from 1885.”

“I hear that,” local Marty said. “Same thing happenedto me, too — and I'm still a little hacked with Doc for not
even telling me he planned to have that happen even before we started to leave 1885.”

As visiting Marty looked at the older alternate version of himself, surprised, Doc continued his explanation. “I
built another time machine into a DelLorean shortly after my family moved back to 1985 — it was finished in early
January of ‘86. Unfortunately, when Marty and | went to the future on an errand in ‘91, it was destroyed in an auto
accidentand we had to make a new machine to get back home. That one was builtinto a Chevrolet Aerovette, which
will come onto the market about ten years from now.”



“Those are sweet,” the local Verne said, sounding a little envious. “l saw some pictures of those in a car
mag azine a couple years ago, when they were a concept car.”

“I constructed a second time machine into a Jaguar XK8 in about five years ago,” Emmett said. “DelLoreans
were a little im practical for me by the mid-90s — though | do own one, now, as a norm al means of transportation.”

Visiting Jules looked jealous. “A Jag — nice,” was his opinion.

“Don’t even get started,” Doc warned his son. “There’s no way we could afford a car like that — and ce rtainly
not for you.”

“But I'm not asking for a Jag — I'd be happy with a junker at this point,” Jules said.
The local Jules looked surprised. “You don't have yourown car?” he asked.

“No— Verne and | don’t even share one,” the teen said, frowning faintly at his father, who returned the unhappy
expression in his direction, clearly telling him to drop the matter.

“Lame,” was local Verne’s opinion, earning a surprised look from his counterpart. “We both have our own
wheels, though mine’s more of awork in progress than Jules’. Just getting itto start's about a fifty-fifty shot, most of the
time.”

Emmett imm ediately tried to change the subject, perhaps catching the way his not-offs pring were eyeing his
own with definite envyand glancing to their parents with looks that promised a nice discussion later. “Did you stillwant
to have Claravisita doctor?” he asked Doc.

The inventor nodded quickly, much to his wife’s chagrin. “Do you think itll create any problems if something
is wrong with her?” he asked. “They’ll probably assume that she’s yours.”

“Notreally,” Emmett said after a moment of thought. “If something is wrong or shows up on a test,then we can
use the excuse that the test was flawed or mistaken. It does happen. | should probably be the one to take her, though,
just so | can answer any questions they throw at me.”

“Of course,” Doc agreed immediately. “Could we do it after dinner?”
“l don't see why not.”

Clara frowned faintly as she listened to the two men discuss her just a few feetaway. Her Emmett was being
ridiculous, she felt. She would admit that she hadn’tfelt very wellthat morning — or, frankly, for anumber of mornings
over the lastcouple weeks. Thatshe had fainted had come as a complete and total shock to her as much as ithad to
everyoneelse. She could only assume thatan empty stomach had been at fault, particularly since she hadn't had much
to eat the night before. The food then — roasted hotdogs, chips, and salad — had made her stomach turn. She felt
a little better now, butany arguing with her husband over the matter wouldn't do a bit of good. Clara could only hope
that she was right and nothing was wrong with her; further complications now would justadd to their problems. And,
frankly, she thought they had enough of those, already.
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As the adults finished their meal in the dining room, and Emmett and Clara prepared to visit the clinic, the kids
in the rec room were already trying to find ways to amuse themselves. While the local Emily did her best to keep Marty
Junior entertained, six-year-old Emily, feeling better after finally eating, took her first reallook around the room she had
been left in by her mother.

The girl’s understanding of their current situation was vague at best She knew that something bad had
happened to Mom my that had made her fall over on the beach, and that that was why they had left their cam ping trip
so quickly. And she knew thatsomething was wrong with the train that they sometimes traveled in, on mysterious and
secret family vacations called “time travel,” that she wasn’t supposed to talk about to the people outside her family —
excluding Marty and Jennifer. Emily also knew that they were in a strange place that wasn’t home, where everyone in
her family, and Marty and Jennifer, had almost-identicaltwins forsome reason. It had scared her, atfirst, since she had
once overheard her older brothers talking about a bad twin of their Daddy coming for a visit before she was born.



But now, with a full stomach and clean clothes on her back, Emily had a clearer perspective of the situation.
These twin people weren't evil and m ean; in fact, they seemed a lot like her own family members and the McFlys she
knew. For some reason the Marty and Jennifer twins had kids, now, a three-year-old son and an almo st-five-year-old
daughter, and that interested her considerably, even though she wanted to marry Marty herself, when she got older.
And the twin Mommy and Daddy had a daughter named Emily, too, but an older one who didn't share the big blue eyes
and same face she had, as well as a son her age named Chris. Emily didn’t know how long they were going to be
staying at this big, big house — overnight, at least— but now that she wasn't feeling so nervous, she wasted little time
in searching for something interesting to do.

Unfortun ately, atfirst glance, the room she was in looked a little boring — there were no realtoys she could see
around, none that a six-year-old would wantto play with, anyway. There weren't even coloring books, orsheets of clean,
white paper begging to be drawn on. Aboutthe only thing she saw remotely interesting was what appeared tobe a video
game machine of some kind settled near the large television, and she didn't hesitate to ask about that.

“Can we play some games?” she asked the older Emily. The nearly twelve-year-old studied her younger
namesake for a moment, a scrutiny that the little girl didn’t quite understand, then shrugged.

“I don’tsee why not,” she said. “Chris, do you want to show her how?”

The six-year-old boy, who had been staring at the Emily of his age on and off throughout the meal, shrugged
in retum. “Okay,” he agreed. “Do you have video games at your house?”

“My brother Verne has a Super Nintendo and a Sega that he lets me use,” Emily said. Chris looked at hera
little oddly as she setied down on the floor before the TV, other Marty and Jennifer’s daughter, Marlene, following them.

“Those are realold,” he said as he tumed on the TV and the game system.

“No they’re not,” Emily said, frowning as she brushed a strand of hair from her eyes. “They’re younger’n me.
What do you got?”

“A Playstation 2 and a Dreamcast,” Chris said.

Emily sniffed, skeptical. “Never heard of ‘em,” she said.

Marlene, who had been watching Emily throughout the evening with little frowns and grimaces, spoke up then.
“Chris is tellin’ the truth,” she insisted, scooting closer to the boy until she was alm ost touching him. “He’s got the best
score ever on the game.”

“W hich game?” Emily asked the younger girl.

“All of ‘em,” Marlene said. She looked at Chris and smiled at him. “Can | play, too?” she asked.

Chris glanced at her as he passed Emily one of the controllers. “Maybe after the first round. It’s only a two
player game, and Emily asked first. You're gonna hafta wait.”

Marlene frowned atthis bit of news, herblue eyes narrowing in Emily’s direction. The other girl was oblivious,
though. The game Chris had loaded was aracing gam e, she saw imm ediately, with grap hics and d etails that she hadn’t
seen outside of the mall arcade. She squealed at the sight of it, delighted.

“Oh, wow, this is neat! How can you get away with havin’arcade games here?”

Chris shrugged. “I dunno. | told you, you got old systems.”

Emilytossed her hair over her back, out of her way. “Well, then, I'm gonna ask for one of these for my birthday.”

They started to playthe game, Chris winning the first race as Emilywas still getting used to the unfamiliarcontrol
in her hand. Marlene piped up again during the brief pause in the game.

“Do you got a boyfriend?” she asked Emily, curious.



“Yeah,” Emily said. “But he’s an older man.” She giggled. Marlene smiled back, finally, her eyes widening.
“What’s his name?” she asked, interested in this bit of gossip.

“It's Marty,” Emily said. Across the room, the older Emily dropped one of the plates she’d been cleaning off a
table set up, then was forced to slam her hand over her mouth against the laughter wanting to escape. None of the kids
gathered before the TV noticed.

“That’s my Daddy’s name,” Marlene said, amazed by this coincidence.
“I know,” Emily said. “That’s who I'm gonna marry someday.”

Marlenelooked scandalized. She drew back from Emily and closerto Chris,who was engrossed in his selection
of the proper carand customizing the details on it. “You can’t marrymy Daddy, he’salreadymarried!” she said, frowning
once more at the six-year-old girl.

Emilyshrugged vaguely. “He is now, butmaybe he won't be later,” she said. “They're fighting, now, you know.”
Marlene blinked, confused. “Mommy and Daddy are fighting?”

Emilynodded sagely. “And sometimes when parents fight, theybreak up. One of my friends atschool, Karen
Carter, had that happen to her parents when she was four. Now her Daddy livesin Las Vegas and she lives with her
Mommy and her brother.”

Marlene edged even closer to Chris. Emily changed the subjecta little, not understanding how her words were
being taken by the daughter of the Other Marty and Jennifer. “Do you got a boyfriend?”

“Maybe,” Marlene said rather coyly, still looking bothered by what Emily had told her. She looked at Chris, still
distracted by the computer game. “I'm gonna marry him someday,” she said softly, pointing to the boy.

“Really?” Emily asked, amazed. “Wow. So you like an older man, too!”

Marlene nodded firmly. “Just remember that | saw him first,” she warned, her tone threatening dire
consequences if that wasn’t understood.

Emilyrolled her eyes. “I'm justvisitin’,” she said. “l won’tbe here long enough for anything to happen with your
boyfriend.”

Marlene didn't look particularly relieved by this, but she nodded once. Emily turned her attention back to the
screen, now that Chris had finished preparing his racing vehicle for their next match, and focused on that. This was a
lot better than camping, she had to ad mit, and she hoped they didn't have to leave too soon. One could getused to the
neat computer games here. And ifthey had games this greathere, she wasvery eager to see a computer in this house
and what it could do. Definitely.
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During the drive to the clinic, the other Clara said little to Emmett, seemingly fascinated by the scenery passing
by outside the carwindow. The scientist wondered if theirworlds were different enough to make the layout and maybe
even cause the topography of Hill Valley to be significantly changed. Earlier,Doc had mentioned not recognizing Silver
Creek Canyon at all as something from his home, but Emm ett wasn’t sure if one could base an assumption solely on
that. He'd have to ask more questions, later, once things settled down a little.

The clinic was nearly em pty when they gotthere, perhaps due to the still-gloomy weather or simply the hour of
the day. Emmett filed out the forms for the visitor, bantering good-naturedly with the nurse on duty who was amazed
it wasn’'t him who needed to be seen by the doctors for another accident in the lab. Clara was quiet, speaking softly
when she had to and looking distinctly uneasy in her surroundings. It seemed one thing she shared with her counterpart
was a skittishness with doctors, and Emm ett wondered if that was a common thread due to their upbringing in a more
primitive time, medically speaking. It would make a great deal of sense, though he had to wonder if his Clara and this
Clara even had the same histories. If he didn’tshare the same birthdate as the visiting Doc, it suggested to him that
perhaps the histories of the others might have similar discrepancies from their doubles.



Clara’s name was called after onlya few minutes and she headed back with a nervous smile to Emmett. “Good
luck,” he said softly.

“Thanks,” she said, turning to follow the nurse through the door to the examining rooms in the back.

The inventor settled back in the chair to begin his wait, picking up a copy of the latest Time. He flipped through
the pages without seeing them, though, heavily preoccupied by a number of things, now. Having heard a little more
about the damage the train had sustained, particularly to the flux capacitor, he was relieved that the visitors hadn’tbeen
staying longer in the past of an alternate dimension, intrigued that damage to the capacitor had apparently had a side
effect of propelling travelers in a machine to anotherdimension, and concered that the damage might take a while to
repair, meaning that sooner or later he was going to have to break the news to the visitors about the nasty side effects
such traveling had on foreigners.

The matter of the flux capacitor was particularly interesting to him. From comm ents made throughout the
evening by the visitors, he was given to assume that such a thing had happened before, apparently, to Marty and
Jennifer (and, frankly, he was amazed that his counterpart had allowed them both access and permission to use atime
machine without him along, especially on something that sounded like a pleasure trip, to Woodstock). That accident
had landed them in a foreign reality — though, presumably, not long enough to have them aware of the subatomic
com patibility problems — and another accident had broughtthem another Emmett Brown counterpart whom the group
had apparently dubbed “Doc B.” He had to wonder if such a phenome na with the capacitors was limited to that world
or if something similar would happen if he recreated the same circumstances with his own machines. Itwould seem
that such an occurrence would have a very slim chance of working;too much damage, and the things wouldn’t operate
at all, stranding the travelers.

That his Marty had crossed dimensions because of a poorly-sealed time vehicle and not because of a damaged
capacitor also brought up an interesting question: Was the reason that these visitors were so different due to the
differentmeans of achieving dimensional travel? Did a damaged flux capacitor propel travelers to an entirely different
dimensional neighborhood, as it were, than a poorly shut or sealed door? Or was itjust a fantastic coincidence?

Emmett sighed softly at the mental puzzle, finding it a more welcome thing to muddle overthan the problems
with the fusion engine. He realized with a start that he hadn’t worried once about that since arriving back home. It
wasn't too surprising, though, he supposed; there were considerably more seriousthings to focus his attention on, now.
If he hadn’t known how impossible such a thing would be, he would’ve half-expected that his family had planned the
entire matter of the visiting counterparts, knowing it would be an excellent distraction to the overworke d Em mett.

Clara wasn'’t in the examining room for more than twenty minutes, and when she did emerge, there was a
decidedly odd expression on her face. She didn’t say anything to Emmett about it, and he didn’t ask, until they were
in the DelLorean again returning back to his home.

“They didn’t find anything wrong, did they?” he wanted to know.

Clara looked away from the window, her face half in shadow now, with the combination of dusk and rain clouds
still above. “No,” she said, a queer note to her voice. “Not exactly.”

“Not exactly?” Emmett echoed, suspicious.

Clara bit herlip and knotted her hands together in her lap. “Ah,well, | suppose the word will be outtomorrow,
but... well, I'd like to speak with my Em mett about it, first. He might be a little hurt if he wasn’t the first to know.”

About what? Emmett wondered, but nodded his understanding. “Of course,” he agreed. “ljust hope it's not
bad news.”

“No, it's not,” the wom an who wasn’t his wife said softly. “l suppose it's just... unexpected.”
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Doc stared at his wife, standing across from him in their guest suite, where she had ushered him up almost
imm ediately upon her return from the health clinic. “You can’t be,” he said, num bly.

Clara nodded. “l am,” she said, her mouth twitching, as ifuncertain whether to smile or frown. “I'm as shocked



as you are, if it's any consolation....”

“Pregnant,” Doc said, the word feeling foreign onhis lips. “Great Scott, Clara, you're going to be fifty-one on your
next birthday!”

“I realize that, Emmett,” she said, alitle coolly. “But when one is this age, you don’t expect this sort of thing
to happen anymore.”

Doc sighed, knowing there was no use in laying the blame anywhere, especially not on Clara. It took two to
conceive a child, after all. “How far along are you?”

“They suspect about four or five weeks. Not as faralong as | was when we found out about Emily, last time,
but this would explain why | fainted today and have been feeling a little fluish, lately.”

The inventor winced. “You never fainted with the other kids,” he said, rising from the edge of the bed where
Clara had had him sit, prior to blurting outher news. “Clara, this is a nightmare!”

As Doc began to pace, his wife looked at him even more coolly, folding her arms across her chest. “Em mett,
is this going to be arepeat of the times | told you about the other children? Because if it is, | don’t think | can handle
it, anymore. This has rattled me as well.”

“I'm not worried about having another baby,” Doc hurried to assure her. “It's... well, it's your health. And the
child’s. My God, Clara, we're in anothertime right now — and another dimension! You didn’t travel at all in this sort of
condition with the others! It could have serious negative repercussions on a developing unborn baby! You didn’tfaint
with the others,” he said again, that point bothering him considerably.

“I'm also older, as you pointed out,” Clara said. “The doctor said that such a thing can happen sometimes,
especially if one doesn'teatwell—and | hadn’t been at all on our trip.” She sat down as he continued to pace, her face
thoughtful, now. “Do you suppose this has anything to do with the rejuvenations we had afew months ago?”

Doc went three more steps then slammed to a halt with a wince. “Probably,” was his immediate opinion.
“Damn, | shouldve known about that. One of the so-called side effects can be increased fertility, but | really never
worried about it because... well, you hadn’t been rejuvenated, too.” The scientist sighed heavily at this oversight,
massaging his forehead. “Well, now we have a good idea about how this could’ve happened at our age....”

“This isn’'t a disaster, Emm ett,” Clara said softly. “Our counterparts here had anotherchild after Emily. Maybe
this is fated for us.”

“I'd blame it awayas coincidence, rather,” Doc muttered. He considered something a moment, then sighed and
decided he might as well sayit. “The reason I'm concerned now is...well, when you had Emily, duringthe delivery, you
lost a lot of blood.”

“I know about that,” Clara said.

“No, you don’t, not entirely,” the inventor said as ge ntly as he could. “T hey couldn’t stop the bleeding right away.
They had to give you a transfusion, remember? It was quite serious. If itwas like that last time, then this pregnancy
is going to be very high risk. | want you to understand that. | want you to take it very easy — and the moment we’re
back you need to see your doctor so they can give you a thorough e xamination.”

“I won't take unne cessary risks,” she said firmly. “I don’'t want to lose this baby — or put my own life in danger.”

Doc sighed again, looking out one of the windows in the room. “W e already are taking an unnecessary risk by
being here,” he said. “l don’tlike the idea of you time traveling when you're expecting, letalone crossing into a foreign
dimension. For all | know, there could be risks with such travel and one’s health.”

“There doesn’t appearto be, notfrom whatyou and Marty have seen so far,” she said, standing and joining him
at the window. “Emmett, don't worry about me. It will be okay. It will,” she emphasized, slipping her arm around him

and leaning her head on his shoulder. Doc hugged her close, uneasy with how fragile she feltunder his hands.

“When should we tell the kids?” he asked after a moment of silence.



“Soon,” Clara said. “But not quite yet. We should probably let your counterpartand the other me know about
it, though. No later than tomorrow. The medical records are going to have her name on it, after all.”

“True.” He was quiet for another moment, holding his wife and looking out at the foreign, darke ning world
beyond the panes of glass. “Do you think we're up to doing this again?”

“l don’'t see why not,” Clara said. “And I'm quite sure this will be the last time.”

“I'm positive it will be,” Doc said, rather grimly. “I'll make sure of it.”
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Althoughthe travelers had just started theirday when theyarrivedin the future other dimension’s late afternoon,
by eleven that evening, they were ready — or at leastwilling — to turn in when their hosts did. It had been a stressful
and exhausting day, and the camping trip hadn't exactly been relaxing for anyone involved. Local Marty and Jennifer
had left with their kids around nine, much to the visiting Marty’s disappointment. He was hoping for the chance to speak
with his slightly older counterpart and see how his life had gone since 94, and what he was doing now. Obviously, if
he had a familyand was still married, he was doing something right. But such an opportunity hadn’t presented itself after
dinner, between cleaning up and entertaining small children, and then Marty trying to figure out how the hell he and
Jennifer were going to get through the next God knew how many days without biting each other’s heads off.

The silenttreatment from his wife lasted through dinner, into the evening, the preparations for bed, and turning
out the lights. They lay at opposite sides of the bed, as far apart two people could be without falling off, and perhaps
that would’ve worked out had Jennifer not startled Marty just as he was starting to doze off by yanking the blankets over
to her side. The cool breeze from the air conditioning was definitely unwelcome, and Marty sat up immediately,
annoyed. He didn’tsay anything, notright away, and merely grabbed the edge of the bedding closest to him and pulled
it back — only to have it snatched out of his hands a m oment later.

“Jennifer,” he said, his irritation clearin his voice.

“W hat?” Jennifer snapped, her back to him.

“Think you could part with some of those blankets? It’'s summer, for cryin’ out loud!”
“Then you shouldn’t be cold,” Jennifer said, clutching the bedding even tighter around her.

Marty didn’tbuy thatat all. He reached over and snapped on one of the lamps next to the bed. The illumination
dazzled his eyes for a moment, but he knew it would be equally annoying to Jennifer. He grabbed the edge of the
bedding and pulled, hard. “Jennifer, just give — me — one — of — the — blankets!” he grunted as he tried to tug
something free, unsuccessfully, from his wife’s grip. Finally, when it became clearthat wasn't going to work, Marty let
go and almost jumped out of the bed. “Fine Jen, that's real mature!”

“More mature than you're being,” Jennifer said, finally siting up and turning to look at him. Her eyes were
narrowed darkly in his direction. “Funny how you were so nice to the other Jennifer tonight, so understanding.”

Ah, so here itcame. Marty had been waiting forthis all evening. He stood atthe foot ofthe bed with his body
tensed, staring at her, waiting forit to finish, for the words to be said. Jennifer’s voice rose. “But you can’t even show
me, your wife, the same sort of consideration.”

“Oh, excuse me for being polite to someone | don’t even know,” Marty shot back. “You could try seeing things
from my side, you know. How do you think | feel, hearingyou go on and on abouthow Jennifer McFlyisn’tgood enough
for you? How do you think that makes me feel, Jen?”

“You don’t understand at all!” Jennifer said, rolling her eyes. “My God, Marty, | just wanta professionalname
for myself, an identity of my own for work.”

“Why?” Marty asked. “Why, for godsakes, is it so important for you to keep those so separate? Are you
ashamed of me? Because I'm the struggling musician and you're thebig successfulnewswoman, who has people come
up to you and ask for your autograph or a picture?”



“That’s only happened a couple times,” Jennifer said, neatly skipping her spouse’s que stions. “And how could
you marry someone other than me?”

Marty blinked, genuinely confused by that question. “What are you talking about?”

“That wom an, that Jennifer that your other se If was with tonight — she wasn’'t me! She didn’t look like me. And
| saw you looking at her tonight, all during dinnerand after. You were staring at her, Marty! What’'s wrong, do you have
regrets about marrying the Jennifer you did? Do you think your other self got a better deal?” There was a genuine
anguish to the words, but Marty was completely oblivious to it, her questions bringing up another point that he had
considered earlier inthe evening. Well, if she was going to say it, he might as well, too.

“Now you know how | fet when | was in that twisted future,” Marty said. “You were married to Ben Fosterthen,
Jen — the same guy you're anchoring with, now. That’s how you two met! What's the matter with you lately? Is that
pompous creep more attractive to you now than | am? Is he the one telling you to separate your name from mine, all
in the name of work? Because it happened once before!”

Jennifer glared at him. “How dare you!” she exclaimed. “l would never, ever entertain the mere thought of
cheating on you!”

“Well, you justaccused me of doing that — and with yourself, of all people!” The irony of the situation struck
him, then, and he started to laugh. His wife was not amused; her face had paled in anger, the only color being bright,
pink spots burning in her cheeks. She grabbed the pillow from his side ofthe bed and hurled it across the room at him.
Marty ducked the throw, and the pilow smashed into a picture hanging on the wall, knocking it off the hook from which
it was suspended with a noisy crash that could’'ve wakened the dead. The bad aim and the murder of the innocent
picture just made him laugh all the more.

“Get out, Marty!” she demanded.

The young man held his breath, trying to stop laughing. After a moment, the urge finally passed and he letout
the air in a sigh. “Sure,” he said, rolling his eyes. “Where do you expect me to go? The train, again?”

“Idon’'tknow and | don’t care,” Jennifer said, her voice low and threatening. “Get out. Now. | can’tlook at you.
| can even be in the same room as you.”

Marty studied hera moment with a frown and furrowed brow, noting how she had pressed herself firmlyagainst
the headboard, clutching the entire wealth of bedding so close, she looked almost like a contem porary mum my. Her
face was turned away from him, towards the windowles s wall. “Fine,” he said. “Fine, let's just have arerun of last night.”

“You started it,” Je nnifer said flatly.

Marty had done a fairly good job of keeping his temper in check during the entire argument, but with that
com pletely unwarranted accusation, he couldn't take it anymore. He didn'tsnap, not quite, buthe didn’'tthink he'd ever
been madder at Jenniferthan he was at that mom ent. “No,” he corrected immediately, scooping up the discarded pillow
from the floor. “You did weeks ago, Jen, when you decided that being Jennifer McFlywasn’t good enough now that you
had a big promotion, a fat paycheck, and were anchoring the desk every morning! | never thought fame would go to
your head, but | guess | was wrong. Well, fine, go ahead, distance yourself from your poor, struggling, musician
husband! Use the goddamn Parker name for all | care. Butl’'m never going to supportit, and I'll never forgive you for
doing it.” He paused, his hand on the door, Jennifer’s mouth twitching in her very still face. “Your counterpar used
McFly in her field, you know, and she’s done fine!”

He opened the door and stepped out, prepared to make a dram atic exit — and found that he had ac cide ntally
opened the door that led to the bathroom, instead. Marty might’'ve justignored that and gone on his merryway — except
that there were five pairs of eyes staring at him as the Juleses, the Vernes, and the older Emily had apparently been
listening to the entire nasty conversation. W ell, they hadn’t exactly been speaking quietly; Marty felt color flood his face
when he realized that most, if not all, the members of the home had probably overheard a few things they shouldn’tve.

“Hey,” he said to the guilty looking kids, shutting the bedroom door at his back and waling towards the other
exit, not bothering to stop and chat. As he headed forthe stairs to the lower floor, the tossed pillow under one arm, he
thought he heard someone weeping, softly, from one of the rooms. Jennifer, perhaps. Marty tightened his jaw,
determined to ignore it, trying to think of som ething, anything, to distract him from the fact that his marriage was all but



over, now.

Things couldn’t possibly get any worse than that.



Chapter Eight

“Well, that was rather unpleasant....”

“You think so? | considered it rather enlightening. I've been noticing a certain... distance between the two of
them almost since they got here, and this explains the whole situation quite neatly.”

“Does it? I'm not so sure....”

Having just barely finished their own preparations for bed, local Em mett and Clara — whose room was very
close to the inner guest room and happened to share a number of the same ventilation ducts — had heard every bit of
that argument, loud and clear. The inventor strongly suspected that almost everyone else in the house had, too. Of
all the sleeping rooms, only the guest suite was deliberately segregated from the others in terms of heating and cooling
and such, to afford those staying there more privacy. Since little Emily was bunked out on the sofa bed in the suite’s
parlor, it was just as wellit had such aluxury. Blistering arguments between adults were som ething little kids shouldn't
be exposed to more than was unavoidable, and though Chris’ room was within easy earshot of this verbal battle, he
tended to sleep very deeply, and had been out already when Clara had gone to make sure he was tucked in.

Thinking of what he’d just heard, Em mett sighed. “From what I've picked up, Jennifer’s counterpart chose to
gointo broadcast ratherthan print journalism. A bit surprising,given how our Jennifer dislikes being recognized by fans,
and prefers that people know her and admire her work rather than her appearance on a television screen. Some
differencein their backgrounds — perhaps the same thing that makes them physically different — changed that attitude
in our guest. | wouldn't care to base my entire opinion of the subject on one overheard argument, but itwould appear
that she was recently promoted into a prominent, highly-visible, and well-paying position, and now wants to use her
maiden nam e rather than her married name in her job.”

“That’s not all that unusual for people in the media, though,” Clara pointed out, thinking of various things she’d
heard about people in those professions. “It's a way of protecting their personal life from their public life....”

Emmett snorted. “And how much privacy does using a different name, any name, provide when it's your face
people recognize and remember?”

She pondered this foramoment, thenunderstood. “None at all, really. At best, it might tum people awaywhen
you say ‘no, I'm so-and-so, but it won't stop them from seeing you and approaching you. Yes, | see what you mean.
But Jennifer's always seemed to be a much more sensible person, Emmett, not given to making bids for attention or
craving that kind of fame.”

“Not our Jennifer,” the inventor agreed. “I| remember that when she gotthat syndicated column job, she talked
about using a pen name — a completely different pen name that could never be connected with her, because she
wanted to be able to kee p her hom e life quiet and be able to go places without being pestered. She didn’'tdo it because
Marty thought she deserved some personal recognition for her work, and she decided she could live with the risk of
someone recognizing her once in a while, since most people would really only know her name and not her face. And
I suspectthatgiven theright circumstances, even our Jennifer might succumb to the attractions of sudden fame, at least
for a while. It also sounds as if their circumstances are being complicated by Marty’s career — or a lack of one. If he's
not doing as well as our Marty did at the sam e pointin his life... well, that might provide alittle extra fuel to his wife’'s ego,
giving her feelings of power and confidence ours never had in the same way because neither she nor Marty were ever
that far apartin terms of their professional success. I'm sorry this had to happen to them, and | hope it doesn’t prove
fatal to their relationship. But it seems to me that Jennifer picked what's probably the worst sore spot Marty has.”

When Clara eyed him curiously, he explained. “His family name. I don’t reme mber things the same way Marty
does because when he changed his parents’ past, | wasn't a time traveler; my perception of reality changed along with
everyone else’s. But | saw enough ofyoung George McFly, knew some things abouthis father, Arthur, and have heard
Marty tell me in extensive detail how his life had been before he accidentally went back to 1955. No McFly has ever
amounted to anything in the history of Hill Valley. That was the attitude in his ears every day of his life, untl history
changed. Jennifer doesn’'t remember it — nobody but Marty remembers it. But he does remember it. If you'd grown
up thinking that your father was a loser, his father was a loser, your entire family was a bunch of losers, and that you
were doomed to be a loser, you wouldn't forget the feelings so easily, even when things appeared to change. And if
his Jennifer saw their family in 2015 and told him about it, like ours did, and old Biff told him that he'd taken his life and
flushed it down the toilet... Well, if you were having trouble making a success of yourself, mightn’t you worry that in the



end, you were going to wind up a loser, too, because you'd seen and heard of a future in which it happened, for real?”

Clara nodded as she absorbed these things. “Yes, | understand. From what | heard all evening long, there may
be some differences between our visitors and us, but a number of significant things are the same, and the change in
Marty’s family appears to be one of them. But Emmett, if what you're saying is true, Jennifer has to understand that
insisting on using her maiden name — especially only now, after she achieves success — is going to hurt Marty....”

“Oh, | suppose she knows it on some subliminal level, but from that argument, it sounds as if she’s not ready
to acknowledge itconsciously. And while | know our Jenniferwould never even think of leaving Marty for another man,
| can’t saythe same about this one, not for certain. She’s not precisely the same person, | don’t know her,and | don’t
know the details of their situation. And without knowing more than we do, we certainly can't interfere. Even if we did
know, we probably shouldn’t. They have to work this out for themselves.”

Clara sighed. “It’s still painful to hear things like that. It’s just as well our Marty and Jennifer wenthome for the
night and took the children with them. I'm sure hearing pe ople who look and sound very much like their parents fighting
like that would upset them.”

Emmett grunted softly. “It upset me, though not the same way it would upset the kids. And I'm sure they had
no idea they’d be heard by everyone in the house.”

“| can’t imagine they did. Heavens knows, if | were to have an argument like that while | was a guest in
someone else’'s home, I'd die from embarrassment when | found out it could be so easily overheard. In the morning,
we should find a discreet way of mentioning it to them, if we can.”

“If it's possible. No matter what, it's going to be embarrassing, especially if one of the kids heard and brings
it up over breakfast.”

The teacher grimaced at that possible scenario. “We should warn them to keep quietabout it, then. And if you
tell Marty, I'll tell Jennifer — since | doubt we’ll have an opportunity to speak to them together, in private.”

Her husband agreed, sighing once again as he climbed into bed and tumed out the lights. “l have to wonder
if this kind of behavior is characteristic of this Marty and Jennifer, or if ours have fights like this, too, and somehow have
managed to keep ita secret from the rest ofthe world for elevenyears. Oh, I've heard them quibble and argue before,
but not like this.”

Clara smiled softly as she slipped under the covers. “Just because we haven't seen it doesn’t mean it never
happens. After all, Idon’t believe we've ever had an honest togoodness fight in public, but it's not because we never
argue.”

“Maybe, but even at our worst, | can’t ever remember having an argument quite that....” He was at a loss for
the appropriate word.

“Immature?” she provided accurately. “W e did once, if you recall, but we never argued like that in front of the
children or guests, and we did leam from the experience. They'll learn, too. If they really love each other, they'll find
a way through this. And if they don't... well, they aren’t our Marty and Jennifer, Emmett. In their world, it may not be
destined for them to stay together and raise a family. From what little we've seen, their lives are rem arkably different,
and this may be their time for a parting of the ways. It may hurtto see itbecause they are so much like our friends, but
we really shouldn't interfere with their lives, as you said.”

“I know. And | won’'t. We need to concentrate on helping them all get back to where they belong, as quickly
as possible.”

Clara was quiet for a minute. “How long do you think that might be? If their flux capacitor is destroyed....”

“That's not as big a problem as it seems,” Emmett assured her with surprising confidence. He elaborated.
“Remember when | upgraded the systems in both the Jag and the train last summer? | removed the original flux
capacitor from both vehicles and have them in storage in my lab. Unless my counterpart’s made significant
modifications to the train’s systems or devised upgrades thatuse technologyfrom their world that's very different from
our own, there shouldn'tbe much problem removing the dead equipment and replacing it with what | removed from our
train. So long as the computers responsible for programming and effecting the actual temporal transition are their



original equipment, they should be able to make a successful jump back to their own dimension, once all the other
damage is repaired. That's what could potentially take more time than I'd like. So many parts of the train were hand-
mad e, replacing or repairing even w hat appe ars to be minor damage could take weeks, if there’s too much of it.”

He could hear his wife’s frown. “And if it does, | take it that m eans you won’t be coming with us to Europe.”

She in turn heard his sigh. “Certainly not right away, until | know I've done all | can to help them return home.
This is more important than a vacation, Clara.”

She conceded with asound of resignation. “lknow, | know. It just seems thatsomething’s conspiring against
you going with us. On the day Peter finally kicks you out of EPB — and yes, dear, | know he did, he told me he had
when he calledto letus know about what he'd discovered atthe airport — visitors from anotherdimension show up on
the back doorstep, with proble ms only you can help them solve. I'm beginning to feel as if you’'ve managed to conspire
with Fate to make sure you don’t have to go.”

“That’'s not true. | dowant to go, and I've already turned over the work on the engine problem to the staff. But
you know they can’t survive here indefinitely. W e know that entering n-dimensional space can help negate the side-
effects of being outside one’s home dimension, butwe don’t know if that’s a true solution oronly a delaying tactic. For
all we know, it’s just slowing the inevitable, not stopping it. And they are our counterparts, yours and mine and the kids’
and Marty’s and Jennifer’s. | couldn’t not help them any more than my physician counterpart from thatlast dimension
Marty visited could stay at home when he knew Marty was trying to find help for me when | was injured in a way that
happened to be his area of expertise. | know it feels like bad timing to you, but if some fate was at work today, maybe
it was meant for me to be free to help these people get home again. If | miss our vacation or have to join you later
because of it, is that too much of a price to pay to help them survive?”

“No,” she had to admit with a shake of her head he could not see. “You're right, of course, this does have to
come first, and if worse comes to worst, the restof us will stay home, too, until we can all go together. But after this,
you are coming with us, even if it's just on a weekend trip to Sacramento and away from anything even vaguely
resembling work. You have a responsibility to your family, too, and I'm not going to let you forget it!”

“I won’t, | promise,” he swore.

She thoughtit sounded a little too quick a response to be completely earnest, but she acceptedit. “And I'll hold
youto that,”she said inher best no-nonsense teacher voice. “By the way, was there anything wrong with my counterpart
that might be a sign of this interdimensional incompatibility trouble?”

She heard him shrug. “Not that she told me. Something was up, and she wanted a chance to tell my
counterpart first. She didn't sound as if she was frightened or worried, more... confused. You don't know what sort of
thing might confuse you under similar circumstances, do you?”

“Nothing | can think of,” Clara admitted after considering it. “But if itis something serious and they can’t return
home right away, | suspect they’ll tell us.”

“| suppose so. Even ifitis, | can’t think of anything we couldn’ttake care of by making use of future medicine.
It didn’t hurt my physician counterpart, so far as we know. Just so long as she isn’t pregnant, there shouldn’tbe any
problem we can’t deal with.”

*kkkkkkkkk

After Marty staked out of the big bathroom to escape his angry wife, the five eave sdro pping kids high-tailed it
out of there rather than run the risk of Jennifercoming after him and catching them there. They slipped into the sunroom
just down the hall, which visiting Verne had claimed for his temporary quarters, since, aside from a comfortable futon
bed, it also boasted a TV and sound system and all the other electronic entertainment gadgets a kid his age liked to
have available. They spoke quietly, to make sure their voices wouldn’tcarry into the guest suite bedroom just beyond
the north wall of the room.

“That didn’t sound good,” local Jules said, his dark eyes wide with shock. “I've never heard Marty or Jennifer
yell like that...l”

Visiting Jules groaned. “We’ve heard entirely too much of them yelling like that ever since we started this so-



called vacation.”

“Even before that,” his brother confirmed. “Watching them eat supper tonight’s the longestI’'ve seenthem go
without bickering ever since Jennifer got that promotion at work. Itdoesn'’t sound like a big deal to me. My girlfriend
Amber says she’s gonna use her own name when she makes it into movies or TV, and it wouldn’t bother me....”

Both Jules and local Verne wrinkled their noses at him. “You’'ve got a girlfriend named Amber? “ the latter
asked. “What kind of name is that, some sort of Hollyweird thing?”

“Annoying,justlike she is,”visiting Jules assured him, before turning back to his brother. “For one thing, Verne,
I doubt very much that Amber thinks of herself as your ‘girlfriend,” notconsidering the abysmal way she treats you and
flagrantly takes advantage of you at every opportunity. That scarcely makes you an experton the subject of rom antic
relationships. Moreover, | suspect it's a big deal to Marty because Jennifer’s been using her married name as a
television news reporterfor severalyears, now, and onlymade this decision about going back to her maiden name after
she was given a significant promotion. If she’d been using it all along, | doubt Marty would be reacting so badly.”

Emilywinced, suddenly remembering things she’d heard earlier in the evening. “They haven't beenyelling like
this in front of your sister, have they?” When her not-brothers nodded in confirmation, she hissed softly. “That explains
what she was telling Marlie and Chris. Shethinks they’re gonna get divorced ‘cause they’re fighting so much, and that
means she’ll be free to marry Marty when she grows up.”

Both other-dimension Jules and Verne made sounds and expressions of exasperation. “l don’t know where
she picked up thatcrazy idea,” Verne opined, “but she’s sure notletting it go. All of us have tried to tell her togive itup,
but Mom and Dad decided there’s no point, anymore, she’ll give up when she’s ready. As long as it’s not hurting
anybody....”

“But it is,” Emily insisted. “She told all of that stuff about Marty and Jennifer to Marlene. She’s not even five,
yet, and | don’tthink she really understands that your sister was talking about your Marty and Jennifer, nother parents.
Marlie’s a real impressionable kid, and after your Emily told her about them fighting a lot and her friend’s parents
breaking up, Marlie got awfully quiet. She’s probably scaredto death thatit's her parents who are gonna split, notsome
people who just happen to look like ‘em and have the same names.”

Both of her brothers groaned. “Oh, great,” Verne grumbled, “that’s just what she didn't need to hear. You
remember what happened a couple months ago when Marty’s friend Eric got separated from his wife and she went to
visit Jennifer and cried all over her for a few hours. Marlie had nightmares about losing her folks for weeks....”

“That doesn’t sound good,” visiting Jules agreed. “W e should tell Emmy not to talk about it in front of her.”

“Better still,” his double add ed, “we should call Marty and Jennifer in the morning and tellthem not to bring the
kids over again, if they can find someone to watch them. They’re both too young to really understand what’s going on.
If it's scaring M arlie....”

“That's a good idea,” his sister agreed, “but don’t you dare tell ‘em I'll babysitt Mom and Dad said | can skip
goingto school for the restof the week ‘cause you and Chris are alreadydone, Verne’s only gotone more day of finals,
and we’re justkilling time until report cards come out. Theywant me to keep an eye on Chris and their Emily until they
can go home. Babysitting two six-year-olds for God knows how long is gonna be bad enough. Junior gets bored way
too easy, and Marlie’s always hanging all over Chris and driving him nuts. No way I'm gonna referee that for days!”

Other Jules saw her point. “It might be bestall around, then, if they just stayed home, or if Jennifer stayed at
home with the kids, if your Marty can be of assistance. | have a feeling our Jennifer would be happier if she didn’t see
her counterpart’s face for a while.”

“I'll bet,” local Verne had to agree, a little grouchy because of his sister’s reminder that he still had one more
day of school to go and would miss outon anything interesting that might happen during the day, like checking out the
train he’'d seen come down. “Sounded to me like she blames her Marty ‘cause her counterpart look s different and his
doesn’t.”

His brother clicked his tongue and shook his head. “Some so-called adults can be more immature than little
kids. Do youthink we should tellMom and Dad about this?”



The brown-eyedblond snorted. “Why bother? You know how the ventilation ducts carry all the noise from that
room intoits whole half of the house. Remember that time we were gonna sneak off with the train and used that guest
room to do all our planning ‘cause it didn’thave any windows and wasn’t right nextto Dad’s study, and we thought no
one would hear anything? Dad knew everything, and for years after that, | thought he could read minds or something,
until | was in their bedroom and heard somebody talking in the other room. Good as an intercom.”

“That’s true. It's probably a good thing your sister’s in the guest suite with your parents,” Jules told their visitors.
“It's pretty well sound-proofed, and it’s not likely they heard much of it, if they heard it at all.”

Visiting Verne nodded. “Yeah, it's justas well Emmy didn’t hear another fightbetween Marty and Jennifer. But
| suppose we should tell our Mom and Dad about it in the morning.”

His Jules agreed. “Definitely, and not in front of Emily. | hope the two of them find a way to resolve their
differencessoon, or one of them may tryto push the other out of the trainand leave them behind when we head home.”

The three local siblings glanced at one another, knowing from experience why it would be a bad idea for any
of them to stay behind. When Verne opened his mouth and would have explained the dangers of living in another
dimension for more than a few days, Jules deftly elbowed him, caug ht his eye, and shook his head. Verne understood
what he was trying not to say — that it would be cruel to warn their counterparts of dangers they might never have to
face — and for the moment, they said nothing.

Wednesday, June 5, 2002
5:30 a.m. PDT

Come morning, Emmett was the first person up, not because he’'d gotten as much sleep as his body wanted,
but because his brain refused to shut down after he’d been wakened shortly before dawn by some elusive, peculiar
dream. He laid there and tried his bestto go back to sleep, but he wound up tossing and turning, and finally decided
to getup so as notto disturb Clara, who was still sound asleep. After quietlycleaning upand getting dressed, he slipped
downstairs without disturbing anyone else, checked in the kitchen to make sure they had enough supplies on hand to
feed this unexpected army — they did, though a trip to the grocery store would be necessary if they couldn’t send their
guests back home before lunch — then started toward the laundry room to see if anyone had remem bered to remove
the last load of their guests’ clothes from the dryer. As he passed by the bottom of the stairs on the far side of the
informal dining room, he noticed that the door to the music room, directly across from the stairs, was ajar. Normally,
they left it closed so that the room’s climate control systems would protect the wood ofthe baby grand piano, and keep
the instrumentfrom going out oftune too often. Someone had probably peeked inside and hadn’t closed the door firmly
enough to latch it; it happened all the time after Emily had been practicing, or was the last one out after her weekly
lesson with Marty. He really needed to get around to fixing that, since there wasn’t much point in maintaining that
separate environment if the door was forever hanging open. When he reached inside to grasp the knob, however, he
heard the noise of someone shifting position on the room’s small couch, followed by an unintelligible mutter.

“Marty?” he said quietly, all but certain of the occupant, who would’ve known nothing about the door’s
recalcitrant latch. If the visiting musicianwasn’t awake, he didn’t want to disturb him, knowing that he quite likely hadn’t
slept well at all.

The answering, “Yeah,” sounded more alert than the voice of someone whose sleep had been interrupted. “Are
you my Doc or the other Doc?” he wanted to know, his brain still sufficiently fogged to be a little tactless.

“The other,” Emmett said with faint amusement. The business of identifying multiple persons with the same
name and just about everything else was difficult attimes, but also a little absurd as well. “It doesnt sound as if you
slept very well.”

Marty made a noise that Jennifer would likely have called rude. “l don't remember the lasttime | slept well,” he
admitted. “Jen and | had an argument last night, and she kicked me out.”

“l know,” his host replied, stepping into the room to make sure their voices didn’t carry to anyone upstairs who
might be awake. “l suppose | shouldve warned you, but that room shares air ducts with most of the other rooms on

that side of the house. It was rather audible, I'm afraid.”

“Swell,” Marty groaned, embarrassed to know how public their fight had been, but at the same time rather



relieved, too, since itspared him the need to make up excuses or explanations or lies. Having things out in the open
could be a comfort, sometimes. “l hope you don’t mind that | came down here. As far as | knew, every room upstairs
was taken, and this was the first room | found when | came down those stairs just outside. It was dark, and when |
tripped over the couch here, | just decided to stay for the night.”

“It's not a problem,” the inventor assured him, “Appropriate that you should wind up here, too, since thisis the
music room.”

As he took a seaton the empty bench, Marty only then noticed the piano the room had been designed to house.
“Figures,” he said with a crooked hint of a smile. “I didn’t even notice, it was so dark in here. | really did trip over the
couch, looking for a light switch or something, andit was comfortable enough, so | just stayed where | was. Didn’tsleep
all that well, but it's not ‘cause the couch was lum py or anything. My mind just wouldn’t shut down.”

“Understandable, given the circumstances. If you're all still here tonight and you'd rather notrisk a repeat of
what happened by staying in the same room as Jennifer, there’s a room justdown the halland around the comer that
has areal bed init. | setitup for Clara to use when Emily was a baby so she wouldn’t have to be running up and down
the stairs to the nursery when Emmy needed a nap and Clarawasn’t doing things upstairs. We used it that way with
Chris, too, and the other kids and visitors have used it for the same thing, from time to time. It'"d be much more
comfortable than this couch, and there’s a bathroom just across the hall from it.”

“Thanks,” Marty said, genuinely appreciating the offer. “I'd like to think | won't needto take you up onit, but I'm
not that naive. Did your Marty and Jennifer have problems like this when they were the same age?”

The white-maned head shook. “No, in fact, atthe time, they were both very happy and e xcited because they'd
just broken ground on their new house two months earlier, and were looking forward to moving in in early September.
Our Jennifer never was in broadcast journalism, she’'d worked as a regular reporter for the Telegraph ever since she
interned with them during her lastyear in college. She was given her own column just before Marlene was born in ‘97,
and it wentinto national syndication two years ago. Marty's had steady work as a songwriter for other rock musicians
since he sold his first piece during his last year in high school. After he finished college and he and Jennifer were
married, he worked on and off as a freelance producer and agentfor other musicians, and gave private lessons to help
supplement their income. By June of ‘94, he’d earned him self a fair amount of respect — and work. After Marlene
came along, he started doing more production work, and he’s been quite successful. He’s had some very notable
clients, and right now, he’s collaborating on a major album, producing and writing and even a little performing.”

“Cool,” visiting Marty said with a soft whistle, impressed. “Wish | could say the same. Oh, things aren’t going
too bad given the way the music business usually is, but....”

“Butit doesn’t pay off as easily or as quickly as other kinds of work,” Emm ett finis hed for him when he appeared
disinclined to say more. “l understand, my Marty’s told me allabout it, ever since the first day he picked up a guitarand
decided he wanted to be rock star. That was when he was ten, if | recall correctly.”

The blue eyes widened. “Really? You guys knew each other when he was ten? | first gotinto music when |
was ten, too, but Ididn’tmeet my Doc until lwas almost fourteen. It's weird,how most of us seem like the same people,
but things you’d think would be the same aren’t.”

“Iknow,” the inventor agreedwholeheartedly, thinking about certain surprise variations he'd discoveredin talkking
to his own counterpart. “It's almost the exact opposite of what one usually experiences in time travel, where small
changes can resultin drastic differences. But forall we know, our worlds are quite different, even though our parts of
it are oddly similar. This particular variation, forinstance, could explain some of the differences I've noticed between
you and my Marty. He and | would appear to have a somewhat different relationship than you and your Doc. Not
surprising, given that we met just after he tumed eight, and then | was pretty much out of the picture in his life during
his college years. After | came home, we had to get to know each other all over again, in many ways.”

A small frown creased the musician’s tired face. “Yeah, | heard someone say something about you not coming
back from the past untl the middle of 1990. | don’tthink | would’ve liked that much, if you'd popped back to pick up
Einstein and say ‘don’t worry,’ then disappeared for five years.”

Emmett chuckled. “My Marty didn’tlike it much at first, either, but lhad good reasons fordoing things the way
I did, he eventually agreed that they were good reasons, and he learned to live with it. In some ways, | think it was a
good thing for him. He learned a lot during those years, not justabout music. He found out how to stand on his own



and make his own decisions about important things, and if I'd been around, things might've gone differently. It's
academic, in any case. | did what | had to do, he did what he had to do, and in the end, it all turned out for the best.”

Marty sighed. “l wish I could say the same. The way my lifeis going right now, I’d sayit’s turning into garbage.”
He gave his host a curious look, visible mostly in the early morning light coming through the door of the otherwise
windowlessroom. “l don't suppose thatwe can count on anything we see here being the waythe future’s gonna go for
us, can we?”

Again, the inventor shook his head. “I wouldn't. We would appear to be incarnations of each other on an
existential level, but therere so many differences in our past experiences, I'm surprised we have much in common at
all. The fact that we do — and don’t — certainly gives one a lot to think about, in a metaphysical sense.”

“l guess,” Marty conceded, though he wasn't entirely sure wh at the scie ntist meant. “If your Marty ever ran into
problems like this, what would you tell him do?”

An odd wryness flitted across Emm ett’'s face. “Nothing. Thatis, I'd tellhim he has to work this out on his own.
I could give him advice, I suppose, based on what| know of his situation and my own past experiences, but I'm not him,
he’s not me, and his relationship with his wife isn’t something | can fix for him. | could offer support or a good whack
upside the head to remind him when he’s acting foolish, but he has to make his own choices and his own decisions, just
like you do. I'm sorry that you and your Jennifer are having problems, and | believe | understand why this particular
problem might be bothering you so, but | can’t give you an answer.”

The visiting musician accepted that, though a bit grudgingly. “Did anything like this ever happen to you and
Clara? Something where it felt like you were so far on opposite sides of something, you'd never work it out?”

Emmett was quiet for a moment or two, thennodded. “Once. It was late in 1995, about a year after I'd realized
I'd always been the person who discovered practical fusion power.”

Marty blinked. “That really was you? Jules and Verne and | saw that stuff you've got hanging in the front
hallway—the Nobel Prize and the patents and all that. Jules thoughtthat maybe thereason you've got so much money
is ‘cause you stole the idea from the future.”

“Absolutely not,” the inventor said firmly. “That was always my worry, too, that I'd accidentally plagiarize
something I'd seen the first time | went to the future and change what should have been by fooling myseff into believing
itwas my ownidea. Thisreally was myidea, mydesigns, and if your Jules is overly concerned about my honesty, | have
the proof to show that it wasn’'t something | pilfered. In October of 1994, | was just about to go bankrupt, and | was
getting so desperate, | finally had to go look into the details of my own future to realize that in only a month or so, | was
supposed to unveilthe discovery of a fusion reactor to the rest of the world. | almost did ittoo late because | was being
so stubborn about that, and if | had, | might've messed up my own past and present.”

“How? By going broke?”

“No, by refusing to inve nt something that needed to be invented in a particular way so that | could use it to power
my time machine. If compact and clean fusion power hadn’tbeen perfected and adequatelydeveloped by 2015 in just
the way that| used itto power the time circuits, itmight’'ve changed the entire course of events thatmade my life what
it was — in particular, the circumstances that sent me back to 1885 to meet Clara and have a family. If the equipment
was too big, it might not have worked in ways | could use in the DeLorean, if it was too radioactively dirty, | might not
have wanted to use it, and would’'ve ended my travels after | ran out of plutonium.... |think you can see what | mean.”

Marty nodded. “Yeabh, this space-time stuff can get really complicated and super heavy. So what'd this have
to do with you and Clara? Was she mad at you for telling people about your invention, or not telling ‘em sooner?”

“No — though I'm sure she wouldn’tve been happy with me if I'd let us go bankrupt rather than accept that |
really did invent something significant | could reveal to the whole world. My attorney and | had been working very hard
on both establishing my patent rights and negotiating with companies interested in manufacturing and marketing the
reactor. Clara understood that a lot of hard work was needed to make this a success, but right around Easterin ‘95,
she found out she was pregnant. | was... shocked, to say the least, since she was in her late forties, and though | wasn’t
exactly opposed to the idea, it was just one more worry in my life at a time that was already full of worries. In many
ways, the same thing hap pened when she was expecting Emily, but then, | was shuttling back and forth between our
home in the pastand what would be our home in the present, here, tryingto get all the repairs and remodeling finished



before we moved in. Idrove myself crazy more than anyone else. This time, | couldn’t avoid it, and about a month
before she was due, we started bickering, getting on each others’ nerves — and it was all over ridiculously petty things,
because we were both under stress and not dealing with it the way adults should. We never fought in front of the kids,
but when they were out of the picture....”

He grimaced, remembering events that were strangely vivid, though he knew he had lived through them only
in a revised version of history. “Two weeks before she was due, when the boys were in school and Emily was in
preschool, | told her that I'd need to be out of town for a few days just before she was supposed to deliver, because that
was the date that had been arranged to finalize the first major corporate deal involving production of the reactor. It was
set according to some financial schedule atthe company and couldn’t easily be changed. To say she blew hertop is
an understatement,and | didn't react anybetter. Being around for the birth of the babywas important, but so was being
there to initiate the business that would make sure the baby and our entire family would never need to worry about
paying bills or buying food or going to college or anything like that, ever again. She wanted to know why Peter — my
attorney — couldn’t do it for me, why couldn’tthe meeting be moved up or delayed until after the baby was born.... 1
don’t even remember what | said, but | know | told her it wasn’t possible, which wasn’t what she wanted to hear at all.
I don’t know how long we yelled at each other, butwe dragged up everypetty grievance and gripe we'd ever had toward
one another, andit accomplished nothing. It wasn't until the day before | had to leave for San Francisco that we finally
sat down and discussed the situation like genuinely mature adults. W e both had valid reasons for being up set, we both
had good reasons for being stubborn, but neither of us had any decent reason for acting so childish. W e couldn’t
change when the baby would be born, and it really was important that | go to that m eeting at that time.”

“And did you go?”

Emmett nodded. “Yes, and the baby, Chris, was born on the same day as the meeting, about a week early.
Clara was a little upsetthat | wasn’t there — and so was | — but there wasn't any point in being angry aboutit. She
managed to say ‘I told you so’ in avery permanent way, in the end, and ever since then, we've never let an argument
get so far out of hand that we can’t resolve our differences or at least reach a truce of sorts before we startbehaving
irrationally. | think that may be what you and Jennifer need to do, find some way of discussing your differences and
airing your grievances so that you can figure out what the real problems are. It wasn’t the fact that | wouldn’t be around
for Chris’ birth thatreally was bothering Clara, or me, it was the fact thatour lives were changing in a very sudden and
extreme way and would never be the same again. It felt like we were losing control,and our ways of trying to get it back
were clashing terribly. If we hadn’t acknowledged all this and found a way to com promise, it could’ve been disastrous.”

“Like itis with me and Jen right now,” Marty said reflectively. “lget the point, though I'm not sure either of us
knows what the real problem is.”

“Finding out is usually the hardest part,” the scientist admitted, “and unfortunately, it's also the part you have
to do yourselves. Ihope you work it out soon, though. | can’t tell you what may be in your future, but I'd hate for it to
be unhappiness.”

“Sowould I. Did you say there’s a bathroom not faraway? | think | need to use it before | try to get a little more
sleep. I'm still bushed.”

“l was just heading in that direction. C’'mon, I'll show you where it and the nap room are.”

After directing Marty to the rooms in question, Emmett continued on down the hall to the laundry room at the
farend, where he found that the last load of wash had indeed been leftin the dryer when everyone had reached the end
of their stamina for the day. He recognized the dress as Other Clara’s, the playclothes aslittle Emily's, and the shirtand
jeans as Other Marnty's. He put the dress on a hangar and folded the other things, leaving Clara’s and Emily’s things
to be collected later rather than disturb them. There was a load of linens waiting to be washed that his Clara had
insisted be stripped off the guestroom beds and exchanged for fresherthings, so he tossed them into the machine, set
it to do its happily quiet business, then headed back to the kitchen to see about making some coffee for himself and
anyone else who might rouse early. Alongthe way, he quietly opened the door to the nap room and left Marty’s things
on the dresser just inside. The musician was already sprawled on the bed and out like light, in a very typical Marty
position. Emmett hoped their earlier conversation mightturn out to be helpfulwithoutbeing overly manipulative, butonly
time would tell.

As he passed by the foot of the stairs, a small sound caught his attention; he looked toward it, and saw visiting
Emilyonthe steps. She had been coming down, and when their eyes met, he thought for a moment thatshe might run
away, back to her parents or at least away from this person who looked far too much like herdaddy for any six-year-old’s



comfort. Sensing her mixed emotions, Emmett smiled but made no move toward her, in hopes that he might seem
friendly, or at the very least non-threatening. “Good morning, Emily,” he said cheerfully. “I'm surprised to see you up
so early. Is somethingwrong?”

One could watch the wheels in her head spinning as she attem pted to sort out her priorities. “I'm hungry,” she
announced after deciding this was the most important thing, at the moment, more important than being upset or
frightened. “Mom my an’ D addy ‘re still sleepin’, an’ I'm big enough to get my own breakf’st.”

“I'm sure you are. My Emily was very good atthat when she was your age, too. But nobody showed you where
anything is in the kitchen, did they?” She shook her head, her dark curls bobbing and brushing the shoulders of the
borrowed t-shirt she was using as a nightgown. “Well, why don't we see what we have, and you can tell me what you'd
like. Will that be okay?”

Her answering, “Yeah,” took only a moment in coming. When Emmett headed off toward the kitchen, she
waited only until he'd gone three steps before following. She was still keeping herdistance, but not too great a distance.
Whether that meant she was beginning to accept the situation and not be frightened by it or that she was sufficiently
hungry to brave anything was unclear. Time would tell.

“What sort of things do you like?” he asked as they headed toward the refrigerator and the cupboards that
contained other supplies. “Cooked things or cold things?”

“You mean cooked like eggs an’ pancakes an’ waffles an’ thatstuff?” When he nodded, she made an odd face.
“I like that when Mommy makes it.”

Her emphasis did not argue well for his counterpart’s culinary skills, at least not in the eyes of his daughter.
Emmett chuckled. “Well, we don’t wantto wake up your Mom my just yet, so you'll have to settle for something cold.”
He reached into a cupboard over the counter beside the stove and pulled out a box. “This is my Emily’s favorite
breakfast cereal. She’s liked it since she was younger than you.”

The girl’s blue eyes went round. “l like it,to00,” she admitted, "but Mommy usually won't getit. She says it's too
epsken... eksen... it costs too much.”

“Does it? I'm afraid | don’t really know, | don’t usually pay attention when we go grocery shopping, | just pay
the bill at the end and carry the bags in and out of the van. I'm sure Emmy won’t mind sharing it with you while you're
here. Will this be okay?”

Emilynodded emphatically and happily took a seatat the little table in the back of thekitchen, where once upon
a time, Judge Morris’ three daughters had eaten their morning meals and lunches, when they were still considered
children. He found other things like juice and milk that were also to her liking, as they were to his Emily’s, and she dug
in while he finally got around to making coffee. When it was brewing, little Emily had eaten enough to blunt her appetite,
and was now curious about other things.

“D’you call your Emily Emmy, too?” she wanted to know. “That’s what Daddy an’Mommy an’ Jules an’ Verne
call me, too. But | don’t got brown eyes like she does.”

“No, you definitely don’t,” Emmett agreed as he sat down to keep her company while he waited for the coffee
maker to finish the brewing cycle. “My Em my’s getting a little too grown up, though; som etimes, she only wants us to
call her Emily, because she thinks it’'s more adult.” He laughed. “lI guess | can understand why. When | was little, your
age and younger, my parents called me Emmy sometimes, and when | started to get older, itwas embarrassing when
they called me that in front of other people.”

Emily giggled. “Why’d your mom and dad call you Emmy? You're Daddy, aren’t you?”

“Yes, but only to my kids. Even your Daddy has his own name, and it's the same as mine, Emm ett.”

She rolled her eyes. “Iknow that,” she said, as if he was being com pletely dense. “But only Mommy calls him
that, nobody else. Your kids don't call you that, do they?”

He shook his head. “No, of course not, but | have friends closer to my age who do, though not Marty.”



“l know. I'm gonna marry him, y’know.”
Emmett’'s smile was crooked. “You may have to fight Jennifer to do that....”

“Uh-uh,” she said, certain of it. “They've been fightin’real bad, a lot, an’ | know what happens after that. They
stop bein’ married, an’ they go marry other people. An’ I'm gonna marry Marty, when I'm big enough.”

The inventor was mildly surprised by her attitud es, not that she had a crush on Marty — even though his E mily
never had — but more that she was aware of the problem of divorce at so young an age. Still, his Emily hadn't been
that much older when she’'d become aware of such things through friends at schooland had begun to worry that her
own parents might some day break up. He wasn’t sure what he could say or should say in response,and had to settle
for something vague. “Well, | wouldn't count on that just yet. People sometimes have a lot of very bad fights, and still
wind up staying together because they really do love each other. You’'ll just have to wait and see.”

“Oh, I will,” she assured him, “but I'm still gonna marry him, someday. I'm not hungry, anymore. Can | go play
with that neat game computer in the room over there?”

She’d eaten abouttwo-thirds of the things he’d brought for her, which for a kid her age wasn’t doing too bad,
especially when she was in unfamiliar surroundings and possiblyexcited orupset by the situation. “Sure, though it might
be a good idea if you wore the headphones. It's still early, and | don’t think anyone would ap preciate being rudely
awaked by screams and screeches and explosions and all the other bloodcurdling noises those games make.”

She giggled again as she hopped down from her chair and scam pered ahead of Emmett toward the rec room.
“You sound just like Daddy — though | guess that's okay, ‘cause you look like him, too. Can | play Chris’skateboardin’
game? He showed it to me last night just b’fore Mommy said | had to go to bed. He said itwas okay, an’ he was gonna
let me try....”

Emmett supposed that was true enough. He'd watched theyoungstersplaying together for a while the previous
evening. This Emily seemed every bit as addicted to computers as his youngest son, and Chris hadn’'t had any
compunctions againstletting her play his games. Marlene hadn’t seemed terribly thrilled by their easy rapport, but given
that Marty’s daughter was as smitten with Chris as this Emily appeared to be smitten with Marty, that was only to be
expected. “I'm sure he wouldn’tmind,” the inventor told her as he brought out the wireless headphones from a cabinet
next to the game set-up. “Justbe careful not to erase or reset his scores. The lasttime Marlene accidentally did that,
he didn’t want her to touch his things for a month.”

“I'll be careful,” she vowed. “l know lots aboutc’'mputers, more’'n Jules an’ Verne an’ Mommy, an’ sometimes,
even Daddy says I know more’n him. | won’'t mess up Chris’ stuff, | promise.”

She was in earnest, and Emmett knew it. He left herhappily — and silently — playing the game, and wentback
to get a cup of coffee, which was finally finished brewing. He’d found a clean cup and had just filed itwhen he saw his
counterpart coming down the same stairs Emily had used, still in his borrowed pajamas and obviously looking for
something. “Don’t tell me you couldn’t sleep, either?” he asked his visiting avatar.

Doc shook his head, blinking to clear his eyes of sleep. “No, I got up to use the bathroom, and | noticed Emily
was missing. | don’'t know what kind of trouble she could get into here without meaning to, but she finds plenty of it in
our own house.”

“So did mine, when she was that age. But she’s notin trouble. She was hungry and decided she was enough
of a big girl to find her own breakfast rather than wake either of you.”

Doc winced. “That’'s one of her favorite ways of making a mess at home.”

“Idon’t doubtit. Jules and Verne can still leave the kitchen looking like the aftermath of a hurricane, and they’re
definitely old enough to know better. In this case, | happened to bein the right place atjust theright time, and helped
her find whatshe wanted before shecould tearthe place apart. She’sinthe rec room, playing a video game, right now.”

The visiting scientist breathed a sigh of relief. “That’ll ke ep her busy for at least an hour or two, especially if she
gets the computer all to herself and it's not one of the games the kids have at home. I'm sorry if she's been any
imposition....”



Emmett brushed aside the concern with a gesture. “Not at all. 1was already awake, and I'm glad | was there.
I think | may have been able to convince her that this isn't such a horrible place to be afterall, and just because |look
like you doesn’'t mean I'm some sort of monster.”

“It's not your fault. The only other version of me my family ever saw — a genuinely different version, that is, not
merely me atsome otherage — was a monster, and | suspect she’s heard about that incident in too much loving detail
from her brothers, especially Verne. That something like this could happen and be almost as positive as the other was
negative is und oubtedly difficult for them to absorb in only a few hours. I'm glad they're taking it so well. | wish | could
say the same about Marty and Jennifer....”

“Oh, did you hear their argument last night, too?” Emmett asked casually as he filled a second mug.
Doc looked at him, his expression blank, then a half-grimace. “No, | didn’t. Was it bad?”

Emmett shrugged as he handed him the mug. “There was a lot ofyelling and accusations, and she wound up
kicking him out. | found him sleeping on the sofa in the music room when | came down.”

“She kicked him out of their tent the last night we were camping, supposedlyfor breathing too loud,” the visiting
inventor explained. “If not for that, we might've ended up somewhere or somewhen else. Not that it was entirely to
blame — the seagull undoubtedly did far more damage in that direction — but | asked them to come along to try to
resolve this situation between them, not to make it worse. Emily didn’t happen to mention hearing last night’s argum ent,
did she?”

“Not specifically, though from things she told me, it seems that she’s heard enough to believe theyre headed
for divorce.”

Doc groaned. “l hope not. | feel bad enough that | dragged everyone on whatturned into the vacation from
hell.”

Emmett snorted. “This has nothing to do with that, notif its been going on long enough to give Emilythe notion
that she might have a shot at marrying Marty when she grows up because he won’t be married anymore. That’s not
the kind of idea a kid her age would get in only a few days. And how much people enjoy or hate any situation is
nobody’s fault but their own. They can make the best of it, or complain about every little thing. It's their choice.”

“| suppose, but Ican’t help but feel at least a little bit guilty about not checking to see if the weather would hold
before we went there. Atleast Clara fainting had nothing to do with that.”

“It's not anything serious, then?”

“No, not exactly.” Doc considered matters for a moment, then decided this was probablyas good a time as any
to tell him. “She’s expecting. Neither of us would’ve thoughtit possible, but she did undergo athorough rejuvenation
a few months ago. We didn’t stop to think how this would affect... this part of our lives. She’s in excellenthealth and
there shouldn’t be any of the usual complications of a later pregnancy, since her physical condition and her chronological
age are totally different, now, but there were complications with Emily, and | don’t want to take any unnecessary
chances. If Iknow her, she’s going to wantto go crawling up and down that canyon and all over the train, helping as
much as she can. If there's any way we can convince her to stay here, I'd appreciate it.”

As he listened, Emmett’s eyes grew wider while his face turned pale. “Oh, | have the perfectway to convince
her,” he told his counterpart, wishing his persuasion was a convenient white lie and not this ugly truth.

Doc looked at him, then frowned at the disturbing expression on his face, an expression that for some reason
made his blood tum cold. “What is it?” he asked.

Emmett swallowed, then gestured toward one of the chairs. “Sitdown. | have just the thing to convince her,
but you're not going to like hearing it, | can guarantee it. There's something about interdim ensional travel you need to
know...."



