
I ripped my goggles off and stuck my hand into the gears of the mechanism. 


“Ah ha!“ 


I pulled out a long butter knife from between two cogs. Removing my hand, I pushed down on the lever again. This time, the machine spurred to life. 


I’d been waiting a long time for all the kinks to be worked out. My silver contraption was nothing like it appeared in the movies—it wasn’t a phone booth or a Delorean. Rather, my time machine looked like a fancy toaster. There were wires sticking out everywhere and a battery pack attached by a short cord to power the circuit breaker for the space-time continuum. It doesn’t take as much juice as people think to propel yourself across history, as long as you’re not trying to lug cars and telephone booths along with you. A toaster only requires about six AA batteries.


As I scrambled to gather the necessities for my trip, I mused about where to visit. I could go see Rome, in the Pax Romana years, or to the opening day of Disney World to get Walt Disney’s autograph. I finally decided on the months before the Revolutionary War.


“Why then?” my brother asked. “That seems like a stupid place to waste six good batteries on.” 


“Because,” I explained. “That’s where our country first began. Can’t you imagine the anticipation mounting in the air? The colonists were going to take on the Crown. They were holding secret and public meetings everywhere, demanding their rights. They were fed up with being treated like property instead of English citizens. So, if England wasn’t going to give them liberty, they’d give it to themselves, by creating a country.”


“If you already know all that, why go? You’re obviously already an expert.”


“An expert? Hardly. There’s so much that a textbook could never tell me. How hard is it to arouse an entire country into war? Especially when so many would rather suffer than commit effort towards change. It’s just like today. Maybe if I can visit that era, I can return with a way to do the same thing here today. There are thousands of causes worth helping, if only someone can inspire people to action. That someone could be me, if I could figure out how. And what better way to understand than to ask the people who did it themselves, less than 250 years ago?”


My brother shrugged. I turned to the toaster and stuck my hands in the bread slots. Looking over my shoulder, I winked. “Plus, I have a test in U.S. History on Monday. Now I’m sure to pass!”


He laughed, and I pushed down on the lever. “Wish me luck.”  

I was sucked backwards through time, slightly roasting my fingers. When I opened my eyes, I was looking straight down the barrel of a musket.

Slowly removing my hands from the toaster, I raised them into the air and gulped.  Perhaps there are better ways to study.
