She rode the elevator to the top of the tower again today. Looking out at the sunset from insde the
glass box sheflipped her long, dirty blond hair out of her face. It was adaily ritud, thisride up the
tower. And every day her heart hoped again that it would be different.

She arrived at the top and walked down the short halway. There was nothing up here but
broadcasting equipment and westher observation. She stood in front of the supply clost, the same
closet she had stood before day after day. She whispered asmall prayer, the same as she dways did
and opened the door.

Within was nothing but cluttered equipment. Cabling hung in spools from arack in the corner. Tools
covered shelves dong the sides. She knew ever spec of dust in this closet by now, every toal, every bit
of wire or spare computer board. Silently she closed the door again and returned to the waiting lift not
bothering to stop atear from rolling down her cheek. She was thankful that this door was so far away,
for thelong journey to the ground gave her time to cry, and then compose hersdf before anyone could
see her.

Everyone knew why she came here, but they were dl too kind to say anything. It had been dmost a
year since she had arrived in this place, this place not her own, and she had made friends here, built
something like alife here, but it could never be home. She put on a smile and returned to her so-called
life

It had been months since that first accident with the machine. Greg sat in the Iab, numbers flowing
across the screen in front of him. Steve and Martyn both sat at there stations. It was important work,
but it was hardest on Greg.

“Damnit,” Greg exclamed, his figt hitting the desk. “Why doesn’t this make sense?”’

Steve, used to these outbursts walked over. “ Because nobody has ever done it before,” he said
matter-of-factly. Ask most people and they will tell you that what we ve done hereisimpossible”

“Impossible or not, there hasto be away.” Greg got up and began to pace. Martyn, sa quigtly a his
gtation surrounded by monitors trying not to get dragged into yet another confrontation.

Suddenly Greg spun around and aimed an accusing finger a Steve. “How the hell can you be so
cam about dl of this?’

Steve shrugged. “ That’ s easy. I'm not in love with her.”

“Damnit,” Greg exclamed again siwegping a cup full of pencilsto the floor which hit with asatisfying
clatter. “Why was she in here? Why was this thing even running? We had no idea it would even be
safe”

“Nowedidn’'t. And the fact that it attached itsdf to the door was unforeseen aswell.” Steve placed
akind hand on Greg's shoulder. “It's not your fault.”

“I know,” Greg said sulkily. 1 just wish...”



“Greg, you're doing everything you can. Y ou and your team have been though that door, what, fifty
timesin the last months. Sure, most of them are worthless tries, sure, only afew dozen have given us
anything we can even write off as research, but the point is that you' re ill trying.”

Greg dumped back in his chair. “The problem is that the data doesn’t make any sense until we know
how the telemetry is being calculated. It' s random, there' s no way to know what, where or when we' re
going to find on the other sde.”

“True, which iswhy we keep trying. But think about it this way, we can re-create the experiment,
and we know how to maintain the portd. Greg, we' ve done the impossible here, we ve compressed
pacetime.” Steve thought for amoment. “ Correction, we are compressing Soacetime on aregular bass.
Y ou wak back and forth though that door just like any other door, and yet on onesdeyou'rein a
different time, adifferent place. Think about how amazing that is. If we work out the tdlemetry, we Il be
famous.”

“| don’'t want to be famous, | just want to get her back.”

Steve knelt on the floor to look Greg in the eye. “We'll get her back bud. Trust me, we'll find a
way.”

Dave, Greg, Natdia and Shamir dl stood in the lab as they had done many times before. The dark
haired beauty that was Natalia had been brought on the team after the first few failed attempts to
communicate with those on the other sde of the porta. A language arts mgjor she spoke seven
languages and had been invduable time and again.

Shamir was a history mgjor, specidizing in cultures, again avita part of the team, a least when they
encountered humans. More than one expedition had ended with the team diving back through the porta
hitting the kill switch.

Dave was, well Dave. But he was good in afight and loya as hell. Hewasin it for the adventure and
the nobleided of Greg as aknight out to rescue the damsdl in distress.

The four stood in prepared silence. No words were necessary. Martyn rolled his chair back from his
desk.

“Ready?’ He asked. Greg only nodded, determined to try his latest telemetry dgorithm.

Martyn typed in the artup command and the room shimmered with the now familiar power. A faint
glow opened around the locker door they adways used. Nobody knew why, but the portals only
worked with doors. The other side was aso dways a door. It was enigmatic that arandom exit point
would have that level of consstency, but it made as much sense as any other part of the project up to
this point.

Greg opened the door.

The four looked into an odd room, like an old library. Stonework and large open windows could be
seen overlooking adistant but beautiful landscape. They stepped through.



“Ahh, Hello.” A man greeted them but his gppearance was quite shocking. The man looked every bit
like awizard, straight out of the Lord of the Rings or a Dungeons and Dragons game.

“Would you like some tea? The man said as he bused himsdlf in acorner.
Dave looked back into the lab. “Can you guys see him? Thisis redly weird.”
“Y eah, he looks kinda cool.”

The protocol had always been to keep the portal open, even if the doors were closed, because they
had no idea how to get back otherwise, and the first accident left them not wanting to risk anyone se
getting logt.

“Sorry, | know you can understand me. | assume you have something resembling tea where you
come from.”

Greg stepped forward. “ Y ou' re not surprised to see us?’ It was common for them to startle people
fromtimetotime.

“No, | just supposed you' d dropped in for some tea, or achat or something.” The old man brought
out five cups and placed them on the large table. He swept away some papers and stashed them on a
shdf.

“But, you can seethe lab behind us?” Greg ventured again.

“Ohyes. Nothing | recognize. | assume you're along way out. Will they want teaas well?”
Martyn dtifled alaugh. Steve gracioudy declined on behdf of them both.

“OK, one more time. Where are we?’

“Oh, thisismy cadtle. Old thing, been around forever I'm told. But | like it. Kegps mein the mood
SO to speak.”

“Mood?’ Thiswas Natdia. “Vat mood?’

“Oh, being awizard of course. One must wear the outfits and such when abroad, but | kind of got
used to it after atime.”

“You'reaVizard? There s no such thing.”

“Oh, | assure you thereiis. | would have thought you' d know that, walking out of my broom closet
and dl.”

“Wait, what doesthat have to do with anything?’ Dave asked.
“Wadll, obvioudy it's wizards who open portas.”
Suddenly Greg was excited. “Y ou know about portals?’

“Yes, of course. It'swhat we do. Well one of the things anyway.” The wizard sat down and
gestured for the others to follow suit. The tegpot on the table piped hot steam as he poured out for
everyone.



“OK, let’s say we don’t know an awful lot about portas.” Greg continued.
“Oh my, now that’s shocking. How did you get here then?’
“Let'scdl it an accident.”

It was at that point that Nataia nudged Greg and whispered to him that the old man’slips did not
match hiswords. It was bothering her and she couldn’t figure it out. The wizard interrupted her

whigpering.
“Telepathy my dear girl. It saform of telepathy. | tak and you hear me in whatever language you

gpeak, and vise-versa. That'swhy | can hear you whisper, you till form the words in your head. My,
my, you redly don’t know anything about this do you?’

“No, we're... New to the whole thing.” Greg continued to try and get sense from the Stuation.

“Wdl telepathy, thiskind of telepathy, is quite vitd to anyone who uses portals. Y ou must know that
there' s no guarantee that you'll meet people you can understand. My my...” The old mage shook his
head.

“So tell me how you make portas? Do you wave awand and whisper secret incantations?” Shamir
was feding that the whole thing was rather foolish.

“Ahh, the quiet one. Actudly no, you just, focus on it, bringing the two points together.”
“What, just with your mind?’

“Sort of, yes” He glanced around the room. He then got up and grabbed the kettle in which he had
boiled the tea. He placed it right beside Shamir.

“Now my boy, get your head down level with the table. Look at the kettle. If you focus on the kettle
you' |l seethat the tegpot is out of focus. But if you look at the tegpot the kettle is out of focus.”

“Ok, | seethat.”
“Now close your eyes and try to focus on both at once.”
“Yes, | candothat.”

“Wadl there you haveit. Two things at different ranges suddenly become clear a once if you
concentrate like that. Same with portals.”

“But we can’'t do that. We have a machine, and we can't control the other end of the portd.”
“Machines. BAH. | have them dl over the place. Give me agood book, that’swhat | say.”

The wizard, who was cdled Aragad by the way, thank you very much, fdl into areverie while
looking a Greg's head. After afew moments he began mumbling to himseif.

“Yes, | think it might work.” He got up and began shuffling through one of the larger bookshelves.
Shamir leaned across the table.



“Greg, if what he saysistrue, where is the technology? If he can travel through spacetime a will,
where are the computers, the 3D imagery stuff, the cool tech?’

Before Greg could answer the wizard shouted from behind the bookcases “ In the basement, where it
belongs.” He poked his head around the heavy wooden casing. “I told you | can till hear you.” He
winked.

Chagrined Shamir sat back down and spoke openly. “Then why do you look like the wizards from
our literature?’

“Eagy... | am, well, we are the wizards from your literature. All stories and legends have agrain of
truth. We travd dl over the place, sometimes we help out growing civilizations, sometimes we just pop
in to have alook around. But we sort of adopt thiskind of dress code. In civilized worlds they consider
us quaint, in barbaric worlds they consider us mysterious.” He returned to the table with a stack of
heavy books. “And let me tell you, more than one of us has made atidy profit on import-export
businesses.”

Natdia and Dave both laughed. Greg shook his head. Aragad opened abook and brought it over to
Greg.

“Now from what | can tell, your physiology isn’'t unlike my own. How many |obes does your brain
have? | assume you only have one brain, correct.”

“Um... Two. Two lobes, one brain. Why?’

“One brain, two lobes, kind of like thisthen?” Aragad put the book down. All four gathered around
to look at the drawings. The brain looked very smilar to ahuman brain. It was dightly misshapen from a
human perspective, but the mgjor parts al seemed to be in the same places.

The team nodded thoughtfully. Steve, who had been listening from the Lab through the sill open
porta shouted “If you ask me, they have no brains at al.” Martyn threw something a him.

“Ok, if your brainislike this then we should be able to get you somewhere. But | warn you, it's
dangerous. Power does not come eadily to those who seek it.”

“What do you mean?’ Dave asked.

“Machines are greet for somethings. | like my coffee maker for example, but when you let them dart
messing about with really complex stuff like portals you' re asking for trouble.” Aragad brought forth
another book. He opened it to a picture of a great sea mongter. Its head was like a centipede but it had
great arms and legs, obvioudy amphibious.

“This creature is an anomaly in the universe. It uses portas naturdly to hunt its prey. It can suddenly
be in front of you, or behind you and ‘chomp!” Y ou're dinner.”

“Wait. Portas only open between doorways. How can it hunt with them?” Greg said.

“True, when we open portas they connect to doorways. Thisis because the universeis plastic and
al sentient beings think of doorways in acommon way. This creature doesn't. In fact, we cannot



understand HOW it thinks, only that it evolved the ability to compress spacetime as a hunting
mechanism.”

“Thet' samazing,” said Natalia. “Vot kind of brain doesit have that it can do this wonderful thing?’

Aragad puffed alittle with pride. “I’m s0 glad you asked.” Asyou might expect, the brain is located
in the head, here.” He pointed to the grotesque pincered mongtrosty. “Or rather, | should say the
‘primary brain’. Do you see this lump back here, like an outcropping of the spine?” The group nodded
agreement. “Thisis the secondary brain.” He flipped the page to show a picture of agland, afat centra
glob with anumber of ganglions hanging from a central point. It gave the impression of afat spider.

“Thisgland islocated in that secondary brain. It is difficult to harvest but if you can extract the brain
while the cresture is dive you can remove this gland and implant it into the hind-brain of one such as
oursaves. That ‘old brain’ or “animd brain’ grows into these ganglions and adopts the gland as a part of
itsdlf.”

The team could only gawk.

“I'll tell you a secret that al mages, wizards and the like know. All magic powers are the result of
dtering the brain.”

“And thisworks. If | did this| could control the portas, | could open a portd from anywhereto
anywhere?” Greg sad serioudy.

“Of course. But.”

“But what?’

“It's a dangerous creature to defeat.”

Shamir piped up, “ Surely you have energy wegpons and cool stuff like that to bring it down right?’

“Unfortunately energy wegpons kill the gland. And trgpping it isimpossible because it just portals
around the trap. You haveto literaly get on its back, strike the secondary brain until it is unconscious,
remove the brain while the creature is dlive and put it into a proper container.”

“Shamir, it wouldn't be any fun if it were easy.” Dave said amiling.
Greg was il serious though. “And then the living gland is removed from the cresture s brain...”

“And surgicaly implanted in your own, assuming it doesn't kill you. Yes.” The old man looked sad
for amoment. “I did say it was dangerous.”

Greg stared down &t his hands for along time.

“You're not redly consdering thisare you?” Shamir said. “Come on, you' Il crack the dgorithm,
we' ll find her without cutting up your brain.”

Greg remained slent. Shamir became serious. “No, no way, you can’t honestly be considering this.
Greg, come on, we hardly know this guy and you' re going to let him cut up your brain?

“Oh, | won't be doing it, there are specidists for that,” Aragad cut in.



“I'll doit,” Greg sad quietly under his bregth.
“What?' The rest of the team said, even those till in the [ab.
“I sad I'll doiit. But | don't expect you to come with me. | can't ask you to do that.”

“Bullshit,” Dave exclamed. “We signed on for dangerous shit when we agreed to be on your team.
We re herefor you, right guys?’ The others just muttered until Dave looked at them dangeroudy.
“RIGHT GUY S”

“Yeah, werein” Shamir said.

“Ver vould you be vitout me?’ Natdia piped in.

“For therecord, | think your crazy,” Shamir added.
“That’slovefor ya,” Dave said dapping Shamir on the back.
“It' s settled. What do we haveto do?’ Greg asked.

“Ahh, the vigor of youth. | remember when | said yesto the same quest. | was a damned fool, but
overdl | guessit worked out dright.”

The plan wasto travel to the planet on which the great worm was to be found and undertake the
dangerous three day journey to a sea where they were known to gather. Shamir asked why they didn’t
just build asmdl hut nearby where they could open a portd. He didn't like the answer.

The team returned home to gather supplies, Aragad suggested that they not rely on foreign food and
water sSince you never knew how you were going to resct.

As she had done every day for over ayear, Heather rode the elevator to the top of the tower. It was
the only red ritua or hope that she had left. The setting sun in the distance added to her melancholy
mood. Once again she stepped from the glass cage, once again she started down the hallway towards
the door. That same door she had fallen through so long ago, that same door that was her only redl
connection to home.

But today was different. Today as she stepped into the hallway she could hear people, voices down
the hal. She feared to hope but broke into arun.

“Areyou sure thisisit? What were you thinking about when you opened the porta ?’



“I was thinking about Heather and where she went. Why, do you think | should have focussed on
her specificaly? Who knows what kind of ruckus we might have caused?’

At the sound of her name Hegther burgt into tears and ran straight into Greg, bowling him over.
“Wow, looks like you found her,” Dave said, dways the smartass.

Greg, ams around her stroked her hair while she cried. She cried for along time to the point where
everyone ese was starting to look worried.

Before long Heather exhausted hersdf and sat up, her back resting on the wall. Greg got up and
spoke softly to her.

“I’'m here, we're here, we found you.”
“Why did it take so long?’ She gasped.

“Wdl it'salong story. We fought though time and space for along time trying to find away to get to
you.”

“Y egh, Greg even had to undergo brain surgery by diens,” Shamir Sarted. “They had thisamazing
thing thet... Umph!” Thelast being Natdia dbowing Shamir in the ribs.

“But hey, we have timefor al of that, you can go home now,” Dave sad. “Hey, what' sthat?” Dave
ran over to where the elevator was. From there he could see the city stretched out before him. “Where
are we? When arewe? What is dl of that.”

Heather, on firmer ground was able to reply. “Where is Toronto, when is the year 2116.” She
managed, till weak from crying. Suddenly she burst out angrily, “I’ ve been here for more than ayear!”

“Holy shit!” Dave exclaimed as he turned to look at her. “A year? And you survived. Amazing.”

“21267" Shamir exclamed. “They must have some awesome stuff here. Can we see some of it? Can
we check out the city? Can we.... Umph. Hey, stop that.”

“You areinsenstivejerk,” Natdia sad evenly.

“Oh, right. Sorry Hezather, it's just that we' ve been through so much and Greg here wouldn't let us
stop.”

Heather looked up at Greg, her blue eyes till wet with tears. *'Y ou wouldn't stop looking for me?’

“Nope. | couldn’t give up. Even killed monsters and had my brains cut open just on the chance that
we could find you.”

“For me? Why?’
“Oh, that's because he' stotaly in ... Umph” Shamir said.

“Because you're my friend, and friends have to look out for each other right?” Greg said extending
his hand to help Hegather to her feet.



“l can't leavejust yet. | have to say goodbye to some people. | haveto.. say goodbye.” Heather
told them.

Heether smiled at them dl as she lead them to the lift and took them into the city that was not her
own. She introduced them to her friends who were sad to see her go, but glad that her wish came true.
Then there was Allan.

Allan thought of himsdlf as her boyfriend, but Heether had no redl fedings for him. Still, he gave her
gifts and hung around as though he belonged. In some ways she was not sorry to leave him, even though
there was a soft spot in her heart. Not unlike the way one feds about alost puppy that follows you
around.

Greg and the others didn’t fully understand this relationship when they met him though.

“So you're leaving me eh?” Allen accused. “I love you so much, and you're just going home?’
“Yes Allen. Home, where | belong. | have my family there, my parents, my brother.”

“Wadll, if | have to choose between you and staying, | have to stay.”

Greg came up to her and interrupted. “Hesther. | understand if you want to stay. This guy obvioudy
has deep fedings for you.” Shamir inhaled to say something and Greg shot him a dangerous [ook.

Heather shook her head. “1t's not that smple.”
Shamir had watched as long as he could.

“Damnit Heather, sure this guy might care for you, but what about the guy who loves you so much
that he' s traveled though time to find you, fought dangers on worlds and in places we may never know
again? This guy who is standing here asking for nothing but to know you' re safe and happy? This guy
who wouldn't give up, no matter what until we found you? What about him?’

Hesther looked at Greg who now |ooked daggers at Shamir.
“Isthat true Greg, are you in love with me?’ Heather said.
“Yes” wasdl he could manage.

“He can't love you as much as| do though,” Allen said. It was at that point that Dave punched him
in the face.

Heather went home with her friends. Her reunion with her family was joyful and a party was planned.
Though in our timeit had only been 9x months, it was along time for her to have been missing and her
family, fearing the worgt, was glad to have her home. Everything seemed perfect but she dreaded the
inevitable encounter with Greg.

The two stood apart from the crowd and watched the stars. Greg snickered at the fact that they had
patio lanternsin the yard and thought of the song by Kim Mitchell. Heather drained her glass of wine
trying to find the courage to say what she had to say.

“Thank you for finding me” she began.



“It'ssomething | had to do.” Greg said to the ars.

“You redly had dien brain surgery?’

“Yep. | can open portals anywhere | want to now. | have these glandsin my brain.”
“And you did that for me?’

“Yes. | had no other reason to take therisk. But I'm glad that | did.”

“For love of me”

“For love of you.”

“Greg, | don’'t know that | love you.”

He turned to her and amiled into her eyes.

“I never asked you to. It’'s enough that | love you and thet | get to see your smile again. Aslong as
you are my friend | have nothing more to ask.”

He looked at her amoment longer. “Are you sure you wouldn't have been happier in the future?’

Heather dissolved into tears, her face buried in his chest, her fists beating on him. “I went to that
door every day, EVERY DAY. | tried to tel mysdlf that | could be happy there, but every day | prayed
that 1’d open that door and see the lab, see home. I"d given up hope a dozen times, and then you came,
and you werered, and I’'mredlly here”

Greg wrapped his arms around her and stroked her hair. “It's dl right now. It'sdl going to be just
fine now.

Heather settled, wiped her eyes and composed herself.

“You'reagood man. | may loveyou intime” her amile lighting up the night.

“And | will be hereif that ever comesto be”

With that he kissed her gently on the top of her head and they returned to the party.

Aftermath

Greg and the Lab team formed a research and development company. Using Greg's ability to open
portalsinto other parts of spacetime the company became very rich. They worked in secret for
companies like AMD, Apple, Nationad Semiconductor and others and we may never know just how
much of our current technology is redly re-engineered xenotech from other worlds. Hesther did grow to
love Greg in time and he never asked anything of her even though he and the team had gone through hell
and back to bring her home.

They dl lived very full lives



