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By RoseMary McDaniel

 

It was such a loud and horrific crash that Deputy Chance Givings
heard it as he sat behind his desk at the Police Station two blocks
from the busiest corner in town. He tucked his special issue cell
phone in his jacket pocket and put steel-toed boots to cement as he
hurried off down the street. 

Arriving at the scene, it was even worse than he feared. A late
model red Jeep SUV had hit a tiny blue Mini-Cooper, crumpling the
front end of the smaller car and likely doing much worse to the
driver, hardly visible through the window. 

Without hesitation, Chance pulled out the phone, entered his
passcode and activated the necessary App. He stepped back to scan
the area of the accident scene, entered the appropriate request
data and hit the activate button. 

Instantly the scene changed to one of the intersection, devoid
of traffic, that had existed ten minutes ago, prior to the deadly
crash. Chance looked around, and then walked over to a crack in the
sidewalk,  pulled out an errant weed and chucked it in a
nearby trashcan.

Have to change something always, Chance reminded himself. He put
the phone back in his pocket, and headed for the little coffee shop
on the corner, where his superior, Chief Sage Sparrow waved at him
from a table in the back. Chance nodded, ordered a diet Coke at the
counter and headed for his Chief's table and sat in a chair across
from him.

"What's going on?" Chance asked him, checking to see if the
older man had registered any of the action that happened right
outside the window of the little restaurant. 

"Pretty slow day, fortunately," the Chief replied, stirring
another packet of artificial sweetener into his brew.

Chance sighed, inaudibly, relieved that the transposition had
worked for the second time without an obvious flaw. After a few
minutes of conversation, he finished his drink, told the Chief,
who’d just ordered lunch, that he’d see him later and headed back
to the Department.

As he walked, he recalled the day, nearly a month ago, when he
was alone at the Department, and had received a surprise visit from
a stranger, dressed in a black suit and dark sunglasses, driving a
nondescript tan car. 

Chance stood up as the man entered, holding out his hand for a
shake. Chance returned the gesture carefully. The man flipped out a
photo badge for Chance's examination so quickly he could hardly
read it. Then the man looked about carefully. "Got an office in the
back?" he asked.

"Over here," Chance said, directing him to the Chief's small
office. They entered and Chance sat behind the desk, while his
visitor took the other chair.

"What can I do for you?" Chance asked. 

"It's what I can do for you," the man answered. 

"I didn't catch your name," Chance said. 

"Edwards, you can call me Edwards," the man replied. 

When Chance didn't speak, the stranger took a brown paper
wrapped package from his pocket and handed it to the younger
man.

"Open it," he instructed Chance.  

Chance complied and found a cell phone inside. He looked at
Edwards questioningly. "We already have phones here," he
said. 

"This is a special experimental edition," Edwards told
him. 

"You'll need to see Chief Sparrow about this," Chance replied,
assuming that he was selling some new communication device for the
department. 

"I'm not a salesman, Chance," Edwards said, using his first name
for emphasis. "This is strictly for you; you've been chosen."

"Chosen?" Chance echoed. 

"Turn on the phone," Edwards instructed him. 

As if in a trance, Chance turned it on. The screen was pretty
ordinary, with an assortment of icons. 

"Touch the one labeled 'Official'." Edwards said.

Chance did and a schematic appeared on the screen. He'd never
seen anything quite like it.

"Pay attention," Edwards said, and launched into an explanation
of how to use the App that would reverse the previous ten minutes
or whatever chosen amount of time and reset the scene to what it
had been at that time. He handed Chance a thumb drive. 

"This contains the manual on how to use it - complete with
cautions. It is confidential and for your eyes only." 

"I don't understand," Chance said. "What is this all about? I'll
have to tell the Chief." 

"You either accept the responsibility yourself and keep it
confidential or you don't get this one-time opportunity," Edwards
told him. 

"Why me?" Chance asked. 

"Why not?" Edwards answered. "Believe me, you've been thoroughly
vetted for this. You really care about this serving the public
good, right?" 

Chance reflected for a moment on the times when others had
regarded his concern for the welfare of others as a weakness. "Yes,
that's true." he answered. 

"Then this is your opportunity to test this new technology,
which could be dangerous in the hands of someone less dedicated to
serving the greater good. It may have a few quirks, so we need it
tested by someone who'll not misuse it. That's you. And if you
accept this responsibility, you must not tell anyone about it or
what it does. Do you have the fortitude to meet this challenge that
could change the world for the better?" 

Chance sat for a moment with the phone in his hand. Was this for
real? A part of him wanted to believe, and yet his experience in
law enforcement had raised his level of skepticism. Before he could
reply, Edwards was on his feet with a final few words. 

"Read about it and try it out," he said and was out the
door.

Chance sat frozen for a moment, and by the time he followed the
man to the main office, the strange man who called himself Edwards
was gone.  

Chance went back into the Chief's office and picked up the paper
wrappings from the phone and the thumb drive and returned to the
front desk. He threw the plain brown wrapper into the trash, took
the phone and thumb drive, tucked them into the personal laptop
case that he brought to the office everyday and put it out of sight
in a drawer. He'd deal with that later. 

A busy day followed, and after Chief Sparrow returned from his
lunch, Chance never got around to mentioning anything about the
visitor. By then, the civilian clerk was there to man the front
desk, and Chance had paperwork in the back to catch up on. When it
was time for his shift to end, the Chief had already gone for an
appointment, so Chance took his case and left for home. 

Over the weekend, he was tempted to open the case, but he was
distracted by his concern for his wife, Gena, who wasn't feeling
well again. He wished he could help alleviate her suffering, but
although they went to a number of doctors and then specialists,
none of them were sure exactly what caused her condition. 

He loved her so much, his bright and cheerful college
sweetheart, that he'd wooed and married while they were still
finishing their degrees: his in law enforcement, and hers in
nursing. It was only after they'd been married for a few years and
he was working in the police department in the small town next door
to the town where they’d grown up, and where she was now a nurse at
the local hospital, that they'd been startled by a discovery during
a routine test. 

They'd both gone to try to find out why they hadn't been able to
have children, and an errant result on one of the tests on Gena had
raised a concern unrelated to fertility by the
doctor.  

"It may be nothing," the doctor said, "but we need to do further
tests." 

And that began their medical nightmare, ending with the
diagnosis of an uncommon disease that might be cured by a very
risky operation. The doctor advised that they could try to control
the symptoms to make Gena more comfortable, while they considered
taking the more severe step. Gena took a medical leave from her job
at the hospital.

Gena's medical background helped somewhat, and she rarely
complained, but Chance knew that she often suffered in silence,
while he was unable to do anything to change the
situation. 

He had a rough weekend, after his visit from Edwards, as Gena
was unable to keep any food down, and spent much of Sunday in bed.
By Monday, she was feeling a little better by the time Chance had
to leave for his shift. He hated to go, but she insisted she would
be fine and had her phone right by her bed. 

So, Chance headed off early. Then alone in the office, he took
out the thumb drive and put it in his personal laptop. It didn't
take him long to scan through the instruction manual. It was pretty
simple, and the proposed ability to reverse time to stop accidents
or crime was a very compelling thing. Chance studied the cautions
carefully.  

Most important was that something at the reversed scene must be
changed, no matter how minor, in order that the exact situation not
occur again. Other cautions included not being able to change back,
once the situation had been altered. The last caution was a warning
that revealed unexpected situations could develop, but Chance felt
that was more or less a disclaimer because whomever made the device
didn’t know what the extent of the capabilities of it were. 
Chance’s intense concentration on the information left echoes of
the page text in his mind that he wasn't likely to
forget. 

A heavy responsibility, Chance thought, and one that he'd not
undertake lightly. He'd probably just put the phone back in his
case and not use it at all.  

So, several weeks went by, and Chance almost forgot the visit
and the phone, as he concentrated on his work and concern for his
wife and her illness. But one day, when he was in a squad car on
patrol on an extra early evening shift, he came across a car on a
back country road crashed into a large tree that must have just
happened. 

He stopped and in the gathering dusk, approached the scene. He
saw that it was the daughter of a local family who was the driver
and sole occupant and who had been partially ejected from the car;
obviously dead or nearly so. He hurried back to the squad car to
call for assistance, when he saw his case on the seat. His heart
ached for the girl and the family, and before he knew it, he had
unzipped the case and pulled out the special phone. 

Without hesitation, he hurried back to the crash scene and
activated the App. His nearly photographic memory allowed him to
recall the manual's instructions and he scanned the scene
carefully, chose the proper result he wanted and clicked the OK
button. 

The crashed car disappeared. The tree was undamaged as if it had
never happened. He stepped over to the tree and broke off a branch.
Change something, even if it was minor, was etched into his memory.
He got back into his car and continued his patrol of the area.
Nothing else of significance happened for the rest of his patrol,
and he didn’t tell anyone about it. 

Late that night in bed, as he watched Gena, restless in sleep,
he wondered if he had been daydreaming, or imagined the whole
thing. But deep down, he knew that it had really happened. He
wished that he could go to that young lady and warn her about the
consequences of her tendency to speed. which had already earned her
several tickets, but he knew that he could not without awkward
explanations. 

As weeks went by, only a few minor fender benders happened on
his shifts, not serious enough to make him consider using the
phone. He’d only used it twice, first at the evening accident of
the young girl, and second, just last week, at the crash at the
busy corner, witnessed by Chief Sparrow who had no memory of it.
There’d been no other reason to think about or use the experimental
phone. 

But in hindsight, he'd wished he could have tracked down the one
responsible for that corner accident and warn him or her about
their dangerous driving. That was the problem with playing God
without the knowledge or authority to follow through. He could
change circumstances to void a particular event, but he knew
couldn't affect the fundamental thing that had made it happen or
make responsible parties aware of their errors. 

At home, Gena's condition was getting worse, and when he took
her for her latest doctor visit, there seemed to be no alternative
to having the experimental surgery. 

"It's OK, darling," Gena told Chance. "I want to do this. I want
to get better. Living like this is hard on both of us. I need to do
this." 

He held her in his arms as tears blurred his eyes. "I'll be with
you through it all, sweetheart," he told her.

The operation was scheduled for a Monday morning, and Gena had
gone into the hospital on Sunday afternoon. By the next morning,
she was groggy as Chance kissed her and told her he loved her, just
before they took her into surgery. It was several hours later, when
the doctor came out to talk to Chance in the waiting
room. 

"It's over," the doctor told him. "It seemed to go well, but the
next 24 hours will be crucial. We'll be moving her  upstairs
in a few minutes, and I'll have the nurse come and take you there
when she's settled in. 

Half an hour later, a nurse came to take Chance upstairs where
Gena lay in a bed hooked up to a a lot of equipment. Chance sat by
her side for hours, watching as she lay, looking asleep except for
the tubes and the monitors. 

Suddenly an alarm sounded, and Chance stood up as what seemed a
crowd of people and a crash cart appeared.  

"You'll need to wait outside, sir," an aide told him, and like a
robot, Chance complied, standing outside, peering through a gap in
the curtains that covered the window of the room, watching them
work over Gena. 

Eventually, the cart and the crowd withdrew and someone gave
Chance the news. "I'm sorry, but she didn't make it. You can go in
now, if you want."

Chance went into the room. He couldn't believe it. His beloved
Gena was gone. He reached into his pocket and pulled out the phone
Edwards had given him. Some horrible premonition must have made him
put it there this morning without conscious thought. 

He quietly closed the door and stepped to her bed. With all the
equipment removed, she looked like a sleeping angel. He kissed her
forehead and said "I love you, Gena." 

He activated the special App that scanned her laying in the bed
and set the timing for several weeks before the operation and hit
"OK." 

Then the scene changed, Gena in the bed vanished and Chance
picked up a paper cup from the table, crushed it and and put it in
his pocket, realizing that he was now wearing his uniform. Then he
walked out of the hospital unnoticed and went home. To his delight,
Gena was there, just back from a doctor's appointment she said,
smiling and happy. 

"Guess what," she told him. "I've just been to the doctor, and
he says it’s amazing, truly a miracle. Whatever it was I had, I
don't have anymore. And I'm starving. You're home early today, so
let's go out for a special dinner." 

Chance swept her into his arms and gave her a big hug. "That's
great honey. Just let me change out of my uniform, and we'll go out
and celebrate."

He went upstairs to their room and shut the door. He sat on the
bed and took off his boots. He sighed and pulled the special phone
out of his pocket and put it on a chair and hit it sharply with one
steel-toed boot. The glass splintered, the case split, and the
phone was dead. 

A device like that was too dangerous, even in his hands, he
knew, and he no longer wanted the responsibility for it. Although
it could change the world, the potential for misuse was just too
tempting. He'd saved Gena, but likely at a cost somewhere down the
road that he was yet unable to comprehend. He had been willing to
do almost anything to have her back, but he realized now that even
he could be tempted to use the power of the phone for his own
needs. If he kept it, he would eventually want other things changed
to suit his own circumstances, a dangerous path to follow. He had
to remove that temptation, although he knew this experiment would
likely not end with him. Somewhere, someone else would try again to
introduce some unsuspecting person to the chance to change the
world for the supposed better.   

Although he'd never understand why bad things continued to
happen in the world, he knew he didn't have the wisdom to play God.
He had used his last chance, wisely, he hoped. He felt relieved of
the tremendous responsibility, he hadn't asked for. He put the
pieces of the broken phone in an old sock and deposited it in his
uniform jacket that he hung in the closet. He would dispose of the
device chards later. Then he changed into casual clothes and went
downstairs to join his beautiful, restored-to-health,
love-of-his-life, Gena.

 

THE END

Book 6 of the Fruithills Suspense Series: Last Chance

 

Author’s note: Although the stories have been inspired by some
actual places and events in history, they are all a product of the
author's imagination and not intended to represent any persons,
living or dead.
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	When Willis
Walks (2010)
When his westbound train had an unexpected layover in the small
midwestern town that had been his boyhood home, a man haunted by
memories of his older brother's mysterious disappearance, seeks to
uncover the hidden past and find the answer to a mystery buried for
over 50 years.



	


No
Spring Chicken (2011)
Addie had stopped talking at eighty-seven, sick of answering the
same inane questions from those who figured she was dotty and paid
no attention to what she said or wanted. In her own way, Addie
found the freedom she sought to let her spirits soar.



	


The
Crows (2011)
Jeremy is a little boy who spends most of his time with adults
who are far too busy with their own lives to pay much attention to
him. So he spends much of his time alone observing the world around
him through his creative imagination - or is it real?



	


August
Heat (2011)
When a 1960's family received the windfall of a life insurance
policy payout from a semi-distant relative's demise, the first
thing they thought of was a color TV...



	


Ages
of Life (2011)
Is Life a series of unconnected decisions that lead inevitably
to

the same end whatever choices we make? Is it Fate or just

Dumb Luck that some turn out well and some not.

Each decade has its own special problems, challenges and joys.



	


Sign
Switch (2011)
As a Virgo, Lyla felt that she was missing out on a lot of fun
times, but she found that changing her Sun Sign didn't turn out
quite as she had expected.



	


An
old Flame (2011)
On Halloween night, past & present mingle in a terrifying
way as a young man experiences a ghostly encounter in an old
cemetery.



	


Beckoning
Bonneyville Mill (2011)
A haunted mill attracts 2 young boys to seek treasure and find
ghostly danger. This second in the series of the Fruithills
Suspense Series, visits one of the many spirit inhabited places in
and around a small Town situated in the midst of the beautiful
hilly landscape where early European settlers grew and shipped the
plentiful apples, strawberries, melons and many other fruits by
train to Chicago and beyond.



	


The
Christmas Jester (2011)
For Fiona and Lindy, renovating a 100-year-old home for their
gift shop was a dream come true, until Fiona learned that the
former owners had left behind much more than dust bunnies,
including the strange little jester doll she discovered among the
Christmas displays.



	


New
Year's Evil (2011)
Does evil lurk behind the scenes at a New Year's Eve Mystery
Dinner set in the Wild Willow Bed and Breakfast? Before midnight,
the scene would be set for a ghostly confrontation of murder victim
and murderer. This fourth book in the Fruithills Suspense Series is
yet another visit to places that have never lost their tie to a
spirit-filled past.



	


Eyes
of the Beholder (2012)
The last of the legendary Cartwright clan, Caren became the
custodian not only of the old Fruithills family home filled with
photos and memories, but of a spiritual legacy as well. The
discovery of Aunt Sally's magical glasses opened a window that was
at once intriguing, yet discomforting in revealing her own past.
This is Book 13 in the Fruithills Suspense Series. Each Book is
another visit to places that have never lost their tie to a
spirit-filled past.



	


April
Fools (2012)
A century old theatre was refurbished by a hardy group of
performers who respected the history, including the resident Ghost,
but when teenagers played a cruel April Fool prank, the joke was on
them.



	


Tie a
Knot...and hang on (2012)
Haunted by a love of reading inspired by her nurturing Aunt
Belle, Director Natalie Drew fought to keep her small library
relevant and funded to meet technology and maintenance challenges.
A simple act of respect triggered help from beyond earthly life.
This 5th Book in the Fruithills Suspense Series examines the
connections between people and circumstances and the ties that bind
them together.



	


February
29 (2012)
A mysterious gravestone in a ruined churchyard of a child with
the same February 29 birthdate as teenage Abby made her obsessed
with the history of the little girl named Amy Sue, and led Abby and
her reluctant friend Ginger to unexpected danger on the evening of
Abby's 16th birthday.



	


Borrowed
Time (2012)
Katie Franklin and her brother Mark worked together to fix up a
bargain house to surprise her husband who would soon return from
Afghanistan. But the house had a haunting history that needed more
mending than hammer and nails could cure. She had to out why the
spirits were restless and how to bring them peace.



	


Second
Sight (2012)
What is there to see in the old mirror that sits in the 100 year
old house that Brooke and her siblings have inherited from their
Great Aunt Lydia, and what truths does it reveal? This is Book #8
in the Fruithills Suspense Series.



	


May
Day Mayhem (2012)
In a year with a milder than usual winter, followed by record
breaking high spring temperatures, it was not surprising that the
month of May brought about a more troubled way of life in the small
town in the valley of the Fruithills. Yet, Helfina, a young healer
from Wales brought a sense of calm to offset the unrest, until that
too was met with opposing forces. This is Book 11 in the Fruithills
Suspence Series. It is a place that has never lost its ties to a
spirit-filled past.



	


Death
Clock (2012)
A small town funeral home closes after 100 years, leaving the
community upset over the loss. Suddenly, no one in town is dying,
and time stands still. This is Book 12 in the Fruithills Suspense
Series, a place that has never lost its ties to a spirit-filled
past.
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