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I’m sorry this story starts out like so many others, hackneyed and familiar, but it can only
be told one way, the way it happened and to the best to my knowledge. Of course, my
grandkids -- Hailey and Hayden – rambled on about it for days until I swore them to
secrecy. If my son, Jason, and his wife, Beth, knew about the grand adventure those two
young’uns encountered on December 24, 2012, they’d not only skin them alive but they’d
forbid those children from ever setting foot in their grandfather’s house again. I couldn’t
have that, because I love them more than anything in this world, and what they
discovered on that fateful Christmas Eve was amazing and wonderful if you ask an old
fool like me. So, here goes…
It was the night before Christmas and my house was as quiet as a classroom
during a final exam. We all had had a full day. Just about every room of the old
homestead was sparkling with Christmas decorations and the gifts were all wrapped for a
gathering of what promised to be two dozen family members on Christmas Day.
The women – Beth and Grandma Joanne – spent the day baking all sorts of
goodies, while Jason and I entertained the kids and more than once shoveled the eight
inches of snow that had blanketed our Northeast Ohio home between 6 a.m. and three
o’clock that afternoon. We were all tired and ready for bed at an early hour. Well, at least
the adults were sound asleep as Christmas Day approached.
Enchanted by the holiday spirit, the mountain of presents under our eight-foot tree
in the family room and the opportunity to see aunts, uncles and cousins for the first time

in several years, Hailey and Hayden were restless, too excited to fall asleep in the twin
beds that me and my brother had slept in throughout most of our childhood.
“Hayden, are you awake?” Hailey whispered. “I can’t sleep.”
“Me either. Let’s do something?” he replied.
“Sure! What do you have in mind?” Hailey asked.
“I don’t know, but I’m tired of tossing and turning. Why don’t we go downstairs
and check out some of our Christmas presents? Did you see that big one in the back? It
had your name on it. Don’t you wonder what’s inside?”
“Mom and Dad will get mad.”
“Only if they catch us, and I’m pretty sure they’re sleeping right now,” said
Hayden, three years Hailey’s junior.
“What about Grandma and Grandpa?”
“Geez, scaredy cat, they’re sleeping, too. If you listen closely, you can hear
Grandpa snoring all the way in here.”
Hailey sat up in bed and listened, trying to hear the rhythm of her grandfather’s
heavy breathing. She giggled as she heard it briefly, but frowned when the sound was
drowned out by the loud chiming of the Guy family’s ancient grandfather clock. It sat at
the bottom of the staircase that led to the guest bedrooms on the second floor. Like a
hammer hitting a church bell, the clock sprang into action every 15 minute. It sounded
four long, baritone notes at a quarter-past the hour, eight at half-past and twelve at a
quarter-to the top of the hour. When the minute hand of the ancient mechanism reached
twelve, it tolled a methodical and dour sixteen times before marking the hour, day or
night, over and over and over. It could be heard in every corner of the old house.
“That clock sure is loud,” she said as she counted the chimes silently in her head.
“What time is it?” Hayden asked.
“I don’t know. It’s a quarter-to-something because it just chimed 12 times.”
“Let’s go see.”
“OK! But we had better put on our tennis shoes so nobody hears us,” Hailey
suggested.
Hayden was out of bed in a flash, pulling a sweatshirt and pants over the Star
Wars pajamas he always slept in.
“What are you doing?” Hailey asked with a surprised look on her face.
“I’m throwing on my clothes because the house is cold. You should, too, Sissy.
It’s really, really cold,” he said, warding off the chill by shaking his shoulders and
rubbing his hands together. When his head popped through the hole in the top of his
sweatshirt, he looked oddly at his sister and said, “Hurry up! What are you waiting for?”
“I don’t want to mess up my new pajamas,” she replied, looking down proudly at
her blue American Girl sleepwear.

“Ugh! Just get dressed. We’re not going to be up long. We’ll go down and see
what time it is, check out some of the presents and be right back up here before you know
it.”
“OK,” she said happily and began pulling on her blue jeans and sweatshirt. By the
time Hayden had tied his high-top sneakers, Sissy was dressed and waiting for him.
“You’re fast,” Hayden said with a smile.
“Well, you were right. It’s cold. My clothes feel good. Let’s go.”
The two walked quietly to the bedroom door, and it was Hailey who drew her
forefinger to her lips to signal for her brother to walk softly.
“You have to promise to be very quiet,” she whispered. “We don’t want to wake
anyone up.”
“Scout’s honor,” Hayden said, holding up a three-fingered salute.
And off they went.

When they got to the landing, the pair stopped and looked up at the grandfather clock. It
was a magnificent piece of furniture that had been in the family for more than a century.
It was made of sturdy, carved oak and stood eight feet tall. The shiny, brass face was
almost six feet from the floor, and the kids had to stand back in order to read the time.
The minute hand was working its way to the top of the hour as midnight approached.
When they turned to go down the last two steps to the main floor of the house, a
tiny voice said, “Hey, where are you guys going?”
Startled, Hayden and Hailey turned around to find a young boy sitting in the dark
shadow of grandpa’s grandfather clock.
“Who are you?” Hailey asked with a start.
“And what are you doing in our house?” Hayden added.
“My name is Lee,” the boy said, “and this is my house, too. I’ve was living here
long before either of you were born.”
Hailey looked at Hayden quizzically and then back at Lee. She brought both
hands to her eyes and rubbed them, thinking perhaps she was seeing things. When she
opened them again, Lee no long was sitting on the floor next to the clock but standing
and leaning against it.
He was taller and looked older than either of the children, maybe in his early
teens. He was dressed oddly. He wore a red sweater that was two sizes too big and tucked
into gray overalls. They were held up by suspenders that were wider than any Hailey or
Hayden had ever seen. Both knees of his pants were covered in dark blue patches, and he

wore work boots that resembled the kind Grandpa wore when he worked outside. A blue
handkerchief dangled from the right-hand pocket of his pants. His raggedy hair was
topped with an old-style baseball cap with the face of a Native American chieftain om it.
“What’s wrong with you, Missy?” Lee asked. “You’re acting like you’ve just seen
a ghost.”
“There’s no such thing as ghosts,” Hailey responded. “And don’t call me Missy.”
“Why?”
“Because that’s what my mom calls me when she’s mad at me, and I don’t like
it.”
“Whatever you say, Hailey. I certainly wasn’t mad at you,” Lee replied.
“How is it you know my name?” she asked, taking a step closer to the boy who
was about a full head taller than her.
“I told you I live here. I’ve seen you and your brother running up and down the
stairs. I was listening when you told Jerry how cold Ohio is and I was watching when
Jason and Beth sent you off to bed.”
“Who is Jerry?” Hayden asked.
“That’s Grandpa, silly,” Hailey said, giving her little brother a playful shove with
her forearm. “Didn’t you ever hear Grandma call him that?”
“No, everyone always calls him ‘Grandpa Jerry.’ Everyone except dad; he calls
him ‘Pops.’”
“He’s always been Jerry to me,” Lee said.
“Where do you stay, if you say you live here?” Hailey asked.
“Right here,” he replied with a proud smile. “I’m the keeper of the grandfather
clock. You don’t think it chimes ever fifteen minutes on its own do you?”
“How come we haven’t seen you before?” Hayden asked. “You could have gone
sledding with us today if we had known you were here.”
“I was busy,” he said nonchalantly and glanced briefly up to the see the time.
“Doing what?” Hayden asked with some indignation.
“You might say I was biding time,” he said, letting his hand slide over the
smoothly-carved edge of the massive clock. “I love this old clock. See that safety pin that
holds the hands in place. I rigged that up a few years back when it broke down. Pretty
ingenious, right?”
“Yeah, but you didn’t answer the question, smart guy,” Hailey interrupted.
“What was that?”
“Where do you stay if you live here?”
“You might say, the clock is my home away from home,” he said as he reached
over and opened the heavy, oak door that housed the brass weights that kept the clock
operating hour after hour and day after day.
“That’s too small, nobody can live in there,” Hayden said. He couldn’t restrain his
curiosity. So, he walked over and peered inside.

“I fit in there just fine,” Lee replied rather smugly.
“Don’t touch anything, Hayden,” Hailey ordered. “Grandpa said nobody is
allowed to even open the door to the grandfather clock.”
“He did? Well, nobody is allowed to open it but me. As I said, I take care of the
clock,” Lee asked.
“I don’t remember Grandpa saying it is off limits?” Hayden replied.
“He sure did. And Dad said if we ever touched it, we’d be in real trouble,” said
Hailey.
“Well, there’s another reason why we’ve never met,” Lee said spritely. “Do you
Guys always do what you are told?” When he ended the sentence, he began laughing and
pounding his knee with his right hand.
“What’s so funny?” Hayden asked.
“You don’t get it? I said ‘you Guys.’ Guy is your last name. Don’t you think it is
funny?”
“You’re weird,” Hailey said as she grabbed Hayden by the arm. The six-year-old
was about to stick his head inside the cabinet of the grandfather clock.
“Maybe you just don’t have a sense of humor,” Lee said smartly. “You really
should learn to laugh more. Life is short, you know.”
“I laugh all the time. In fact, my friends at school say I laugh too much. So there!”
“What grade are you in?” Lee asked.
“I’m nine and in the third grade. How old are you?”
“”Well, let’s say I’m a little older than you and your brother.”
“And where do you go to school?” Hailey asked.
“Well, I don’t really go to school anymore,” Lee explained. “I don’t have much
time, what with my attention to the grandfather clock. It keeps me pretty busy. In fact it’s
unusual for me to step outside of it. It’s Christmas Eve, though. I come out every year at
precisely 11:45 p.m. on December 24 to check on the decorations and see how they have
changed. You know, nothing stays the same…”
Lee stopped at mid-sentence when Hayden reached into the clock and pulled out a
wooden box.
“Hey, what’s this?” he asked, grabbing the dusty box with both hands and then
wrapping his arms around it. “It’s heavy.”
“Hayden, I don’t think you should be touching that,” Hailey said emphatically.
“Your sister is right there, Hayden. You should not tinker with anything that is
inside of the clock, especially that box,” the keeper said.
“Why?” Hayden asked.
“What’s in it?” Hailey chimed in.
“It’s very valuable, and part of an old family tradition,” Lee responded. “Since
this clock was first purchased by my father back in 1800s, a one dollar coin has been

placed in that very box each New Year’s Eve with the promise the contribution would
bring good fortune to the family.”
“There must be more than one hundred coins in there. Be careful with it.
Hayden,” Hailey said smartly.
“I think you could be right,” Lee replied. “This is 2012. So, it’s been exactly 125
years since this clock has been in the family, and there should be a coin in there to
represent every year.”
“That’s why it is so heavy, “Hayden said as he put the box down on the carpeted
landing. It made a thud when he pulled his hand out from beneath it. Then, without
hesitation, he began to pry the lid off so they all could examine the treasure inside.
Lee looked at the clock, which had begun its series of chimes to mark the
midnight hour, placed his hand over Hayden’s and warned, “You might want to heed
your sister’s warning.”
“I’m not afraid,” he declared.
“It’s not going to hurt anything. I just want to count the coins,” Hayden.
“You’re wasting your breath, Lee. He never listens to anyone. That’s why he’s in
trouble all the time,” Hailey said.
Without pause, Hayden pulled the wooden top from its bottom to reveal a pile of
shiny silver dollars.
“Wow! We’re rich,” he said to Hailey as the clock began to strike the hour. He
reached into the wooden box with both hands, scooped a handful of coins and let them
fall through his fingers. They made a clanging sound as they dropped back into the box
against other silver dollars.
“Stop!” Lee called out.
Without paying attention to anyone or anything, Hayden reached in one more
time and pulled out a single coin. He squinted so he could see the date in the dim light.
“Wow! This one is from 1934,” he said as the antique clock struck midnight and
the world, as Hailey, Hayden and Lee had known it, began to spin out of control.

Hailey screamed as the carpet that covered the landing literally lifted into the air and
began to spin. As she reached for her little brother, Hayden slammed the lid back onto the
wooden box and closed his fist around the 1934 silver dollar. Lee rushed to their side and
wrapped them both in his long arms as the carpet fluctuated and spun under their feet.
“Wow!” Hayden marveled as the rug magically soared higher and higher into the
air and began to spin faster in a counter-clockwise direction.
“What’s happening?” Hailey called out with fear in her voice.
“We’re going back in time,” Lee called out over the deafening din of the
grandfather clock. The chimes rang louder with
each rotation of the carpet. Clothed in darkness,
lights of all colors flashed before the threesome as
the carpet spun faster and faster.
“Cool!” Hayden yelled.
“Stop it! I’m going to be sick,” Hailey
pleaded.
“Close your eyes until we stop spinning,”
Lee ordered and pulled the two siblings closer to
his body.
Fearful, Hailey closed her eyes, but not
Hayden. Young and fearless, he watched as images of the years flew by. Lee narrated as
a family history flashed before them.
“That’s 1981, the year Jerry and Joanne got married.”
“There’s your father as a baby in 1975.”
“In 1945, your great-grandfather, Ralph Guy, returned from World War II. He
proposed to your great-grandmother, Lenora, in front of this very clock.”

Suddenly, the flashing lights and the spinning slowed. The years began to move
by at a more gradual pace. 1940… 1938… 1935… The carpet came to rest on the very
landing from which it had lifted, but everything was different. It was 1934.
When Hailey opened her eyes, she was furious with Hayden.
“I told you not to open that box, Hayden,” she yelled. “Look what you have done.
Where are we, Lee?”
Slowly, Lee loosened his grip on the two youngsters and looked around. He
released a big sigh of relief and said, “The good news is we are in a house that looks an
awful lot like the one we just left. We are on the very landing we took off from, in fact.
There’s the grandfather clock. It’s no longer 2012, though. The year is 1934.”
“It’s 1934? What are you talking about?” Hailey asked.
“Well, I told you I was the keeper of the clock,” Lee explained, “but I didn’t tell
you everything. Since I was a little boy, I’ve thought this grandfather clock was magical.
My father taught me everything about it, inside and out. Over the years, I’ve had time on
my hands, so to speak. So, I made some modifications.”
“It’s cool! It’s like no other clock I know of,” Hayden said, staring wide-eyed at
his surroundings.
“What kind of modifications?” Hailey asked.
“As I told you, the clock has been in our family for many years,” Lee continued.
“Generations have come and gone but the grandfather clock has remained steadfast right
here in this very spot. I always said, ‘If this clock could talk, it could tell some real
interesting stories.’ So,
“As for the modifications, I tightened a spring here and added a lever there. One
day, I was standing on the landing and flipping one of those coins when the clock struck
midnight. It was 1962 and Jerry happened to be standing in front of the clock after
raiding the kitchen for a donut. Just like with you, we spun off to a different time period
for the very first time. Before I knew it, we were in the year 1900 and my parents were
thinking about selling the clock because they were going through some pretty hard times.
I think they were living in Elyria, Ohio back then.”
“Was Grandpa Jerry scared?” Hailey asked.
“He sure was! Why he almost made a mess in his britches, but don’t tell him I
told you so,” Lee said with a big smile. “He calmed down and we discovered a solution
to my family’s financial problems and all went well.”
“What was the solution?” Hailey asked.
“Well, Jerry happened to leave behind a donut he was eating. He left it sitting on
the kitchen counter, where it was discovered by my father. It gave him the idea to open a
donut shop and bakery in downtown Elyria. The rest is history.
“People used to come for miles around to eat our family’s honey-glazed donuts.
The key was the honey glaze. Honey, you see, never spoils. When it hardened around my
father’s donuts, it would seal in the freshness, making the donuts last for a week or more.

“Well, to make a long story short. That’s when I first discovered my tinkering
with the clock and those coins could send us flying back in time. I go back and forth all
the time now. I’ve relived most of the trials and tribulations that have made this family
strong. I’ll tell you one thing. There have been some real doozies. By the way, Jerry is the
only other family member who has accompanied me on one of my journeys. Well, there
was him and now you two.”
“What time periods do you visit the most often, Lee?” Hayden asked.
“I especially like going back to the turn of the twenty-first century. Those were
good times. I was born in 1900.”
“Wait a minute,” Hailey said. “What do you mean you were born in 1900? I
thought you were only a couple years older than me.”
“I never said that,” Lee said with a warm smile. “You assumed I was a few years
older than you. Assumptions will get you in trouble, Hailey. Stick to the details and you
will be far better off whether you are in 1934 or 2012.”
“So, what are you, Lee? Are you a ghost?” Hayden asked.
“Yes, who are you, Lee?” Hailey added.
“I’m glad you finally asked,” he replied. “I’m your great-great-grandfather, Lee
Sassmanhausen. Your father’s grandmother, Lenora, was my daughter. Tress and I raised
her in Detroit and then moved here to Ohio. The rest is history, as they say.
“When it comes to ghosts, I thought we agreed that we didn’t believe in ghosts.
I’ve never thought of myself as a ghost.”
“If you were born in 1900, you have to be a ghost,” Hayden said.
“Stick to the details, son,” he said sharply. “Ghosts haunt and scare. Have I scared
you once?”
“No, you’re nice,” Hayden replied.
“What are you then and where did that crazy, long name came from?” Hailey
insisted.
“The name is German. In fact, long ago there was a little town in Germany called
Sassmanhausen. I think my great-great-great grandfather helped found it. I’ve never been
to Germany, though. So, I don’t know for sure.
“Do you know our dad?” Hailey asked.
“No, but I like him. He would be my great-grandson. And that makes me your
great-great-grandfather. Other than that, I’m a spiritual being, something good. I’m kept
alive in the thoughts and love of everyone who knew me. Most importantly, I’m the
caretaker of this wonderful family timepiece and sometimes purveyor of history.”
“What’s a purveyor?” Hayden asked.
“A purveyor is someone who rehashes what other people do. They could be
considered a gossip or scandalmonger.”
“A scandalmonger, I am not!” Lee said. “I think I resent that, Missy! Why I’ve
got half a mind to turn you over me knee.”

“I’m sorry,” Hailey said. “I didn’t mean it. I was just explaining to my little
brother the meaning of the word purveyor. I learned it for the spelling bee earlier this
year.”
“Apology accepted, in that case. I understand completely,” Lee said. “I didn’t
heed my own motto of adhering to the details. I jumped to a quick conclusion there, and I
shouldn’t have. I’m sorry, too.
“I wouldn’t want you to turn me over your knee. All I want you to do is make
sure that clock takes us back to 2012.”
“It’s more than a clock!” Hayden declared. “It’s a time machine. Dad and I
watched a movie about this guy who could travel back in time to solve murders and other
crimes.”
Lee laughed heartily at the comparison.
“You guys spend too much time in front of the TV. You ought to get out and
experience more things.”
“I think it’s a time machine, too, Hayden. It certainly is more than just a clock.
You’ve transported us back in time almost 80 years, and for what? Are you sure you can
get us back to 2012?” Hailey inquired.
“Yeah, Mom and Dad will be mad if they wake up and we’re not in our room,”
Hayden said.
“Don’t worry. I’ll get you back to 2012 in time to open all of your presents.
Nobody will even know that you’ve been away.’
“If it’s that easy, let’s go now. I don’t like 1934,” Hailey said.
“Yeah, the house seems darker and colder than it did when we left,” Hayden said.
“Well, it is 1934,” Lee said. “I remember it well. It was a difficult year. We were
in the heart of The Great Depression and lots of people were out of work. Our Christmas
in 1934 was not going to be as plentiful as yours will be in 2012. I hope you’ll forgive
me. This did happen all of a sudden.”
“Yeah, I wish you had warned us about this time traveling thing,” Hailey said.
“I didn’t have time to warn you,” Lee confessed. “Hayden pulled out that coin and
the clock struck twelve and here we are. That’s the way it works. If you’re holding a coin
when the clock strikes midnight, you are transported to the date on the coin. I’ve done it
many times at different times of the year. I’ve come to enjoy reliving the past.”
“Can it travel in the future? That would really be cool,” Hayden said.
“No. Travel is driven by the coins, and a dollar coin for 2020, let’s say, has not
been minted yet,” the keeper explained. “But that’s an interesting idea, Hayden. I wonder.
If I…”
Hailey laughed and said, “Lee, don’t start tinkering with the clock until we get
back. We only want to return to 2012. 2020 is out of the question. Hayden, you’d better
put the box back where it belongs. We don’t want to lose a single coin while we are on
this adventure.”

“I think you’re right,” he said, flashing an innocent smile at his two time-traveling
companions. Instinctively, he was about to drop the 1934 silver dollar into the box when
Lee grabbed his wrist.
“Put the box back, but not that coin,” Lee said. “We don’t put it back until it’s
time to leave. Stick it in your pocket so it will be safe. You’ll need to be holding it like
you did when this journey began. I’ve got the 2012 coin in my pocket.”
With a big smile on his face, lee reached into his left-hand pocket and produced a
2012 one dollar coin. He flipped it up in the air with his thumb and then snatched it while
it was in mid-air, just like a frog might snag a fly with its lightning quick tongue.
“Hey, that dollar is a different color, Hayden declared.
“Yep! They quit making silver dollars a long time ago. This is a commemorative
dollar, especially minted for 2012 to honor Chester A. Arthur, the 21st president of the
United States. It’s gold-plated, and considerably smaller in diameter. Nonetheless, it’s a
dollar, the one Jerry stowed away in the clock last New Year’s Eve. When you start
studying American history, you might want to look him up. He was an interesting guy.”
“If we need them both to get back to 2012, you both had better stop playing with
them because when this clock strikes midnight, I want to go home,” Hailey whined.
“Good point,” Lee said. “I’ve never lost a coin. All we do is hold them back-toback and we leave 1934 and return to 2012. Now, 198 was a real good year. If you would
like, we could stop off there and…”
“No!” both children said at once.
“I guess I’m outnumbered,” Lee said with a half-smile as everyone looked up at
the clock. The hands indicated it was 11:45.
“We’ve got fifteen minutes, then,” Hailey said. “What are we supposed to do
while we are here, Lee?”

Lee reopened the door to the grandfather clock so Hayden could return the box to
its original location. He slipped the 1934 coin into his pocket. Then, he lifted the box
with both hands and placed it back in the cabinet.
“Okay! What’s next, Grandpa?” Hayden asked.
“I like that, Hayden.”
“What?”
“You called me Grandpa, and nobody has done that for a very long time. I was
called a lot of things throughout my life, but I think that was my favorite. Because our
last name was so long, everyone on the family called us Grandma and Grandpa Sassy.
Sassy, of course, was short for Sassmanhausen, which was a mouthful.”
“It sure is,” Hailey said. “Where did it come from?”
“I often teased your great-grandmother that the only reason she married Ralph
was to short her name by ten letters. I’m digressing, though. We should get back to the
task at hand. What do we do next?”
“Don’t do a thing,” Hailey ordered. “We’re going to wait right here for fifteen
minutes. Then, when the clock strikes twelve, we’re going home.”
“Well, not exactly,” Lee said, reaching for a notebook he carried in his back
pocket. He flipped quickly through the pages until he got to a section marked 1934. He
took a deep breath and blew dust from the pages before he began to read.
“Oh, my…” he muttered under his breath.
“What is that,” Hayden asked.
“It’s a journal, part genealogy and part history. It chronicles significant events in
your family’s history – births, deaths, marriages, graduations, etc.”
“What was that ‘Oh my’ about?” Hailey asked, folding her arms across her chest
in a sign of protest. “Is something bad going to happen?”

“Funny you should ask,” Lee replied. “It says here the family lost almost
everything in a house fire on December 24, 1934. The home was severely damaged, one
child was injured and hospitalized and the family was left homeless.”
“That can’t be right,” Hailey said. “You were around in 1934 weren’t you? Why
wouldn’t you have remembered a house fire on December 24?”
“In 1934, we still were living in Detroit. We hadn’t moved to this house yet,” Lee
replied.
“Who lives here then?” Hayden asked.
“A family of five, named Smith.”
“I don’t understand,” Hailey said. “If the house burned down, how come we’re
here with you and the grandfather clock?”
“I don’t know but we don’t have much time left,” Lee said. “It’s already 11:50.”
Dust was flying as he flipped through the pages of the notebook searching for more
information. “It’s all in the details,” he muttered.
“That’s it,” he said.
“What?” both children asked anxiously.
“The entry in 1934 is highlighted. That means it is alternate history and can be
changed.”
“Meaning what, Grandpa?” Hayden pleaded.
“It means the clock brought us here for a reason,” he replied. “I think we are
supposed to stop the fire from happening so that in a later year our family can move here.
In the end, if the house were to change in any way, your family might not move here and
then history would be changed. The Guy family might not prosper as well.”
“Uh oh!” Hayden said.
“What?” Lee and Hailey said at the same time.
“I think I smell smoke,” he replied.
“Me too,” Hailey proclaimed. “What should we do?”
“Let’s make some noise. We have to wake up the family,” Hayden said.
“We can’t. We’re virtually invisible. Nobody can see or hear us,” Lee explained
frantically.
“No problem,” Hayden said, rubbing his hands together as if he was getting ready
dive into a freshly-baked pie.
Hayden stepped down from the landing to the main floor of the house. Not a light
was shining because it was 1934 and the house had not yet been wired for electricity. To
the left he saw a rug smoldering in front of a fireplace, where an errant spark was about
to turn into a blaze. To the right was a nicely set dining room table. It was covered in the
family’s finest china in preparation for a Christmas feast.
“Hurry! Do something, Hayden. It’s almost midnight,” Hailey called out.

Without hesitation, Hayden walked to the table, grabbed the tablecloth in both
hands and gave it a mighty yank. Plates and glassware smashed and crashed. Silverware
floated upward and landed with a bang on the hardwood floor.
Seconds later, a matronly woman emerged from a downstairs bedroom and
gasped when she saw the good china strewn across the floor. When the carpet burst into
flames, she shrieked.
“Help!” she called out as she ran to a closet and removed a broom. Joined by a
man about her same age, she yelled, “Water, Lester! I need water!”
Lester grabbed a pail from the same closet and dashed out the back door.
“Where’s he going,” Hailey asked nervously.
“Obviously, he has to retrieve water from outside. The house hasn’t been plumbed
for running water yet,” Lee explained.
“You must be kidding.”
“This is 1934, dear. Only the wealthy had some of the amenities you and your
brother take for granted in 2012,” Lee said.
It took three trips to the pump and a thorough beating with the broom to
extinguish the fire. In the end, the house was saved from any serious damage.
Lester and Edith Smith wrapped their arms around each other as their three
children watched in and three time travelers looked on from the landing.

Chapter 5
“That was it,” Lee said, as he flipped through the pages of the dusty notebook one more
time. “Way to go Hayden. That was quick thinking. The entry about the fire has
disappeared. I think we helped the Smith family avoid a miserable Christmas Eve fire.
We can go back to 2012 with the satisfaction that we accomplished something on this
trip.
“You’d better still have that coin, Hayden,” Hailey said.
“Sure do,” he said, pulling it from his pocket with a big smile. He held it up to
show her, gripping it between his forefinger and thumb.
Lee reached into his pocket and fetched the presidential coin. He handed it to
Hayden and said, “Now press the back of this one against the older one, and we’re on our
way.”
“Keep holding it just like that,” Lee said as he took a position directly in front of
the clock and pulled the children into his arms. As the grandfather clock began its
musical trek toward midnight, he added: “I always stand directly in front of the clock
when we I want to travel through time. You should, too.”
Again the carpet began to spin, slowly at first and then picking up speed as the
years began to pass by once again. Lee again narrated some of the images that passed
before them. This time even Hailey watched.
“That was Christmas 1942, the year World War II broke out…
“There’s 1955, the year I gave your grandfather and his siblings a Shetland pony
for Christmas. That was something...”
“And there is your first Christmas in 2003, Hailey…”

Just as before, the spinning began to slow as the clock struck the final note of the
midnight hour. At exactly 12:00 midnight the carpet settled onto the same landing from
which it had lifted earlier.
“Are we home?” Hailey asked.
“Yep! It looks like it,” Hayden said, still holding the coin between two fingers.
“Of course,” Lee added. “I told you we would get back without any problems.
You had nothing to fear. This clock works flawlessly. It’s the very same time it was when
our journey began.”
“Thank you, Grandpa!” Hayden said.
“What for, big guy?” he replied.
“That was the coolest trip. I can’t wait to tell Dad.”
“Oh, you can’t tell anyone what happened,” Lee explained. “Nobody travels back
in time. Who would believe you anyway? This is going to have to be our little secret.”
“Do you want us to get in trouble, Hayden?” Hailey said. “Grandpa’s right. We
can’t tell anyone. It’s our secret.”
“Okay, but…”
“No, ifs or buts,” Hailey ordered. “This is it, we’re done time traveling. It’s too
scary.”
“I’m sorry it scared you,” Lee said. “It all happened quite accidently, but I’m glad
you came along. I don’t think I could have thought as quickly as you Hayden. You
certainly didn’t waste any time waking up the Smiths. That was a pretty smart move for a
kid your age. I’m proud of you.
“I’m proud of both of you. You’re going to grow up to be great kids, I think. I see
traits of your great-grandmothers in both of you, and that makes me very proud. Hayden,
you showed the bravery of you great-grandma Lenora. And Hailey, you are smart like
Tress, my wife and your great-great-grandmother. I wish they had been with us on our
adventure.”
“Can I ask you something, Grandpa?” Hailey asked.
“Sure, but I must go soon. Time is slipping by. I’ve got time for one or two more
questions, my sweet girl.”
“Do you ever see them? My great-grandmothers, I mean,” she asked.
“Of course I do. That’s why I tinkered with the grandfather clock. I go back and
see them all the time. I love them as much as I love you guys. I’m so glad you are part of
this family and we got to meet each other. Together we preserved the old house and now
you will get to enjoy Christmas 2012 in it with all of the family. Enjoy it.”
“Grandpa, I have a question, too.” Hayden said.
“Put that shiny 1934 dollar back in the box first, and then ask. Quickly now; time
is flying by faster than we know.”
Lee opened the door of the clock and Hayden reached in. Wondering what else
might be inside, he took a moment to look around before dropping the coin into the box.

He was amazed. The cavity inside the clock was not small as he imagined. Instead it was
cavernous and dimly lit in the distance.
Lee grabbed him by the collar of his shirt and said, “Did you know curiosity
killed the cat? Did I say you could look around inside?”
“Sorry, Grandpa,’ he said sheepishly.
“You’re a pistol, aren’t you?”
“I told you so.” Hailey said.
“No, I’m just inquisitive,” Hayden replied.
“Well, you won’t find answers to your questions inside my clock,” Lee said
sternly. “You’ve got to promise me you don’t ever mess around with this clock. It is a
very delicate piece of machinery. Nobody in 2012 even repairs them anymore. That’s my
job anyway. If you have questions, ask Jerry.”
“My question is for you, though, Grandpa Sassy.” Hayden replied.
“Well, hurry up with it; it’s time for me to get going, little man.”
“Can I do it again?”
“What?”
“Can we go time traveling with you again?” Hayden asked.
“That’s an interesting question, one that has not been asked before,” Lee replied.
“I think it’s best you ponder the trip you just made. It proves anything is possible. You
just visited 1934 and a time when houses had no electricity or running water. I see you
guys communicating on those tiny electronic pads now. When I was your age, we didn’t
even have telephones yet. There was no TV and we bought gasoline for our automobiles
at the drugstore. Everything changes. So, heed the details of life. They will amaze you.”
“Can we do it again,” Hayden asked.
“I don’t want to,” Hailey said.
“I do! What do you say, Grandpa?”
“Will you come back and spend another Christmas with Grandpa Jerry?” Lee
responded.
“Yes! Yes! Yes!” Hayden said with his eyes lighting up with joy.
Lee took off his ball cap, rubbed a hand through is scraggly hair and took a step
toward the grandfather clock. He opened the front cabinet and put one leg inside before
turning back to answer his great-great-grandson’s question.
“I won’t say ‘aye’ or ‘nay’ to that,” he said. “But you know where to find me, and
I’ll be watching you. I’ll know when you’re around and what you’re doing. If you need
me, just leave a note inside here. I’ll find it. Now I’ve got to go. Time waits on no man.”
“Wait,” Hailey called out.
The door hadn’t quite closed on the cabinet just yet and Lee stuck his head back
out of the opening. “What?” he asked.
Hailey ran to the door and kissed him on the cheek and said, “I love you,
Grandpa.”

Hayden was next, throwing his arms around Lee’s neck as he said, “I love you,
too, Grandpa. And I’ll see you again.”
“I love you both more than you will ever know. You guys made this a Christmas I
won’t soon forget,” Lee said as he pulled out his red handkerchief so he could wipe his
eyes and blow his nose. “Darn, you got me all blubbery now.”
He looked at them one last time and closed the cabinet door. Then, he was gone.
Immediately, Hayden walked to the door and looked inside. The lights of the
Christmas tree reflected off the brass weights that hung inside. As his fingers closed
around the handle that allowed to cabinet door to open, Hailey grabbed him by the collar
of his sweatshirt and pulled him back.
“Don’t you dare, Hayden,” she ordered. “For once, do what you’re told. Don’t
you remember this clock is off-limits, especially now.”
“I was just wondering where he went. Don’t you want to know?” Hayden asked.
“No! I’m going back to bed. I’m really tired,” Hailey said, “And tomorrow is
Christmas Day. Let’s sleep for a couple hours and then get up and open our gifts.”
“I’m tired, too,” Hayden said with a big yawn. “Let’s go back upstairs before
anyone discovers we were down here.”
The two Guy grandchildren removed their clothes and slipped back beneath the
warm covers of their twin beds. After bidding each other “goodnight,” Hayden said one
last thing.
“Hey, Sissy, tomorrow let’s ask Grandpa if we can look through some of those
old picture books. I want to learn more about Grandpa and Grandma Sassy.”
“Good idea!” she said as the house turned quiet and the grandfather clock began
its melodic journey, striking four times at 12:15.
Hayden smiled and whispered, “Good night, Grandpa Sassy.”
And before long, the house was so quiet not even a mouse could be heard.

Lee Sassmanhausen (1900-1959) aboard
Babe,
A
one of the horses he rode in the Trumbull
County Chapter of the Ohio Sheriff’s Posse in
the 1950s.

