
Manbro, Time and Premonition 
 

by Roger C. Bull 

 

Awakening from a sound sleep on the bench next to the 

water’s edge,  I pear out to the choppy waters of the Mobile Bay, 

near the Fairhope pier.  Hmmm. Smell the brackish water, a 

combination of fresh inland flow with the salty mist of the Gulf of 

Mexico. It helps to clear my nasal passages. Ahhh. I breathe and 

sleep so much better near this coastal land.  

The water usually has a muddy, murky appearance with 

Pelicans and sea gulls diving for their catch into the life-filled 

sea.  The sound of the gulls, cackling over their catch, mixed 

with the surf from the slightly rough seas beats a rhythmic sound 

that calms my mind and soul. 

I see an elderly couple holding hands while walking their 

sheltie, reddish tan and white, along the seaside sidewalk. The 

dog prances with glee, while ‘leading’ the couple behind him on 

a dark purple leash. I notice that the woman wears her light, 

breezy dress with beautiful floral patterns of purple, lavender, 

greens, and hints of black detailing the sheer cloth draped over 

the solid purple material underneath. The man, that I observe, 

wears a straw Panama hat, off white latino wedding shirt, tan 

shorts and brown sandals.  I hear bits and pieces of their 

conversation drifting towards you in the gentle, southern breeze. 

Standing just north of my location, I am look at two people 

arguing. A young couple in their late twenties to early thirties. I 

hear the woman say, “We came out here to cool off, not to fight 

in public!” 

“Well, I wasn’t shouting until you started!” 

“Me?” stroking his chin and  displaying an expressive face of 

disbelief, “You lying S.O.B.! You started this crap!” 

I sit up momentarily and peer in their direction. 
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“You see. You’re creating a disturbance. Come on, let’s go to 

a private place,” she demands. 

The man lowers his head and follows her away from those 

around us. 

<Clap, clap, clap!> On the bench to the left of me, a thirty-

something couple clap, a reaction to the noisy couple’s leaving.  

The woman remarks to me, “About time they take that 

somewhere else. Don’t they realize that people come out here to 

relax, not to squabble about their issues?”  

I nod, in agreement about relaxing on the beach; but I think 

about the couple next to me, not the ones arguing, Possibly, they 

have not had a disagreement of this magnitude before now? 

Don’t they realize that the couple with issues came here to help 

them calmly depose their troubles? 

I feel sympathetic to the arguing couple.  As a retired person, 

with several decades of marital experience behind me, I know 

the challenges of adjustment in life. 

I have a life  filled with ups and downs, mostly downs:  one 

annulment, one divorce, three stints in jail -- nothing violent 

mind you; but ugly crimes of mischief, property damage, 

drunken disturbances.  My life is one filled with selfish motives.  

That is until I met my current wife..., well, my now deceased 

spouse. I miss her more than I can explain.  

I believe that her demise, resulting from high blood pressure 

and too much stress, made me realize that I was so fortunate to 

have those two years, with her.  

Oh, I miss her! 

I lie down and lazily close my  eyes, falling into a hypnotic 

trance when I hear the sounds of a few people shout, “Jubilee!  

Jubilee!”  More people join the alarm, “Jubilee! Jubilee!”  I open 

my eyes. I see them dialing numbers on their cellular phones, 

calling family and friends to bring nets, buckets, ice chests. 
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The stories of this biological phenomenon is not new to me.  

I live in this area, for over twenty years.  But, I have no personal 

experience with this event. This is my first. 

 

While three centuries into the future, 2433... 

 

The time dimensional engineer, D.N.A. Helix, turns from his 

TimeView Screen and says, “Manbro, you must go back to 2013, 

to the quaint little community of Fairhope, Alabama. It’s time.” 

Manbro inhales his last whiff of Stardust coffee flakes while 

squinting at the superbright LED overhead lights, “Why do I 

have to go to Fairhope Helis, of all cities on this earth? Why not 

Paris, Moscow, Tokyo, Mumbai?  Send me to some place where 

the food is of gourmet quality.  Please give a logical reason for 

sending me there.” 

Anthropologist, Loran Spector Beamer, relaxes in her 

subzero gravity chair, a tether attached to her ankle, “Fairhope 

was a diverse city. It had a mixture of belief systems, different 

religions, philosophies. It seemed more open-minded than most 

communities its size.  Besides, they have some of the best 

seafood in that part of the world. Their local universities teach 

culinary sciences.” 

“Why now? This moment in time?” Manbro says from his 

squatting position on the floor, bent over a glass table with three 

ribbons of Stardust flakes below his nasal straw. 

“The event is/was in motion, already,” says Helix. “You must 

leave now for this to work.  Look at the time monitor. See? The 

jubilee has begun.” 

“Oh, alright; but we run a risk that our ancestral beings won’t 

believe any of our illusions.  Darn!  That period was in such a 

polarized flux, politically and socially.  There was so much doubt 

and paranoia during that time.”  Manbro rises to his feet, wipes 

clean the remaining residue of the Stardust into a vial. He walks 
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over to Beamer, kisses her on the head, shakes hands with Helix 

and says to both, “Wish me luck, warpheads.” 

Manbro climbs into the telewarp box, wearing a meta-

material suit that morphs as needed to allow him to synchronize 

fashions automatically to the appropriate time period. 

 

2013... 

 

What was that flash? I think.  Something? Nothing? What? 

Crap! I think. I notice the sea turn  a crimson red, then  into a 

dark red, much like a merlot wine.  I never dreamed that a jubilee 

or red tide looked like a merlot colored wine.   

Red tides have nothing to do with the color of the waters. 

Jubilees happen due to a lack of oxygen in the water. That forces 

the fish, shrimp, crabs and other marine life to surface, in order 

to seek breaths of oxygen.   

Why  is the water a dark red? 

 

<Poof!> 

 

Before my eyes..., no before those present, a man in jeans, 

light blue knit pull-over shirt, brown leather sandals appears 

miraculously upon the water,  just to the west of the pier.  

I think, Standing in the water, west of the Fairhope pier?  

Why, it’s at least eight to twelve feet deep that far from the shore.  

How can he stand in the water with no boat or floatation device? 

What the heck is going on? I run to the pier, towards the 

pavilions at the end.   

Why is this happening? I ponder the question with no 

answers.  

I am not alone. 

The tromping of heavy leather shoes and of sporty footwear, 

the flap, flap, flap of flip-flops and the stomping of bare feet 

heading in the same direction as mine. There must be some 
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eighteen to two dozen people in motion towards the pavilion 

nearest the magically appearing man. More arrive, in response to 

the jubilee calls. 

To no one in particular, “Do y’all see that,” not explicit about 

what ‘that’ meant. Soon reality strikes them with surprise as the 

learn of the magic man. 

“Yeah!  How does he do that?” 

“Exactly,” I reply. 

When I arrive at pier’s end, I stand under the pavilion, in the 

shade, protected from the harsh sun’s rays.  A boy, about nine 

years of age with  blonde curly hair, large blue eyes staring with 

all innocence, stands to the right of me with his mother.  He’s 

about four feet tall. He holds a Zebco rod and reel, the 

translucent nylon string threaded through the eyelets secured on 

the pole.  Dangling from the end of the string is a bright yellow 

and dark green lure with three-pronged fish hooks attached. The 

lure has small blue polka dots painted on its sides. 

The boy mumbles, “He appeared out of nowhere.” 

His mother, her mouth momentarily agape, replies, “Bradley 

sugar, normally I’d say you were exaggerating; but I saw him 

‘pop’ before my eyes as though a magician pulled him from thin 

air.” 

The man on the water is in his early to mid thirties, has a 

dark tan, sandy colored hair.  His eyes have an emerald green 

color. I’ve never seen eyes that color before. 

He turned towards the pier and walks towards the ladder, 

used by swimmers to climb out of the water.  Once he was upon 

the pier, he addressed the gathering crowd. 

As he opens his mouth, the crowd comes to a still hush. 

“Good folks of Fairhope, I have come to warn you of events 

not yet occurred.” 

“From where did you come?” 

Towards the person questioning him, “I will answer your 

questions later. Listen to my words.” 
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I speak with a manly, beer laced voice, “You pull some 

circus stunt and expect us to think that you’re some sort of 

wizard?  Yeah, go ahead. Convince us that we must be warned.” 

“I am what I am. Believe me or not. You have free will. I just  

ask for a moment of your time to hear my warning,” Manbro 

responds to my contemptuous question. 

I doubt that this man is more than a scam artist, looking for a 

quick buck from some illusion-filled scheme. I tell myself. 

I am surprised by his next response... 

“Bard, I hear your doubts. This will only cost you a small 

cost of time to listen to me.” Manbro says to me. 

“How did you...” 

Manbro gives me a quiet look with a calm smile. 

I hush. 

The crowd becomes quiet and gathers closer around the 

stranger. 

“I have come to you from a different time.  Once I was in the 

past, as recorded by those before you.  I have traveled through 

space and time to spread The Word.  I have bent the fabric of the 

universe to traverse where no one else has been” 

A man in blue jeans and a knit pullover polo shirt, 

brandishing ‘Gulf Shores’ above the breast pocket, says, “You 

think you’re Spock, from another century?  Where’s your pointy 

ears?” 

“They’re under those curly locks,” I respond sarcastically. 

There are a few chuckles from the crowd. 

Another interruption from the back of the crowd, “You think 

you’re God?” 

A lady in a white blouse, pastel green tennis shorts and white 

visor cap responds, “No he doesn’t!” then turns to the stranger, 

“Do you?” 

The stranger smiles at her then continues, “How can I warn 

you when many amongst you won’t allow me to finish?” 

The crowd becomes silent again.  
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Logic doesn’t replace truth, I think to myself. 

“I heard that, Bard.” Manbro says. 

I hear him reply, “Now that my lessons have been spread, I 

return to warn you of the results of your actions.  If you listen 

and follow The Word, you will be delivered unto our Creator.  If 

you forsake The Word, you will suffer the consequences.” 

From the back of the gathering, “You think you’re some 

sorta savior?  Jesus are something?” 

“Yeah. This is just a sideshow. What are you really doing?” 

comes my complaint. 

“Did you not see that I have turned the waters into wine?” 

“Yeah, sure!” I say.  “It’s a red tide. A jubilee.” 

“Have you ever seen the jubilee waters actually turn red?” 

“No,” someone else responds. 

The man reaches, fumbling through a towel, a sippy cup, sun 

screen and several other items on a pavilion bench seat. He 

finally grabs a plastic cup, holds it about five feet above the 

waters.   

<Helix, the time dimension engineer, adjusts some dials on a 

telekinetic device.>  

A stream of red liquid rises above the bay. It flows as though 

it travels through a clear tube into the cup.  When the container is 

full, he points to the nine year boy and asks, “Bradley, will you 

come taste this cup of wine?” 

“How’d you know my name? I’ve never seen you  before, 

mister.” 

The man looks at the boy’s mother, “Myra, will you allow 

your son to taste the wine?  It will not harm him.” 

She looks at the man with incredulity..., and fear, in her eyes, 

then at her son with love.  I see the fear replaced with calm as 

she feels the peacefulness of the man.  I observe that there is 

something about him that reassures her, that he won’t harm her 

son. 

“Son, it’s okay. Taste the liquid in the cup.” 
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Bradley slowly approaches the man, takes the cup and sips of 

the dark red liquid. 

“Mom, it’s just like that wine you let me taste last 

Thanksgiving!” 

“From the mouths of babes,” the man reports. 

The mother asks, “May I try it?” 

“Surely you may,” the man says with such calmness.” 

She takes the cup and tastes the liquid.  She swirls the 

redness around her mouth and swallows it. 

“It’s like a fine merlot.  Better than any I have ever tasted!” 

she exclaims. 

I begin to sense an unexpected change in me. I can explain it 

not. 

“Look out onto the sea,” Manbro says.  “You see the fishes 

and the sea life abundantly swimming on the surface. Gather all 

that you might and bring it to this ice chest.” 

Next to the mother is an eighty quart ice chest, slightly 

beaten, scratched from years of use.  It has a white top and a blue  

bottom and smelled of fish from previous catches.  Imprinted on 

its side, one word stood out, Igloo. 

I observe the people with fish nets scoop up as many fish as 

they can reach and place them into the chest. Once the chest is 

full, Manbro closes the top.   

He points to me and another man, “Please, take this chest and 

bring it to the shore so that all might partake of this food.” 

To the mother, he asks, “Have you any bread?” 

“I have one small loaf of bread.” 

“And, I have a small loaf of sliced bread,” another woman 

offers. 

“Fine.  Please bring it.” 

The Gulf Shores guy and myself grab the ice chest. 

Bradley’s mom pulls the loaf from her picnic bag and brings 

it with her.  The other woman does likewise. 
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The crowd follows the man to the shoreline.  He turns south, 

away from the flag and the fountain, away from the  rose garden. 

All follow the sidewalk towards the small grassy area, past the 

starling bird houses. I assume that is where the crowd will gather 

and sit for the meal. 

When we arrive at the location, he asks, “Bart, would you 

and that gentleman set the chest upon the ground and open it?”  

 

<Another flash of light... Poof!>   

 

<In an instant, the chest and Manbro disappears momentarily. 

Teleported somewhere into the future of 2433, Manbro and his 

favorite gourmet chefs from the Namdal Advanced Culinary 

Mindsets remove the fish and prepare five of them for a 

scrumptious meal.>  

 

<Flash... Poof!>  

 

<Manbro and the ice chest reappears in 2013 just a fraction of a 

moment after I am asked to open it..> 

 

I open the ice chest. 

There before all to see, are five freshly cooked red snappers.  

They must weigh five pounds each, even with them headless, 

cleaned, boneless and cooked. 

I carefully and intently look around. I ask, “How are we 

going to feed all of these people with five fish and two loaves of 

bread?  There must be at least one hundred or more people here 

and more arriving.” 

Manbro, “Do as I say.  All of you take a piece of fish and a 

piece of bread.” 

Twenty five minutes later, everyone present is sitting on the 

grassy park, eating.  When the last person has finished, the man 

dips a cup into the wine from the bay and passes it to the crowd.  
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The cup is handed from one person to the next until all have 

taken a sip from it. 

I walk from  person to person, at random, and ask, “Have you 

enough to eat and to drink?” 

To a person they reply, “I am full.” 

I feel the contempt, the paranoia slip from my thoughts. My 

disbelief is not as strong. 

“Now that you have eaten and have drunk, I will entertain 

your questions,” Manbro says with confidence. 

“Who are you?” 

“I am Manbro.” 

“Yeah right!” a feeble voice from the back of the crowd 

responds. You’re a time traveler, like I’m a ca-zillionaire.” 

“Did you not see me walk upon the waters?” 

I say, “Yeah.” 

“Did you not see me turn the water to wine?” 

“Yeah,” I reply again. Others in the crowd nod in agreement. 

“Were there many fish fit into that ice chest? Were they not 

numbered five cooked fish when it was opened lastly?” 

“Yes,” we responded. 

“Were you not filled with five fish and two loaves of bread? 

“Did that not provide you with some idea that this is not usual?” 

“Well yes.” 

“Could a mortal man perform such miracles?” 

“An illusionist could,” shouts another doubter in the rear. 

With that, Manbro raises his hands.  He points them parallel 

to the water and towards the far shore. The bay turns from red  to 

its original color. 

“Can an illusionist do that?” Manbro asks. 

“No!”we shout in amazement. 

“Do you believe that I am who I say that I am?” 

Timidly, with fear, we admit, “Yes! Yes!” 

 “I am who I am. My father sent me to warn you.” 

“Warn us of what?” I ask. 
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“That there are consequences of your choices in life. That 

you should return to ethical, moral behavior. That you should 

love your neighbor. 

“If you do not heed my father’s lessens, you will suffer. 

 “I was. I am. I will be forever more. 

“You are now my disciples. It is your duty to spread the 

Word.  Humanity needs to regain its moral compass, its spiritual 

path.  You are commissioned by me, that I am, to do the 

Creator’s bidding. 

“I pray that you commit to  my father’s Work.  If you do not 

do as I say, humankind will meet with a fiery end.  A great 

celestial mass will befall upon this abundant, lively earth and 

turn it into a dry, hot mass of rock.  The consequences of which 

will be felt by all, evil and good.  Those who choose evil will 

feel the heat and desolation of the resulting destruction.  Those 

who choose good will be swept away from this earth and brought 

to a timely safe haven, bountiful in timelessness and Life.” 

“How do we learn the difference -- good versus evil?” 

“Read the Creator’s Word.  You know where to find it.” 

“A woman in the back of the crowd asks, “Where? Where do 

we find it?” 

“Look in your religious centers, your hotels, motels and 

libraries. The Word is found in Torahs, Bibles and  other holy 

scriptures.  These are your Guidelines, given by our Creator.” 

“Why in motels of all places?” I ask. 

“Are there not Gideon Bibles in those establishments?” 

“How can I be your disciple?  I have broken God’s laws, the 

Creator’s Guidelines.  I have stolen, defaced, broken, ruined, 

rumored, lied, committed adultery, forgery and other dark sins of 

the heart and soul.” 

“When the Creator made humankind, God gave you free will. 

God knew that you were of weak flesh. His plan was to see 

which of you would survive the tests, the temptations and 

survive with a greater strength. 
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“This is your greatest test, Bard.  You are the doubter, yet 

today, you have strengthened your resolve. You have seen and 

believed my words. You could not, moments before I arrived. 

“Just imagine how God will reward those who believe AND 

have not seen.” 

I feel the relief, the burden lifted from my  body.  Peace and 

clam returns to my weary body. 

 

<Helix adjusts some settings, while Beamer smiles at Manbro’s 

accomplishments.. Helix pulls a switch. A great light appears 

around Manbro, much like a halo or aura around his body...> 

 

<Poof!>    

 

<Manbro disappears.> 

 

2433, Manbro meets with his Helix and Beamer in the future. 

 

He says, “That was a nice touch, Helix. The merlot color of 

the bay, how did you do that?” 

“Loran and I teleported a clear plastic tank filled with wine 

just below the surface so the wine would seep into the bay, 

providing the color and the taste necessary to convince those 

present.” 

“How did you make the sea life surface, as though they 

experienced a jubilee?” 

“The wine did the trick. The seafood sought oxygen on the 

surface, just like they would in a red tide.” 

“How did you make it clear again?” 

“Simply. We used a time-delay neutralizer and teleported the 

tank back to our timeline.” 

Beamer says, “Let’s hope this works. I’d hate to have 

humanity neglect ethics and morality in favor of material 
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pleasures.  We won’t exist if they return to their destructive 

nature.” 

“’I was. I am. I will be forever more,’ Beamer says.  “That 

was a good line.” 

“Thanks!” Manbro replies with gratitude. 

 

2013... 

 

<Thump!>   

 

<I fall from the park bench onto the pavel stones of the 

sidewalk.> 

 

Awakened. Startled. I gather myself from the ground and 

return to the  bench. 

“Was it a dream? 

“Was I transported to the past and warned of the future?  Was 

the future the present?” 


