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Jackie Kennedy’s pink pillbox hat tumbled once more to the floor of the convertible.  The 

motorcade slowed to a crawl.  Occasional gusts continued the attack that menaced the First 

Lady’s ensemble and the President’s coiffure since the couple arrived at Love Field.  Between 

the cheers of enthusiastic Texas Democrats and the rumble of police Harleys, there was no 

reason to believe the mishap anything but natural.  

Jack and Jackie bent to retrieve the errant hat at the same moment. She leaned back 

suddenly, laughing and rubbing her forehead where they collided.  The second and third shots 

caught her in the temple and the base of the skull.  The president was unharmed.    

My mission with the Alternate History Project consisted of tracking down latter-20th 

century musicians whose careers truncated prematurely in the Home Sequence.  The JFK 

assassination served as a watershed event with a powerful effect on American and international 

pop culture.  Few of the iconic names in post-1963 rock ‘n roll appear in sequences where the 

president survives the attack.  This is why I often chose November 22, 1963 as a starting point 
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for my investigations.  The official mission called for me to collect the music that might have 

been.  My personal goal consisted of enjoying the ride and writing a memoir to be published 

upon my separation from government service. 

I witnessed the Dealey Plaza scene from atop the grassy knoll over two hundred times 

before.  It rarely deviated much from the script from the Home Sequence (Alpha-1).  Seeing 

Jackie die shocked me doubly.  Curious, I followed the trail out at six-month intervals, popping 

in to scan the various news media and check American pop-culture trends.  My prime targets 

were Jimi Hendrix, who always seemed to die of something in the early 1970’s; Buddy Holly, 

who occasionally missed his ill-fated flight, and Elvis, who nearly always survived the other two.  

My findings often pained me but I chronicled them nonetheless, officially and otherwise. 

The Castro connection required no proof for a panicked public.  In classic Camelot style, 

JFK rallied support for a second try at an invasion of Cuba.  He received instant backing from 

many corners.  Folk music suddenly took a strange turn, driving the war mania with shrilly-

patriotic songs played on acoustic guitars. 

Unable to make a break in this genre and perhaps caught up in the righteous cause, Jimi 

Hendrix re-enlisted as an Army paratrooper.  He perished in an airdrop over Havana, just as 

Elvis stepped on a land mine at Varadero.  Though Buddy Holly survived his 1959 plane crash, 

brain injuries kept him out of the military as well as music. 

The Beatles failed to get a foothold in the American market and the Beach Boys 

harmonized about guns and tanks instead of girls and cars.  By the time Bobby Kennedy 

succeeded his older brother in the presidency, the USA and USSR were on the verge of a nuclear 

exchange.  In February of 1969, I left a cross-dimensional transmitter to send basic data back to 
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the Home Sequence.  By July, when Neil Armstrong was supposed to be walking on the Moon, 

radiation counts on Earth precluded the existence of all but the hardiest life forms. 

After this miserable experience, I entered the next Sequence (Phi-348) with trepidation.  

Back again in Dealy Plaza, I felt a strange relief seeing JFK’s brains scattered across the trunk of 

the convertible.   I was up to 1995 when I came across something that snapped me out of my 

funk. An ad in a local alternative paper in Atlanta listed “Jimmie” Hendrix at a tiny shopping 

center venue known as The Electric Music Hall.  What better way to see the Master of the 

Stratocaster?  After so many misses, finding Jimi alive in 1995 felt like winning the lottery on a 

rainy day.   

Hendrix came on at ten wearing a loose-fitting trench coat as if to mask his expanded 

form.  Whatever hair he had or had lost was concealed by a broad-brimmed black leather hat 

that would have looked more at home on Hank Williams, Jr.   Jimi appeared bored, maybe even 

pissed off, and ran through some fusion jam attributable to any of a dozen of the guitarists who 

succeeded him in the Home Sequence.  As he worked through a tame rendition of “All Along the 

Watchtower” with a ragged voice, I went to the can, got a bucket of beer and took a half dose of 

Standard Psychedelic 305 to help moderate any bias I might be holding.   

I returned to my seat to find Jimi performing a medley of selections from his “Electric 

Ladyland” period featuring interesting variations with a Miles Davis flavor.  Some frat boys in 

the front row, evidently there only because of complimentary passes, wanted none of that.  They 

wanted the hits in the exact form they were fed daily by the classic rock station that provided 

their tickets and T-shirts.  “Play ’Foxy Lady’, man!  Do it right!” 

Hendrix grudgingly performed the requests but finished things up in a quirky style that 

seemed to leave everybody behind, especially his bepimpled bassist.  Jimi may have been better 



Too Much Experience   4 
 

off choking on his own vomit.  About the time this crossed my mind, the SP-305 kicked in.  I had 

another beer and tried hard to enjoy a fine but under-amplified rendition of “Little Wing”. 

When some punk demanded the "Jeopardy" theme, Jimi glared through heavily lidded 

eyes, stepped over to his wah-wah pedal and pumped his way through the familiar melody with 

little embellishment.  In search of the tune's essence, he pulled close to a speaker and tweaked it 

out faithfully on feedback. Adding a little echo and phase shifter, he had the crowd on its feet.  

With the guitar behind his head, Jimi grinned through another cycle.  This set off a chorus from 

the frat boys. 

“Play it with your teeth, Jimi!  Play it with your teeth!”   

Without a word, Jimi yanked out his uppers and used the dental appliance to play a slide 

version of the game show standard through a rousing crescendo that would have left Alex Trebek 

in tears.  Looking a bit like Ritchie Havens, his smile more gums than teeth, Jimi strummed the 

tune as he walked backward offstage.  After a brief reverberating encore, he tossed the guitar, 

upper plate wedged in the strings, into the screaming audience. 

I found the sad remains of the Stratocaster in the men's room trash can. The jerk who 

won the tug of war had no respect for the artifact.  Salvaging what I could, I took it back to my 

hotel.  Unable to bring the remains to the Home Sequence, I must confess that they ended up in a 

dumpster, but not before an appreciation ceremony involving a fat joint and a half-pint of 

tequila. 

Hendrix died by his own magic hand later that night.  According to the next days' news, 

the suicide note read simply "Why?”   To his credit, it was in the form of a question. 

* * * 
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An article in the national paper summarized the sad decline of Hendrix's career following 

his near-death due to an overdose in 1970.  Recovering from a three-week coma, he professed to 

having lost all interest in performing and faded from the music scene until 1975 to work as a 

studio musician for those who thought his name would help sell records.    

Though he retained his technical prowess, Hendrix had no direction after the coma. A 

crooked manager sold off his copyrights at a fraction of their worth.  Hendrix distanced himself 

from rock and roll, dabbling in reggae.  In need of funds, he made some perilously close 

approaches to disco in the early 1980’s then became a recluse until the reunion craze of the 

1990's.  Broke and needing extensive dental work, Jimi Hendrix re-emerged for a last hurrah that 

lasted about three years. 

For comparison, I briefly entered other Sequences with relevant bifurcations close to 

1970.  The only other one where Hendrix appeared after this is almost too horrible to relate.  

Two events stood out: Hendrix getting baptized with Bob Dylan in Pat Boone’s pool in the mid-

1970s prior to their Electric Gospel tour followed by the Jimi and Liza “Over the Rainbow 

Bridge” album in the early 1980s.  Neither yielded anything that merited recording for this 

project.   

The worst outcome came in Zeta-416 where Hendrix lived a long life, at least for a rock 

musician, dying of more or less natural causes in 2028.  The media tributes that followed bear a 

sickening resemblance to those for crooners of the 1940's who survived into the latter part of the 

twentieth century.  Substitute the name "Hendrix" for "Sinatra" and "Band of Gypsies" for "Rat 

Pack" and you get the idea. 

* * * 

Memo to: Alternate History Project Committee 



Too Much Experience   6 
 

RE: Resignation 

Mr. Chairman:  While I have been honored to serve as a field agent for the AHP for the 

past five years, I have grown increasingly disillusioned with the mission.  Discussions with 

agents assigned to other eras and timelines suggest findings similar to my own. The Sousa, 

Joplin and Gershwin investigations yielded little of note.  The few post-1791 Mozart pieces 

recovered are hardly inspiring.  Though I found my rock ‘n roll adventure stimulating, the 

pleasure hardly offset the abominations revealed by the bulk of the research. I vastly prefer the 

Buddy Holly dead in the snow-dusted plane wreckage to the Buddy and Cher Holly Christmas 

Special of 1981 (Epsilon-673).  

In my opinion, this operation should be abandoned and the resources redirected to foster 

artistic endeavors in our own reality.  If a possibility exists, it happens.  Somewhere, sometime in 

some dimension, Nostradamus is right on the money.   With great reluctance, I hereby tender my 

resignation.  I intend to complete my final assignment to Rho-442.  Preliminary indications 

suggest some very intriguing anomalies. I would like to end my career on a high note. 

* * * 

President Hendrix slid the report back across the desk.  “That’s fucking embarrassing, 

man.  I don’t need to read anymore.” 

General Arnold dipped his head.  “Sorry, sir, but I thought you would want to know.” 

“Are you kidding?  Me and Liza Minelli?  You seen her lately?” 

“To be fair, she is 60 years old.” 

Hendrix laughed.  “Like I’m such a stud anymore.” 
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“The kids still love you.  You’re the first president to play the national anthem at his own 

inauguration.  Quite a performance.  The feedback triggered the automatic anti-aircraft 

deployment system.” 

Hendrix turned his chair to face the window and admired the projected rainbow spiraling 

up the up the sides of the Washington Monument.  “Yeah, I suppose it’s time for me to tone 

things down a little.”  He turned back to face the general.  “So what is this guy you arrested?  A 

stalker? Assassin? Alien?” 

“Well, we examined him thoroughly.  No weapons but he was wired with microchips, 

cameras, and microphones.  Surgically implanted.  Cleverly disguised.  Like a human recording 

device.” 

Hendrix, puzzled, leaned in. “So, some kind of android or something? 

 The general smiled.  “No.  He responded to the truth drugs like a human.  Laughed like a 

goon and started spilling his guts about his mission.  Even helped us hook up the means to 

download and decode his archive.  Of course, we did tell him we would cut all the devices out of 

his body if he didn’t come clean.” 

President Hendrix stood and paced behind the desk, working the fingers of his right hand 

as if making chords.  “So, this shit you told me about his coming from another dimension might 

be true?  Is that even possible?” 

General Arnold cleared his throat and sat up straight.  “Actually, we have our own 

program that has shown some promise.” 

Hendrix wheeled.  “The hell!  Why wasn’t I told about this in my first term?” 
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“Well, you know, there’s the deniability issue and the program had not yielded 

significant results until recently.  Finding this guy’s quantum signature came while testing our 

prototype.  Led us right to him. Pure luck. Bad on his part.” 

“Right.  Truman and the bomb.  Need to know.  All that shit.”  Hendrix kicked his 

presidential trashcan over, scattering tiny Air Force One tequila bottles across the Oval Office 

rug.  “So, how much is this costing the taxpayers?” 

The general tipped his head and one hand from side to side.  “Some of it comes under 

discretionary spending spread amongst defense, education and agriculture.” 

 “Agriculture?  Education? You serious?” 

“The committee chair represents Kansas.  He thinks we can get better corn from other 

dimensions.  Music education was part of your own platform.” 

“Okay, okay!  I get it.  Government does fucked up things for good reasons.”  Hendrix 

wheeled.  “He happen to have anything on Robert Johnson?” 

The general grinned and pulled a sheaf of paper from a black briefcase.  “I anticipated 

your interest and took the liberty of asking.  Turns out it was a side project he termed 

‘Crossroads’”. 

Hendrix sat back at his desk and motioned for the papers like a hungry child.  “Let’s see 

what you got, man!” 

“I’m afraid it’s not all good news.  Johnson died every way it was rumored and then 

some.  Eighteen stabbings by jealous husbands, shot six times, same situation; twenty-one 

stabbings by girlfriends, eighteen car wrecks, twelve poisonings, fourteen drug overdoses and six 

lynchings.  He only made it past 1940 in one of the many timelines this guy investigated.” 

“Shee-it!  What happened in that one?” 
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“Johnson got into the Tuskegee Airmen. Flew half-a-dozen missions over Europe.  Wrote 

one song about the squadron.  Pretty much Rock Island Line with badly retro-fitted lyrics.” 

“Oh, man!  How about after the war?  He go back to the blues?” 

“Whole world got the blues after that.  Seems the Nazis got the bomb first in that go-

round.  They waited until they had a stockpile and unloaded on Britain, the U.S. and Russia just 

as Patton moved in on Berlin.  These folks tend to avoid scenarios involving high levels of 

radiation.  Too much risk and the music gets hard to find.” 

President Hendrix worked through the Robert Johnson pages with a souring expression, 

then re-opened the original report.  “Some freaky shit, man.  Pat Boone’s pool?  Rat Pack?  Liza-

fucking-Minelli?” He shook his head in disgust. 

“You realize, Mr. President, those things did not happen in our own timeline.” 

“Yeah, but for the grace of God!” Hendrix hammered a finger on the resignation memo. 

“This dude’s got it right.  There are things nobody needs to know, least, nobody I’ll ever know.” 

“But, sir! This is a breakthrough.  Billions have gone into this project.” 

President Hendrix stood behind the massive desk propped on his fists.  “General, the shit 

stops here.” He flipped the report cover closed with a ‘slap’.  “Show’s over.” 

General Arnold stood.  “Well, there’s one Kansas senator who won’t be getting his super-

corn, but six hundred million dollars will buy a shitload of Silver Queen.” 

Hendrix fell back into his chair.  “Is that what this project cost?” 

“Every year for the past eight.  We were going to request a full billion next round.” 

“Anything else I should be told about?” 

Arnold cast a glance at the reports.  “Sure you want to know?” 
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The president shuddered.  “Not today.”  He slid the documents across the desk.  “See that 

these are locked away until I am dead.” 

The general put the materials in a locking briefcase manacled to his wrist.  “So, how do 

you wish to deal with the prisoner?  He technically has no constitutional rights.  He is technically 

a non-person.” 

“Doesn’t he have double here, I mean, his equivalent? You know what I mean.” 

“Yessir. We checked.  Hang gliding took him out in the 1980s when he tried to gate crash 

a music festival in Telluride.” 

“Wow!  That’s heavy.  So he’s all about music.”  Hendrix stood.  “Hey!  Can you make 

this guy legit?  Like the Witness Protection Program.  New ID.  Whole life?” 

General Arnold grinned.  “Mr. President, the NSA can do just about anything.” 

“Good.  I would like to make him my new Secretary of Music and the Arts.  Think he 

would go for that?” 

Arnold hefted the briefcase.  “You know, he just might.” 

Hendrix lifted an old Martin six-string from a stand by his desk and started tuning it.  

“Bring him on by.  I’m want to make him an offer.” 

~ ~ ~ 
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