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T
he machine, an array of wires attached to two vertical cylinders inside
a rotating magnetic field, 3,000,000-volt arcs of electricity dancing
through them, rose 35 feet above the floor of the Kansas City,
Missouri, warehouse.  Mike Marcum stood on a cherry picker 25 feet

above the machine, staring into one of the cylinders at a four-foot-wide
circular heat signature—an event horizon.  He knew what that heat signature
meant.  He'd discovered it in the little northwestern Missouri town of
Stanberry years earlier, and it was something that no one had found before.
As the electric arcs crackled below him, he steadied himself, sweat beading
on his face.

Marcum was certain he'd built a time machine.  So certain, he took a
breath and jumped into the heat signature.  Then he disappeared.  To
everyone—family, friends and people who followed his time travel
experiments on paranormal radio and in the mainstream press—on that day
in 1998, Mike Marcum was gone.  In 2011, I found him.

The First Test
Mike Marcum's story, for our purposes here, began four years earlier.

Marcum, then a 21-year-old with two years of electrical training at Rio
Grande College in Rio Grande, Ohio, followed a girl he'd met in 1993 in
Lancaster, Ohio, to Albany, Missouri, a small community in the northwestern
region of the state.  "She made me promise to be there for her birthday,"
Marcum said.  "I went and, long story short, I ended up staying there before
getting my own place in Stanberry."  Just south of Albany, Stanberry is neatly
hidden under a canopy of tall leafy trees.  Cannon sit in the city park, and the
local convenience store sells gasoline, pizza and fishing worms.  In 1994,
Marcum moved into a trim white house at 401 East Third Street.  In that little
house, Marcum's time travel journey began.

In December, Marcum built a Jacob's ladder—a device that allows
electricity to arc between two vertical metal rods.  "I'm basically a nerd.  I
was making a fancy Jacob's ladder that was started via laser pulses.
Basically, a fancy light show," Marcum said.  "Living in a small town in the
middle of nowhere with no Internet or cable, you get bored.  Some people
build models or go fishing.  I like to build electronic things."  But something
happened that he didn't expect…something anomalous.  The device created
a ball of heat the size of a dime that floated steadily in the air above the
ladder.  "After a few pulses, the laser somehow got stuck in continuous
mode," he explained.  "This in turn made the arc stick at the bottom of the
electrodes.  I noticed right above the arc there was the usual heat
shimmering, but what was unusual about it was it was circular—sphere-
shaped instead of random."  Not knowing what to think, he picked up a screw
from the kitchen table and tossed it into the tiny shimmering sphere.  "It
vanished, then reappeared a few feet away," Marcum said.  "Then I thought,
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'Okay, this is really odd.'  I did it two more times to
make sure I wasn't hallucinating."  The same thing
happened both times:  the screw disappeared and
silently reappeared a few feet away from the device
sitting on his kitchen table.  "About the time I thought,
‘Damn, I gotta borrow a camcorder,' the laser burst into
flames as it wasn't meant to be constantly on at the
power I was running at," he said.

Marcum sat back and wondered what he had done.
"At first I considered simple light-bending or
invisibility," he said.  "That idea was discarded after I
realised that I would still hear [the screw drop] and it
reappeared silent."  He could only think of one other
option.  "Time warping was really the only possibility I
could think of that fit the observations."

The Scaled-up Time Machine 
Marcum had to try it again, but his second Jacob's

ladder experiment wasn't
confined to his kitchen table.  "I
decided, without much
forethought, to scale this up
about 100 times," he said.  "And
what followed is still all over
the Internet and newspapers."  

Marcum figured that if he had
built a time machine, building
another tabletop machine
would be futile.  He had to
build something large enough
to go through himself.  "I
decided to borrow…pole
transformers from the power
company in King City that were sitting outside a
substation fence unused," he said.  Although
newspapers, in by what was now 1995, claimed that the
transformers were behind a padlocked fence, Marcum
said that isn't accurate.  "I'd never be able to lift them
over the fence—six of them, and they weighed 250 to
350 pounds each."  Marcum got the transformers one by
one to his little white house in Stanberry.  Over the next
few weeks, he hooked a few of them up.  Sheriff's
deputies arrested him soon after.

Gentry County Sheriff Eugene Lupfer remembers
working on the incident.  "He stole some transformers,"
Lupfer said.  "He had them hooked up in his house and
he was going to make a time machine."  The
transformers were each capable of producing anywhere
from 12,000 to 76,000 volts—and when Marcum flipped
the switch, the people of Stanberry knew something was
wrong.  "When he turned it on, the houses for blocks
would go dim," Lupfer said.  

Terry Raymond, Stanberry city manager and lifelong
resident, worked in the city's utility department when
Marcum made headlines across the country in 1995, and
was one of the first people at Marcum's house.
"Neighbours called it in.  It's a wonder he hadn't blown

the whole block up.  He had a transformer sitting right
in his front room," Raymond said.  "The one he was
supposed to be building his time capsule with was right
on the back porch.  He had that Jacob's ladder hooked
up."  The house now sits empty and quiet at the corner
of Elm and Third streets.  Raymond said that Marcum
might have been the last person to live there.  

At the time of his arrest, Marcum was ready to start
buying parts to build a new laser for the man-sized
machine.  "The power drains on the grid got their
attention," Marcum said.  "I was pretty sure I was
headed for prison at this point.  They asked me what I
was doing with them after they saw the contraption, and
I went ahead and told them what I was doing since I
didn't think they'd take it seriously."  

Some of the officers did take it seriously, and that
night Mike Marcum's life began a ride of national
publicity that still has life on the Internet.  "Somehow

word got out to the AP wire that
a Missouri guy was building a
time machine," he said.  "They
were probably thinking before
that I was just a typical thief out
to make a quick buck from the
copper in the transformers." 

The Gentry County Sheriff's
Department arrested Marcum
on 29 January 1995 and charged
him with a felony, according to
the St. Joseph News-Press.  Marcum
pleaded guilty to stealing the
transformers and received five
years' probation.  After two

months in jail for his crime, Marcum moved to nearby St
Joseph.  "I think he thought he could do it," Lupfer said.
"He was smart.  He wasn't a dumb guy.  He just had this
in his head and thought he could do it."

Pros and Cons of Publicity
During the time that Marcum served his two months

in the Gentry County Jail, the Associated Press story of
his arrest appeared in papers from the Kansas City Star to
the New York Times.  Television and radio stations
interviewed Marcum about his time experiments.  But it
wasn't until he received a telephone call from
syndicated radio host Art Bell, inviting him onto the
late-night paranormal talk show Coast to Coast AM, that
he gained true national attention.  "How Art Bell found
out was a few of his listeners from different parts of the
country faxed him a few newspaper articles about me,"
Marcum said.  "Before I was on, I'd never heard of Art
Bell as I don't listen to much AM talk radio."  

Marcum had moved to St Joseph to find a job after his
release from jail because, as he said, there was "not
much work in Stanberry, especially when you've been on
TV and most think you're nuts".  That's where Bell found
him by telephone.  "Basically he introduced himself and
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asked me if I wanted to be on his show," Marcum said.
"At this point I'd already been on a few news shows and
A Current Affair Extra, so figured why not do another?  I
had no idea his show was about ghosts, UFOs, Bigfoot,
government conspiracies, etcetera."  Art Bell, now
retired from radio, said that his interviews with Marcum
are among "the greatest" he ever did. 

In St Joseph, Marcum began to rebuild the time
machine—legally.  It was here that he met and was
befriended by St Joseph resident Claudia Sanderson.
Marcum eventually showed Sanderson the new Jacob's
ladder and other equipment in his apartment's kitchen.
"It was rather impressive, considering he made workable
equipment out of spare parts from other items,"
Sanderson said.  "He turned it on and it made the lights
dim quite a bit."  Then the accident
occurred.  "I crashed a chunk of the St
Joseph power grid," Marcum said.  "A
power surge caused a transformer
bushing to crack and short-circuit.  If I
recall right, 20,000 houses with no
power.  Luckily they chalked it up to
the heat at the time, as I was still on
probation and the probation officer
would not have approved." 

Fortunately the power outage
couldn't be traced to Marcum, but the
attention he received from Bell's
listeners as a result of his March 1995
interview grew overwhelming.  "I
had to move from St Joseph
because after giving my address
on Art Bell I was losing sleep,
literally," he said.  "People were
knocking on my door day and
night wanting to time travel.  You
would not believe how difficult it
is explaining this to people who
show up at your door wanting to
go back to avert some tragic event
x number of years ago.  People
tend to get their knowledge from
too much Hollywood and not
enough libraries."  

However, there was a benefit to this attention.
Donations of money and equipment to continue his
work began to flow in.  "Before I moved [to Kansas City],
I got some capacitors, heavy gauge cables and what
not," he said.  "Honestly, half of it I couldn't really use
for my experiments but took it anyway as I didn't really
wanna turn down a gift." 

Marcum's landlord had evicted him soon after the
power outage, and Marcum disappeared for a few
months.  According to a New York Times story of 8
December 1996:  "In late September, Marcum vanished,
and the St. Joseph News-Press chillingly reported that he'd
been evicted from his apartment, allegedly for

transporting a cat 'a block away'.  Marcum resurfaced
last month, taking umbrage with 'the cat deal—it just
ain't true'.  As for his gizmo, he plans to test it as soon
as he solves the sticky problems of controlling when and
where it sends him.  ‘Right now,' he said, 'this would
only make a good garbage disposal.'"  

Marcum was interviewed again on Art Bell's show in
December 1996, and said he was 30 days away from
completing his new time machine.  However, even with
all the donations that he couldn't refuse, it wasn't until
1998 that he put his machine through its ultimate test.

Guinea Pigs as Guinea Pigs
One of the donations that Marcum received was

warehouse space—so he wouldn't "blow up" his
apartment.  "That's how I was able to
get this off the ground," he said.
Marcum was given several tons of
transformer laminations that he used
for electromagnet cores, generators "so
the KC Power & Light could breathe
easier", liquid helium, cascaded
transformers that he "used to make
3,000,000 volts…the list goes on".
Although cash donations equalled
around $20,000, they paled in
comparison to the value of donated
equipment.  "I'd guess if I bought it all
myself it would run [into] several

million dollars at least," Marcum
said.  "So I would have never been
able to do this on my own, or at
least certainly not in the two to
three years up to the grand finale."

Marcum built his final machine
high in the air inside that
warehouse.  "It was far from a
simple Jacob's ladder at that
point," he said.  When he turned
on his machine, the strange heat
signature remained—but this
time it was four feet across.  Now
he was ready to test it.  "Nothing

is 100 per cent certain, but I was over 95 per cent sure
after a few weeks of guinea pig tests," he said.  For the
record, they were actual guinea pigs.  Standing on the
cherry picker high off the concrete floor, Marcum tossed
his first guinea pig through the shimmering circle.  It
disappeared.  He soon found it in the warehouse parking
lot.  Test after test found the guinea pigs he tossed into
the heat signature wandering the parking lot, either east
or west of the building but never north or south.
Marcum wondered if this had something to do with the
Earth's magnetic field.  "Basically it was guinea pigs from
inside the warehouse to the parking lot outside, right
before I tried it myself," he said.  "I never used larger
animals, other than myself, as I didn't need people from
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PETA and what not knocking on my door."  The only
failed test was a missing grapefruit.  

It was 1998 by the time Marcum decided to try the
machine himself.  "My main concern was I'm bigger than
a guinea pig," he said.  "Though the animals always
survived, I had no way of knowing what the long-term
effects were since this had obviously never been done
before and they couldn't tell me how much pain they felt,
if any."  Marcum wasn't concerned about the 3,000,000
volts of electricity crackling beneath him; he was
concerned about the fall.  If his jump failed, he would fall
60 feet to the concrete floor.  "I was mostly worried that
my mass would be too much to jump and I'd simply fall
to the floor and break my legs or neck."   

Could His Time Machine Work?
Northwest Missouri State University

physics professor David Richardson,
PhD, and physical chemistry professor
Rick Toomey, PhD, both doubt the
science behind Marcum's claims.
"What he's basically produced is
localised lightning," Richardson said.
"It will produce heat but not enough in
that localised area [to produce the
heat signature Marcum claimed]."
Another problem is that if this
"localised lightning" produced a time
vortex, these vortices would
appear everywhere that lightning
struck during a thunderstorm.
"Any phenomenon he could
create with a transformer could be
created with every lightning
strike," Toomey said.  There are
also no current theories in physics
that involve electricity and time
travel.  "Nothing," Richardson
said.  "Absolutely nothing."

The main problem with
Marcum's time machine, the
professors said, is that it doesn't correspond with any
current time travel theory.  "All the potential time travel
involves gravitational effects and really high speeds,"
Richardson said.  "There's really no theory that includes
electricity and gravity together."  This, Toomey said,
would be the Holy Grail of physics.  Even if Marcum had
found this Holy Grail, Toomey foresees other problems.
"When you look at the equations, I don't know if a
biological system could maintain its integrity," he said.
"I just can't imagine your nervous system can go
through that and survive."  Marcum expressed the same
sentiments to the St. Joseph News-Press in 1995:  "With
death a risk factor, I'm not ready to step into an
electrically charged vortex," he said.  "There's still some
stuff I've got to iron out."  

Neither Richardson nor Toomey thinks that time travel

will be ironed out any time soon.  "Sure we could wake
up and time travel could be real," Toomey said, "[but]
these discoveries are not going to happen in our
lifetime.  We'll all be long dead before that."

Marcum said he's heard this before.  "I had a few
inputs from a few career theoretical physicists that were
listening to Art Bell's show and each told me something
different," he said.  "It was like getting a medical
diagnosis from a doctor, then getting a second and third
opinion and being told something else each time.  Too
many unknowns and too early in this line of work to be
sure."  Marcum likens time travel experimentation to
building the first battery without knowing what it could

do.  "You have to discover [it] yourself
and experiment to see what else
electricity can do.  Similar situation."

"…Not in Kansas [City] Anymore"
Marcum stood on the cherry picker

in the Kansas City warehouse above
his machine.  Two cylinders, the outer
made of 24 insulated rings, the inner
constructed of grounded copper mesh,
"acted as a strike point for the rotating
electric field".  He looked into the
four-foot-wide shimmering wave 60
feet off the floor, and jumped.  "The
heat-signature event horizon was held

in the centre of the inner cylinder,
with jumping into it equalling
jumping through a horizontal
tube," Marcum said.  "The inner
cylinder was only about five feet
in diameter, so I risked hitting it if
I panicked in mid-air and missed
the target.  I 'm not afraid of
heights and it takes one heck of
an amusement park ride to get
my adrenaline pumping, but that
was pretty spooky."  That's
because he didn't know if he'd be

fried, crushed or pulled apart or if he'd materialise
inside a solid object.  But Marcum didn't panic:  he
simply disappeared.  "From my point of view, it was like
getting hit with a flash-bang, a loud crack, thud and
bright light to where you can't see, hear or walk well for
several minutes, but no permanent physical damage,"
he said.  "I'm sure the people that donated the
equipment were quite worried as it probably looked like
I was exploded to pieces, just with no fleshy residue." 

When Marcum regained his senses, he was in a farm
field near Fairfield, Ohio, cold and hungry.  "The first
thing I did was start walking when I could, after freaking
out once I realised I was in the middle of nowhere," he
said.  "I eventually ended up in a downtown Cincinnati
homeless shelter, since at first I couldn't even remember
my own name."  As his memory slowly returned,

But Marcum didn't
panic:  he simply

disappeared.
"From my point of

view, it was like
getting hit with a
flash-bang, a loud
crack, thud and
bright light to

where you can't
see, hear or walk
well for several

minutes…"

4 • NEXUS www.nexusmagazine.com  AUGUST – SEPTEMBER 2011



Marcum found a temporary job so he could leave the
homeless shelter.  "Gradually, over the few months after
that, I got most of my memory back," he said.  It turned
out that Marcum had woken up in 2000, two years later.
"I was hoping for maybe five minutes ahead and up to
75 to 100 yards' distance, but it ended up being a bit
over two years and 800-plus miles."  

After Marcum had saved enough money, he returned to
Kansas City to retrieve the journals that he used to
chronicle his experiments, inspect the machine and
figure out what had happened.  What he found
demoralised him.  "It was just an empty warehouse when
I got back there," Marcum said.  "To this day, I still don't
know what happened.  I'm guessing it was dismantled at
some point and the smaller parts were perhaps sold on
eBay."  After a week in Kansas City, trying to remember
the names of anyone who had helped him, he gave up
and returned to his temporary
job in Ohio.  "I'm sure Art Bell's
listeners would be thinking that
the Men in Black came and
abducted everyone involved and
put the parts in Area 51,"
Marcum said jokingly.  "I tend to
think of the simplest
explanation first:  they all
assumed I was dead after not
hearing from me for two-plus
years.  I used to have videos
documenting my progress, but
those tapes disappeared along
with my journals and everything else.  In hindsight, I
should have made copies and slept with them but wasn't
planning on disappearing for so long."

Even though that disappearance should have
attracted more attention than the occasional Internet
blogger wondering what had happened to Marcum, it
didn't.  "Outside of the project, I pretty much kept to
myself," he said.  "Other than eat and sleep as little as
possible, I seldom left the warehouse."  Marcum had few
interactions with people in Kansas City other than his
donors, and he hasn't seen his mother since 1986.  "I
was thinking of checking into missing persons and see if
anyone there was looking for me soon after 1998," he
said.  "I cancelled those plans after remembering I was
on probation at the time and didn't check in with my
parole officer for two years.  After 13 years I doubt police
are looking for me, otherwise I think they'd have found
me by now."  Since Marcum was paid in cash for most of
his jobs, except for a short employment at a packing
factory, taxes haven't been a red flag.  "To the IRS, I've
always been an intermittent blip on the radar." 

His biggest regret is forgetting his donors.  "I can't
remember the names of the people that helped build
this project so I could look them up and explain what
happened," he said.  "My main hope is that they don't
think I'm dead—or worse, think I'm alive and the most

ungrateful person on Earth after all their help."  He
remembers that one man donated $1,000 to cover court
costs from the transformer theft.  "But I can't remember
his name if my life depended on it," Marcum said.  

Mike Marcum Today
Marcum lives off odd jobs in Ohio, surfs the Internet

and reads the occasional scientific journal.  "Any time
you see 'closed time-like curves' mentioned, that's a
code word for time travel as career scientists don't want
to publicly talk about building time machines," he said.
"It's not a good career move."  He's also amused by the
Internet culture that has evolved around him from his
two interviews with Art Bell.  "After doing a Google on
myself just for kicks, I find it hilarious that there's a
story, among dozens of urban legends, about me
supposedly being found crushed and dead in the 1930s

with a cellphone beside me," he
said.  "Don't know who that
was, but it wasn't me."

He's still not sure how he
travelled in time, but he has an
idea.  "This is just speculation at
this point, but I'm guessing I
moved through hyperspace.
Think of that as a fifth dimension
inside which the first four
reside," Marcum said.  "So, in
simple terms, I moved through
space as well as time.  Space and
time are actually the same thing

per relativity:  186,000 miles of space equals one second
of time, in oversimplified terms."  He's certain hyperspace
exists, because without it he'd be dead. 

Although Mike Marcum's last attempt at time travel
was 13 years ago, if he could start experimenting again
he would.  "After I returned to KC for a week and
realised everything was gone, I was pretty disheartened
and heartbroken," Marcum said.  "But if I had the funds,
I would definitely try to pick up where I left off research-
wise.  Being older and wiser these days and with some
previous knowledge from trial and error, I definitely
would.  Right now, though, just maintaining the basics
of food, clothing and shelter is a struggle, so it's on the
backburner.  The silver lining is:  by my birth certificate
I'm thirty-seven, but biologically I'm thirty-five since I
skipped over two years of the calendar."  ∞

About the Author:
Jason Offutt is the author of four books on the paranormal,
including What Lurks Beyond:  The Paranormal in Your
Backyard (reviewed in NEXUS 18/02) and Darkness Walks:
The Shadow People Among Us.  His article "Invasion of the
Mysterious Black-Eyed Children" was published in NEXUS
17/02.  Jason also writes a weekly paranormal column at
http://www.from-the-shadows.blogspot.com.  He can be
contacted by email at jasonoffutt@hotmail.com.

AUGUST – SEPTEMBER 2011 www.nexusmagazine.com NEXUS • 5

He's still not sure how he
travelled in time, but he
has an idea.  "This is just
speculation at this point,
but I'm guessing I moved

through hyperspace."


