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CLOCKWISER
by

Elle Strauss

The last year has been smooth sailing for Casey Donovan. She and her boyfriend
Nate are doing better than ever, and things at home are good, too. Everything’s been so calm,
she hasn't “tripped” back to the nineteenth century in ages.

Then the unthinkable happens and she accidentally takes ber rebellions brother Tim
back in time. 1ts 1862 with the Civil War brewing, and for Tim this spells adventure and
exccitement. Finding himself stuck in the past, he enlists in the Union army, but it doesn’t
take long before he discovers real life war is no fun and games.

Casey and Nate race against the clock to find Tim, but the strain wears on their
relationship. 1t doesn’t help that the intrigning new boy next door has his sights on Casey,
and isn't shy to let her know it.

Can Nate and Casey find Tim in time to save him? And is it too late to save their

love?
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CHAPTER ONE
CASEY

Beginning of Summer Holidays

SOMETIMES I JUST WISHED I were an only child. But then, I guess
I’d be walking or taking transit instead of getting a lift from Tim in his Cavalier
beater. He didn’t have air conditioning either, and the wind blowing in from
our open windows was hot and moist. The humidity made me feel like I was
wearing a warm wet washcloth for a shirt.

“Can’t you drop me off first?” I said, fanning myself with my hand. I
was meeting my best friend Lucinda at the mall where she worked at
Forever21 and she only had a forty minute break. Plus, there was the added
bonus of air conditioning there. Tim stubbornly refused, insisting that he had
to stop at the ATM for some cash first.

“Im not your personal taxi service, Casey,” he snarled, turning the
volume up on his stereo. The bass beat was so loud it rattled the trunk. “Get
off your lazy butt and get your license already.”

I gave him a dirty look and reached over to turn the music down. I had a
very good reason for not getting my license, one I could never tell Tim or any
member of my family. There were only three people, currently living, that knew

the reason why. One of them was my boyfriend, Nate MacKenzie.



My heart still fluttered a bit when I thought of him in those terms. My
boyfriend. Not just some out of reach guy I crushed hard on my whole
sophomore year who was totally out of my league, but my boyfriend.

We’d already been an official couple for an entire year, totally blowing all
the doomsday predictions that we’d never make it. No one thought a college
boy would stick it out with a junior in high school (especially Nate’s former
evil girlfriend!)

But he did, and we were still going strong. I’d be entering my senior year
in a few weeks and then I’'d go to Boston University, too.

“If you dropped me off first, you wouldn’t have to deal with me.” I tried
to reason.

“If I didn’t shuttle you around at all I wouldn’t have to deal with you.”

The only reason he did was because my parents were putting the screws
in. Tim’s bad attitude, questionable choice of friends and poor grades put him
in their bad books. Driving me around was penance.

Tim pulled into the parking lot of the bank and hopped out, leaving the
car running, I reached over and turned it off. Idling the car was bad for the
environment for one, and a waste of Tim’s hard earned minimum wage job
money. Youd think he’d know better.

I checked the time on my phone and grew anxious as Lucinda’s break

time grew nearer. Tim had his back to me as he stood in line at the ATM



window. I checked my reflection in the visor mirror. Since I’'d grown out of my
skinny awkwardness last year, (and of course, snagged a hot boyfriend) I was
more mindful of my looks. Instead of trying to hide behind a bush of dark
curly hair, I took care of it with hair products and good salon cuts. I was happy
with the way my cutls framed my face now:. I took a tube of lip gloss out of my
purse and rolled it onto my lips.

I tugged on my shorts and rubbed my bare legs. They were so long, my
knees almost touched the glove compartment. Height had its advantages, but
getting comfortable in a small car wasn’t one of them.

I turned the radio on and hummed along with the top forty. I
daydreamed about me and Nate and how we could relax for the rest of the
summer, hopefully stretching the lazy days out as long as possible.

I checked the time on my phone and immediately started stressing about
being late to meet Lucinda. C’mon, Tim! He was second in line now. I texted
Lucinda to let her know I might be a little late.

I heard sirens in the area and I perked up. This wasn’t the best
neighborhood. The bank wasn’t huge, just tucked into a strip mall along with a
nail place, a dollar store, and a thrift shop. Litter overflowed from the bin and
a good amount had been blown up against the cement foundation.

I checked on Tim. He’d finally made it to the front, the last one in line.

If I’'d known it was going to take him this long, I would’ve ran into the dollar



store and picked up cheap nail polish.

The siren noise grew increasingly louder and suddenly three cop cars
pulled into the parking lot beside me. My heart jumped and I thought
tleetingly that maybe Tim was in trouble with the law again, except that he was
getting money out of the ATM, not robbing the bank.

But someone was.

Everything happened so fast.

A guy with a ski mask pushed past Tim as he ran out the bank doors. A
cop shouted, “stop or I'll shoot.”” Another masked man followed. Guns went
off.

I heard myself shout, “Tim!” He was right in the middle of the cross
fire!

He stood there, stunned and frozen. A police officer ran to him,
pushing him to the ground, just as the second armed man shot in their
direction. The officer fell to the ground taking the bullet instead of Tim.

The robbers ran around the corner and out of sight, chased by police
officers on foot and a cruiser down the back alley.

I sprinted to Tim where he was on the ground by the fallen cop.

“Are you okay?”

His face was white and he motioned to the woman beside him. “Yeah,

but I don’t think she is.”



The officer moaned, holding her hand on her chest.

“Oh, ma’am, are you okay?” I searched for blood but couldn’t see any.

“I will be,” she said gasping for breath. “I have a vest on.”

Another officer kneeled beside her. “Ambulance is on its way.”

The woman had dark hair pulled back in a low bun. Her eyes stayed
pinched together and her pale face glistened with sweat. The impact of the
bullet was enough to do some damage. I picked up her police hat that had
tallen off her head and handed it to her.

“Thank you,” I said.

“Just doing my duty.”

The ambulance arrived. The paramedics pushed us aside and lifted the
woman onto a gurney.

The cop who’d checked her pulse stepped forward from his opened
door cruiser. Radio dispatch noises leaked out.

I watched the ambulance pull away, siren blasting, and realized I didn’t
know her name. I asked the officer standing beside me.

“That’s Officer Clarice Porter,” he said. “Now, would you two mind
coming with me to the station to file a report?”

We agreed and I took my first ride in a police car. It was Tim’s second,
the first was not for noble reasons. He still claimed it was his friend Alex and

not him that had stolen the cigarettes from the convenience store.



A thought like a loud banner ran through my mind as the doors of the
police cruiser slammed shut and we drove away.

Clarice Porter saved my brother’s life.



CHAPTER TWO
CASEY

One Month Later

NATE LIFTED MY CHIN (ah, I loved it when he did that) and 1
closed my eyes, waiting for the kiss.

I wrapped my arms around his neck and puckered up in anticipation,
but before his tasty, soft lips touched mine, we were interrupted by a honking
car and the most inconsiderate driver ever.

Tim screeched into the driveway with his signature blasting bass line
vibrating his car, like he had someone trapped in the trunk and he was kicking
it in rhythm from the inside. I imagined the whole neighborhood sighing with
relief when he turned the engine off. His friend Alex hopped out the
passenger door with a shrug and a limp wave before hoofing it the block and a
half down the street to where he lived.

“Get a room,” Tim grunted as he passed us.

“Oh, that’s so original,” I spouted back.

Nate frowned. “What’s his problem?”

“Which one, he has many.” I felt my shoulders droop. “You’d think that

a near death experience would make you appreciate life more.”



And the people in it. If anything Tim had gotten even sutlier since the
incident at the bank. My parents had contacted a counselor, but so far Tim had
refused to go.

Nate’s frown deepened. “He wasn’t the only one who could’ve been
hurt, you know. And here I thought I only had to worry about you when you
tripped.”

“Trip” was the word we used for when I traveled back in time to the
nineteenth century. Yup, I time traveled. You can’t get any more abnormal
than that. But I was thankful for my “gift” now. It had everything to do with
how Nate and I got together.

I didn’t want Nate to worry about me, here or there. “Where were wer”
I said, grabbing his waist and pulling him close.

He tilted his head towards mine. “I think we were just about to...”

I pursed my lips and let myself fall into the rhythm of his kisses.

Nate’s mouth went to my ear. “I have to go or I'll be late for work.”

Nate had a summer job working as a mail boy for an advertising
corporation in Cambridge.

My fingers went to the cross around my neck as I watched him climb
into his rusty 82 BMW and drive away. I blew out a long breath when he

disappeared around the corner.



When I turned to go back to the house I stopped short. Standing in the
neighbor’s driveway was Chase Miller. The Millers were new, just moved in
next door two weeks ago. My parents had been quick to greet them and get all
the facts. Turned out Chase was my age and would be going to Cambridge
High with me in the fall. He was just barely my height, with short dirty blond
hair. He had a slimmer build than Nate, and walked with a lazy, easy-going
slouch. Still, there was something appealing about him. He had calming, dark-
eyes and right now they were settled on me.

Had he been watching me and Nate kiss goodbye?

He leaned against a small car with his arms folded. He raised his
eyebrows and flashed me an amused smile.

I felt myself blush and let my gaze fall to the driveway as I headed for
the front door.

We lived in a large white Colonial with two rows of symmetrical
windows, each with black slatted shutters. The flat yard had mature trees and
bushes in full summer bloom, and was fenced in the back. Easily large enough
for just the four of us, yet so often lately it didn’t seem nearly big enough.
Mom and Dad were recently reunited after a year-long separation. Tim used
that difficult event to fuel his innate need to rebel which unfortunately hadn’t

subsided with Dad’s move back home.



I could hear Mom shouting when I entered the front door. She and Tim
were at it again. What was it this time?

Tim’s voice carried down from the upper floor. “Why are you snooping
in my room?”’

My mother yelled back, “Are you going to try to blame this on your
friends, too?”

I hated it when they fought. I thought it might help if I offered a
diversion. “Hey Tim, can I get a ride to Lucinda’s?”

He was already bounding down the steps and said tersely as he brushed
by, “No.”

Mom was on his heels. She stopped when she saw me, opening her hand
to reveal the item in her palm. I grimaced. It appeared that Tim was into
smoking more than just cigarettes these days. Mom closed her eyes, deflated.
Why did Tim insist on hurting her? My blood surged with a new bout of anger
and indignation and I chased after him.

“Tim! You’re doing drugs now? Are you insaner”

“Leave me alone.”

I couldn’t believe Tim would do drugs. Even the mild stuff could tempt
a stupid guy like Tim into trying something worse. I was furious. “Who’s

giving you drugs?”



I reached his car just as he started the engine. The window was down
and I grabbed onto the door frame. Tim’s hair had grown and constantly fell
into his eyes. He flicked his head so he could see and that’s when I noticed his
black eye.

“What happened to your”

He narrowed his good eye at me. “Nothing, let go of my car.”

My heart raced. Why did Tim have to go off the deep end, just when
things looked like they might get back to normal for this family?

“Drugs and fighting?”” I spat out.

Tim revved the engine. “I said, let go of my car.”

“Not until you answer me. Who’s dealing?”

Tim grabbed my arm, pushing me out. I refused to let go.

It was a bad idea.

A dizzy spell and a flash of light later, I was pulled to the ground by my
brother. We were surrounded by mature, leaty deciduous trees. Small birds
rustled away from a nest nearby. I breathed in deeply the scents of the warm
earth and unpolluted air.

Tim shifted back and forth, taking in his new surroundings, his eyes
bugging out like he was on a bad trip.

“Wh-what just happened? Where are wer”



I groaned because I knew where we were. We were in the middle of a

forest in Cambridge Massachusetts in the year 1862.



CHAPTER THREE

CASEY

STRESS WAS MY BIGGEST TRIGGER. My sophomore year was
majorly stressful, and I’d tripped back in time so often I’'d lost count. My
parents had split up and Tim had started this rebellious stage he was obviously
still in and well, there was Nate. I also happened to be madly in love with him,
and then he’d asked me to dance. I'd never dreamed in a million years I'd
actually get to talk to him, much less touch him.

But now that Nate and I were a couple, things had sort of normalized.
Nate went to college, I finished my junior year, and we fell into a routine that
included a lot of time on the phone and dates on the weekends.

Dad moved back home, which I thought was great but Tim resented. I
think he enjoyed how he could get away with things when only mom was
around. But besides the odd misdemeanor and the permanent cloud around
his head, things more or less ran smoothly.

Until this moment.

My mouth fell open as I stared at my brother who was on his butt on

the grass, leaning back on his hands, taut as a startled cat.

Ob, no. Ob, no, oh no.



Tim’s good eyelid flickered madly. “Casey? Whats going on? What
happened to my car?

I’d been traveling back to the nineteenth century off and on since I was
nine. I'd brought my best friend Lucinda back once. That was how I found out
I could bring people back if I happened to be touching their skin when I
tripped.

I’'d managed to go a whole eight years without bringing a family member
back. This was new territory.

I jumped up and down a little, and gritted my teeth. What was I going to
do now?

“Casey?” Tim’s voice shook. “What the...”

“Okay,” I said. “T’ll explain. Um, I’'m not sure how to say this, but we’ve
traveled back in time.”

I waited for Tim to say something. No words came out of his mouth but
he was breathing heavily.

“I'm a time-traveler.” I waved my hands a bit as if that would help him
to understand. “It’s this odd gift I have.”

His face twisted in unbelief. “Are you on drugs, man?”

I huffed. “No.”

He leaned forward and studied his hands, “Am I?”



“I wouldn’t know the answer to that.”” I crossed my arms. “But we did
trip. Just not that kind of trip.”

I extended an arm. “Get up.”

To my surprise, Tim took my hand without remark. I pulled him off the
ground and he stood. We were the same height, nearing five-eleven. I used to
hate that I was so tall, but I’'m fine with it now.

I pulled my loose curly mane off of my face and tied it back with a hair
band I had on my wrist.

“Let’s go,” I said.

Tim was sixteen months younger than me, and people often thought we
were twins until I had my first growth spurt. I'd kept a steady six inches ahead
of him for about five years. Then he spent a year being taller than me until I
caught up again. Even though we were the same height, I still thought of him
as my little brother. Now that we were in the past, the hard, tough guy edge
he’d been carrying for the last couple years had melted away, at least
temporarily. He looked like a lost little puppy. I almost felt like hugging him.

Almost.

“This is so messed,” he said. He spun around to take in our
surroundings. Pure unadulterated forest. Not a Colonial or Victorian style
home 1in sight. “Where are we goingr”

“Follow me. I have a stash near here.”



Tim trailed me like a zombie. In fact, with that black eye, his bad
posture, and his propensity to drool, he actually looked like a zombie. Maybe I
should’ve been frightened.

I sneaked a peek over my shoulder. Nah. Just the regular, messed up
Timothy Donovan that I'd known and loved my whole life.

I had to dodge and whack a path for us through new summer growth. 1
was always amazed how loud the wild was, with a zillion birds chirping and
squawking, and I wondered what they’d think if they knew how humans would
invade and demolish much of it over the next hundred and fifty years.

I spotted the lilacs in the distance and let out a comforting sigh. A little
bit of respite waited for me there. It'd give me time to think about our next
move.

The lilac grove concealed the entrance to a secluded patch of grass. A
fallen log, half rotten and moss-covered, lay along a cold fire pit. The space
was about twenty-five feet in circumference and completely closed in by heavy
brush, new growth pressing inward making it feel smaller. Long ago I'd dug a
hole in the ground near the back with a “borrowed” shovel to store my
belongings. It was covered with a thatch of branches.

Tim slunk to the log, and stared blankly into space. I supposed he was in
shock. I couldn’t help but compare the difference between him and Nate the

first time Nate came back with me. Where Tim seemed to believe my every



word and was completely dazed out by the experience, Nate had been
convinced I'd participated in some kind of prank with his friends. He hadn’t
believed my story until well into the second day.

Tim’s legs were jumping with nerves. His good eye settled on me. “But,
how? When?”

I knew what he wanted to know. How did it work, and when did it start
happening. I gave him the short version, telling him the story of how it
happened for the first time when I was nine, after Mom had tucked me in bed.
I’'d watched a scary-movie on the sly and night-time frights were enough to
trigger a trip. I was only gone a couple of days, but I was scared out of my
wits. Plus it had poured rain, soaking me through my pyjamas to the bone.

“And when I came back,” I said, like I was recounting a perfectly normal
childhood memory, “I was in bed again at exactly the same time I'd left,
wearing dry pyjamas.”

Time in the past went by at the same rate as the future. If there were two
weeks between trips in the present, those same two weeks went by in the past.
It worked differently the other way around. I could spend two weeks in the
past, but I always returned to the same moment I left in the present.

Tim shook his head. “This is so crazy.”

“Yeah, it 1s.”

“Do Mom and Dad know?”’



I gave him a sideways glance, “No, and don’t you dare tell them.”

“Does anyone else know?”

“Lucinda. I brought her once by accident, too. And Nate.”

Tim’s eyebrows shot up. “Nate Knows? And he still wants to go out
with your”

“Shut up.”

I sat on the log beside Tim. I wasn’t sure what to do now. I'd double
checked the hole and there wasn’t any food in there. I hadn’t had a chance to
re-stock it last time. The jar of water had been sitting unpreserved for several
months.

“Where is the rest of civilization?” Tim said, looking around. “What year
1s it anyway?”

“It’s 1862.”

“Get out! The Civil War?”

I nodded.

“That 1s so cool.”

“You’re an idiot.” I stood up, and stared hard at him. “The Civil War era
was a terrible, barbaric time. Over 600,000 Americans died.”

Tim shrugged. “People die in wars.”

I worried about Tim, that all those war games he played on his

computer had warped his sense of reality, numbed his conscience.



“This isn’t a game.”

He blew me off. “I never said it was.”

I went to the hole and pulled out a burlap sack.

“So now what?” Tim said behind me. “Do we just wait it out? How long
does it usually take for you to go back?

“I don’t know.” I tugged on the fabric in the bag and pulled it out.
“Could be one day, could be ten.”

“How do you know when it’s going to happen?”

I shook out the dress I'd stored there in the spring. It smelled a little
moldy. “Unlike the trip from the present to the past, where I'm totally caught
off guard,” I started, “I get a little warning when I’'m about to go back to the
present. I feel dizzy and the world goes opaque. I'll have a few minutes to
warn you, so you can grab my arm. Just make sure you’re touching my skin.”

Tim finally noticed what I was doing. “What’s that?”

“It’s a dress suitable for this time period. I can’t go out there dressed like
I'just arrived from the twenty-first century. I'd get arrested.”

“You're really going to wear that thing?”

“Yes, I'm really going to wear it, now turn around.”

Tim complied and I slipped out of my T-shirt and jeans, and pulled the
dress on over my head. I did the buttons up on the back as far as I could

reach; thankful for my long arms.



There was still plenty of daylight and the thought of hanging around
here making subpar conversation with Tim as we grew increasingly hungrier
and thirstier didn’t appeal to me.

Besides, I missed the Watsons. I wondered how Sara was doing with that
houseful of younger siblings, and if they’d heard from her brother Willie since
he’d enlisted.

I gave Tim’s clothing a cursory glance. He wore a plain black T-shirt
long enough to cover the zipper of his jeans. He wouldn’t exactly blend in, but
he could pass as a poor farm hand. I found myself grinning at the thought of
Tim actually chucking a bale of hay or attempting to milk a cow.

I motioned with my head. “Let’s go.”

Tim fell into step behind me without a word.

I could hear them marching before they came into view. I crouched into
the ditch waving with my hand for Tim to do the same. Unlike Nate who
blabbered aloud and bumbled about on his first trip (to be fair, he acted
normally for someone in denial), Tim seemed to have an intrinsic sense of
stealth.

We watched as a group of soldiers dressed in gray and blue Union Army
attire marched by in alignment. I figured they were new recruits on their way

to Boston.



We held our breath until they were almost out of range. We only needed
a couple more minutes before it would be safe to follow the same road to the
Watsons.

Then Tim did another stupid thing. He jumped up from our hiding spot

and yelled, “Hey wait for me,” and sprinted down the road after them.



CHAPTER FOUR

TIM

CASEY PICKED UP HER WRINKLED, ankle-length skirt and ran
after me.

“Nol! Tim, stop!”

A part of my brain somewhere deep and in the back knew I was acting
irrationally. Again.

My parents were pushing me to see a shrink. They wanted to know the
one answer I couldn’t give them. Why? Why the rebellious, destructive,
careless behavior?

But I didn’t know.

Maybe I was just tired of life. School bored me, my parents bored me,
and my friends bored me. Everyone thought my “near death” experience
would’ve changed me, made me a nicer, sweeter person.

I wondered myself why it hadn’t. Maybe there was a dark spot in my
soul that wished I hadn’t been saved.

But, hey, I was in the past now and that didn’t happen every day. This
was my chance to do something exciting and my dad was nowhere around to

tell me what I could and couldn’t do.



Unfortunately, there was still my sister.

“Are you crazy?” Casey shouted after me. “What are you doing?”

When she finally reached me, she was puffing like an old dog, like she
never took Phys. Ed. or anything. Oh, right, she didn’t do sports. She left that
job to her uberjock boyfriend. Her face was as red as a tomato and her
expression was so bloated and stern, I thought she might combust. I almost
laughed.

By the time she got her breath back, it was too late to stop me. The
group of soldiers had spotted us and parted, so the guy in charge could come
for a chat.

“Is there a problem?” he said. He wore a blue jacket over gray pants,
with a cap set crookedly on his head. He had one of those ugly handlebar
mustaches, and he looked just like those wannabe actors who dressed in
costume for the war enactments.

How did I know for sure they weren’t actors and this wasn’t just some
kind of fantastic set up?

Except my sister wouldn’t pull a prank like this. She was too upright and
uptight for that kind of thing. Plus, she wouldn’t go anywhere near my friends,
so they couldn’t be part of this either.

It couldn’t be a bad drug trip because I hadn’t taken any drugs. Unless

someone put something in my drink?



Except, I hadn’t been drinking,

Still, I studied my hands. They looked steady and real.

“Excuse me,” the soldier, or a guy dressed as a soldier, said with a low,
guttural voice. “Is everything all right?”

He turned towards Casey, and I spotted an old musket gun hanging off
his back. It only looked about ten years old, not a hundred and fifty.

I couldn’t stop staring at it. Its long, smooth wooden stock attached to
the polished metal barrel was a thing of beauty. I'd give anything to be able to
shoot it.

“We’re fine, sir,” Casey said, pushing her hair away from her face like
that made her look older, or prettier or whatever.

The guy cleared his throat. “Son?” Seemed he didn’t like me staring at
his gun.

“I want to sign up,” I said.

“What?”’Casey squawked. “No he doesn’t!”

I ignored her panicked look. “Yes, I do.”

The soldier cleared his throat. “There’s a recruitment officer in the
military camp nearest your town.”

She stepped in front of me. “I’'m so sorry to have disturbed you. My
brother can’t join the army. He’s not well. He... he has, uh, a learning

disability.”



“Pardon me?” The officer’s bushy eyebrows lowered over his narrowing
eyes.

Casey scowled at me. “He’s not right in the head.”

Oh, thanks, sis.

“In that case, we bid you good day, ma-am.” He nodded at me and
turned to leave.

I was about to stop him again, but Casey pulled on my arm, almost
jerking it out of the socket. “Ow.”

“Listen up,” she snarled. “This is my gig. I call the shots.”

She cracked me up with all her phoney intimidation. I made my
eyebrows jump. “Ooh, scary.”

“You should be scared. And you need to be with me to get home.”

“Maybe I don’t want to go home.”

She shook her head, disgusted at me. As usual.

“You have no idea what it’s like to live here.” She counted off her
tingers. “There’s no TV, no electricity, no running water, no zternet. You got
what I’'m saying? This is 7o picnic.”

Whatever. I had no choice but to follow her now. Despite the
temptation to ditch her, I really didn’t know my way around. Yet.

She sure had a bee up her butt. I almost had to jog to keep up with her

and her swishing skirt.



“Okay, I'm sorry,” I said. ““That was dumb.”

“No kidding,”

The road we were stomping on was unpaved and unpopulated. The
soldiers had disappeared ahead of us and the only thing I could tell for sure
was that we were moving in an easterly direction.

“Where are we goingr”

She slowed a little. ““To the Watsons.”

“Like, actual people?”

“Yeah, like actual people.”

Casey wiped sweat off her brow with the long sleeve of her dress. She
looked worn out and tired, but I felt like I was on fire, a helium balloon tied to
the ground but reaching for the sky.

“What are we going to do when we get there?” I said, trying to restrain
the spring in my step.

“Work,”

“Workr”

“Yes, work,” she said with an exasperated breath. “You know that thing
you do for room and board. Oh, yeah, you don’t. Well, you’re in for a rude
awakening. No free ride here.”

“Hey, I know how to work.”” I worked delivering pizza on Saturday

nights.



She huffed and shot me a look of doubt.

It felt like we walked forever, but at least the temperatures had dipped
and I no longer had to keep pulling my clinging shirt from my damp chest.
Eventually, we came to a farm. A big house sat in from the road with an
American flag attached to one of the gables that flapped gently in the wind.
Behind it was a barn and a small lake. A bunch of kids ran around the yard,
and I spotted workers out in the fields.

“This it?”” I said. Casey nodded stiffly. Seemed I still wasn’t forgiven.

Casey walked up the drive like she’d been there a dozen times. Maybe
she had. She said she’d been doing this on and off for eight years. I still
couldn’t wrap my head around this whole time travel story.

That was the stuff of science fiction.

Or maybe just science. I'd heard that it could be possible to shift time if
you moved faster than the speed of light or fell into a wormhole or something,

I didn’t understand what happened with Casey or how it worked, but I
couldn’t deny that my day to day surroundings had suddenly changed and in a
big way.

A redheaded girl, a little older than Casey, was outside hanging clothes
on a line. She wore a long dress similar to what Casey had on, and an apron.
Another re-enactment actor? That was just as hard to believe as the notion

we’d gone back in time.



When she spotted us, she dropped a shirt into a basket and walked our
way.

“Cassandra?”

I glanced at Casey, questioning,

“That’s what they call me here,” she said under her breath. Casey
embraced the redhead, who looked a little embarrassed by her outburst of
emotion.

“It’s been a long time,” the redhead said.

“Yes, it has, but it’s so good to see you again, Sara,” Casey gushed. She
finally remembered I was with her. “Oh, this is my brother, Tim, ubh,
Timothy.”

“You brought another brother?” Then to me. “Nice to meet you,
Timothy.”

I wasn’t sure what behavior was expected of me. I just nodded my head
and mumbled, “Thanks.”

Sara turned back to Casey. “Nathaniel isn’t with you this time?”

Nathaniel? That’s what they called Nate? I chuckled in my head. Then I
registered the rest of her previous sentence. “He’s not her br...”

“Sara,” Casey cut me off. “It’s Timothy’s first time out of Springtfield.

He’s a little socially...” she lowered her voice, “awkward. Don’t mind him.”



“Very well,” Sara said throwing me a concerned look. “Come in for
refreshments.”

It looked like the wide-opened back door led to the kitchen, if I could
go by the long, wooden table I spotted inside. Just as we were about to enter,
we ran into a girl about my age. She also wore a long dress, but she filled it out
in a way that made her look hot. She resembled Sara but had long dark hair
that hung in waves around her face. She gasped slightly when she saw me, but
then her eyes smiled.

“Josephine, you remember Cassandra?” Sara said. She motioned to me.
“And this is another one of her brothers, Timothy.”

“Hello,” she said shyly. My heart skipped a beat. I flashed her a lopsided
grin, aware that my purple eye just added to my bad boy appeal. She smiled in
return, her eyes sparkling in the way that confirmed a mutual interest.

Things had suddenly taken an interesting turn here in the past. I thought

I just might like hanging out at the Watsons’ after all.



CHAPTER FIVE

CASEY

“JOSEPHINE?” I said, trying not to stare at her ample breasts that had
sprouted sometime in the last year. “Wow, you’re all grown up.”

“Hello, Cassandra.”

I wasn’t the only one staring. I saw the glint in Tim’s eye, and I gave him
a sharp elbow nudge as we followed Sara into the kitchen. Wherever Josephine
had intended to go, she’d changed her mind and followed us back in. I still
couldn’t believe her transformation. She was at least fifteen by now. Younger
than Tim, but judging by the eager look on his face, he wasn’t too concerned
about that.

Dumb hormones. Now I have #af to worry about, too. Tim was already
proving to be way more trouble than Nate ever was.

The kitchen still had the lingering sweet scent of breakfast. I sat in my
usual spot on the back side along the long wooden table, with Tim weirdly in
Nate’s old place. Sara opened the chrome door of the wood fire stove and
stoked the orange embers that remained. She touched a kettle on the top and

deemed it to be hot, then poured the water into a teapot.



Josephine busied herself by providing a plate of biscuits; but she didn’t
hide the fact that she was stealing glances at Tim as well. Tim was also being
too bold, and I kicked him under the table. He grunted.

Other younger Watson kids of various sizes with either dark or red hair
ran through the kitchen with Mrs. Watson on their heels. “Get outside,” she
said. “It’s too nice to be indoors.”

She stopped when she saw me. “Why hello, Cassandra.” Mrs. Watson
was a petite woman with a salt and pepper bun at the back of her head. She’'d
had her tenth child, Daniel, over a year ago and I'd had the surprising
experience of helping Sara deliver him.

“Hi, Mrs. Watson,” I said with a smile, “How are you?”

“Good, all things considered, what with this terrible war going on.”

Which reminded me of Willie, the oldest Watson son. I waited for Sara
to join us with the tea and once we’d all been served and the sugar passed
around, I asked about him.

“Willie’s here, actually,” Sara said. “He’d been injured at Shiloh, but he’s
now nearly fully recovered.” She sighed. “So many men died in that battle.
Willie was part of the re-enforcement regiment that came the second day and
forced the Confederates back.”

I felt myself let go of a long breath. I hated that he’d been injured but I

was relieved to hear he was okay. “I can’t wait to see him again.”



“I'm sure he feels the same way,” Mrs. Watson said. She smiled sadly.
“Now that he’s well again, they’ve sent notice that he must return to his
regiment.”

Sara turned to her sister. “Josephine, go fetch Willie from the barn.”

Josephine’s smile turned into a pout. “Why should I have to? Ask one of
the children to do it.”

Mrs. Watson gave her daughter a stern look. “Go on. It'll only take you a
minute.”

Josephine barely concealed her huff, waves of dark hair bouncing on the
back of her cotton dress. I took in Tim’s smirk and shook my head.

“It’s been a beehive of activity around here, since the war started,” Sara
said. “Boston is full of soldiers coming and going from their tours, and
business in town is booming. Is it like this in Springfield?”

I nodded lightly. “Um, yes, but...”

“Has Nathaniel enlisted? Is that why you brought Timothy this time?”

“Um, yes.” I supposed this was as good of a story as any. Thankfully,
Tim kept his mouth shut, but I could tell by the way his eyebrows arched that
he’d be asking questions later.

Willie and Mr. Watson came through the door like a blast of wind. Willie

was a younger, thinner version of his dad, but both had bushes of red cutls on



their heads and wide smiles on their faces. Behind them was a dark haired boy
I recognized as another Watson kid, Duncan.

“Cassandral So good to see you.” I stood in greeting, and Willie took my
hand, lifting it quickly to his lips.

“So good to see you, too,” I said. “And that you are still alive and well.”

Willie, Duncan and Mr. Watson moved their chairs noisily, and sat.

“Us, too,” Mr. Watson said, his voice booming in the large room “We
are grateful to God that our boy is back safe and sound.”

“For now,” Willie said, stirring his tea. “I must leave again shortly.”

“When, exactly are you leaving?” Tim said, out of the blue.

“Four days,” Willie answered. “And you are?”

“Oh, sorry,” I jumped in. “This is my brother, Timothy.”

“Another brother,” Willie said. “Great to meet you. Good timing as
Father will need an extra hand when I leave.”

“Yes, indeed,” Mr. Watson said. Tim only nodded. Boy, was he in for a
surprise come morning when the rooster crowed.

If we were still here.

I really hoped we weren’t still here. I needed to get Tim back home
where Mom and Dad could stress over him, not me. And I already missed

Nate, though he’d never even notice I was gone.



The playful staring going on between Tim and Josephine was starting to
make me ill, but then the table conversation settled on the wat.

“The Confederate Army is proving to be more resilient that we'd
originally thought,” Mr. Watson said.

Willie took a sip of his black coffee and agreed. “The Union made a
significant error in  judgement, completely underestimating their
determination. The Confederates are like a dog with a bone. They are not
going down without a fight.”

“But will they be defeated?” Mrs. Watson questioned, her brow wrinkled
with worry. “How long will this dreadful war go on?”

I was the only one at that table who knew the answer to that question.
Well, and Tim, but judging from his low American History marks, I wouldn’t
bet on it.

Mzt. Watson pushed away from the table. “Time to get back to work. The
cows don’t wait for milkin’.”

Willie’s eyes settled on Tim. “Join us when you’re ready.”

Sara left the room and returned shortly with a stack of linen in her

hands. “The cabin’s empty. Here are some clean sheets.”

I took them from her. “Thanks. I know the way.”



The cots were stripped and all the surfaces wiped down. The fireplace
ashes were gone, but the blanket I had strung like a curtain down the middle
of the tiny room for privacy remained.

“Home away from home,” I said. I tossed Tim his sheets and went
about making my bed. Then I flopped on my back, suddenly exhausted.

“This is pretty wild, Casey.” Tim did a half baked job of making his bed
and I fully expected all of it to fall haphazardly onto the floor before he woke
up in the morning.

“I know, believe me I know, “I muttered.

Tim sat on the edge of his bed when he finished, hands on knees that
jigeled up and down. I wanted to reach over and put a hand on him to stop his
movements, but instead I just closed my eyes.

“So, you have this whole other life,” he said, “this other family.”

“Yeah, I'm very fortunate that the Watsons have taken me in like one of
their own. We’ve had a few bonding moments.”

“So what’s up with the formal names?”

“Sara didn’t think Casey was feminine enough, so she christened me
Cassandra. When Nate ended up here with me I just thought it fitting that he
should have a long handle to deal with, too.”

“Why do they think he’s your brother?”



“Because, you can’t hang out with the opposite sex without a chaperone
unless youre siblings. Oh, that reminds me.” I turned onto my side and
propped up my head with my hand. “You need to know our story.”

“Our story?”

“We live in Springfield, and our mother just had our thirteenth sibling.”

“Thirteenth! Man, Casey, why so many?”

“I needed to come across desperate. Why else would a girl leave her own
tamily to look for work? Besides they’re not real. Oh, I totally forgot, but I'd
told Sara the baby’s name was Timothy. I hope she doesn’t remember that.”

“What baby?”

“Number thirteen. It doesn’t matter. We’re poor is all that matters. And
Nate, Nathaniel, is our older brothet.”

“Wait a minute,” Tim’s eyes narrowed as he considered something.
“Nate stayed here, in this cabin, with your”

“Yeah, so what of it?”

“Just, you guys don’t exactly act like siblings, it you know what I mean.”

“Well, we did then. Besides, he had a girlfriend at the time.” I scowled a
little at the thought of the empty-headed beauty queen, Jessica Fuller. She’d
moved on to some college guy who thankfully was going to a different college

than Nate.



Tim kicked his shoes off and tested out his cot, folding his arms behind
his head. “So, my sister’s a time-traveler. I'd never thought I’'d say this, but
you’ve jumped a hundred plus points on the cool-o-meter.”

“Happy to impress you finally.”

“What does this mean, though? You’re messing around in the past. How
do you know you’re not going to change history or something?”

I repeated the theory I’d shared with Nate when he’d asked this same
question. “I figure since in the present, I’'ve already been back here, nothing I
do here will change that. Everything I'll do, I've already done. You know, when
I'm there.”

“So, you’re not worried about inadvertently starting the third world war,
because if you had, we’d already have had a third world war in our present?”

“Something like that.”

“Does that mean you don’t have to be afraid of dying here, either?”

“I suppose not, but that doesn’t mean I'd go off and do something
stupid to prove it.”

Time travel was such a brain game and physically exhausting as well. 1
just wanted to sleep, but Sara was expecting me in the kitchen. And Tim was
expected in the barn.

“We should go.” I pulled myself up into a seated position. Then I

remembered the most important thing I needed to tell Tim.



“If I call you, come as fast as you can, okay? It means I'm feeling the
trip home coming on. Just grab my hand.”

Tim saluted, “Gotcha.”

“Come on. I'll show you the barn.”

The barn door stood ajar, and I breathed in deeply when we stepped
inside. There was something comforting about the smell of hay and animal
sweat.

There were a few horses in the front stalls, and the milking cows were in
the back. Overhead was a loft filled with hay where some of the workers slept
overnight. I'd been known to sleep there myself on occasion when I could still
pull off looking like a boy.

Willie sat on a three-legged stool beside one of the cows, all of which I
called Betsy. “Hey,” he said.

“Im just showing Timothy around before I head to the kitchen,” 1
explained.

“Sure.” Willie stood and lifted two full tin pails of milk by their handles.
“Do you mind finishing up?” He looked at Tim, and motioned to the cow
nearest the door. “She’s the last one that needs milking,”

Willie left and Tim’s eyes bugged open. He had no clue how to milk a

cow.



“Here, I'll show you how.” I grabbed an empty bucket and pulled the
stool up to the last cow. “Now pay attention. Sara’s waiting for me in the
kitchen.”

I showed him how to hold onto the teats (gently but firmly) and pull in
a rhythm. “Think of your favorite song in a four-four beat.”

The cow’s tail flicked behind her, but I dodged out of its way. “It’s okay,
Betsy,” I said, soothingly. The thwack, thwack, thwack sound of the milk hitting
the bottom of the tin pail, the familiar sound, calmed her.

“Wow, Casey. Your skill set is impressive. I can see now how you
managed to snag a guy.”

I shot him a blistering glare, then stood and crossed my arms. “Your
turn.”

Tim took my place and reached tentatively for the cow’s under belly.

“This is gross,” he complained.

“Just do it.”

Betsy’s discomfort at his lack of confidence and skill was evident in how
her tail flicked, smacking Tim in the head.

“Ouch!”

I laughed out loud. He deserved that. “I’ll leave you to figure it out.
Bring the pails to the kitchen when you’re done.

I couldn’t stop chuckling. That could take a while. Poor Betsy.



We survived the first day, falling asleep within seconds of hitting the
mattress. Hard work and fresh air did that to you. The next morning came
much sooner than either Tim or I would’ve liked.

“I'm going to shoot that stupid rooster,” Tim said, as I nudged him to
get up.

I sent him out to the barn before heading towards the kitchen. I hoped
he’d do better with the milking today. Yesterday’s effort was dismal, and I
covered for him the best I could.

Sara and I had porridge on the table before the guys came in from the
barn. Josephine was helping Mrs. Watson sort out the needs of the younger
kids.

I flashed Tim a questioning look when he followed Duncan and Willie
into the kitchen. Howd it go? He just shook his head and scowled.

By mid-morning the kitchen was stifling hot, and I had to wipe my brow
with my sleeve every two seconds. I peeled vegetables for the evening meal,
slicing and cubing them before adding them to a pot of water where they’d sit
until it was time to cook. Sara worked with me, ordering various kids around
to help prepare lunch. We didn’t have a lot of time to talk, but I did ask her
about Robert Willingsworth, a man whom Sara had liked but who’d wanted to

marry me instead. He turned out to be bad news for both of us.



“Oh, I heard he’s gone south to side with the Confederates, but...” her
lips turned up shyly. “I've met someone else.”

“Really?”’l smiled with excitement. “l knew there was someone better
out there for you. What’s his name?”

“Henry Abernathy. His father owns a bank in Boston. Our fathers do
business together. That’s how we met. He’s very handsome and a real
gentleman.”

“Ah, Sara, I'm so happy for you.” And I really was. It'd killed me to see
how heartbroken she was over the Robert Willingsworth fiasco.

“I am happy,” she said, though her smile dimmed.

“What’s wrong?”’

Her eyes glistened with tears. “He’s enlisted.”

“Oh, Sara.”

“He says the draft is coming to the north just like it did in the south, so
he might as well get his three years of service over with. Do you really think
it’s going to last three years, Cassandra?”

I knew the answer was yes, but I just shrugged, wishing there was
something I could say to comfort her.

“I asked him not to enlist, to wait, just in case. But he says he wants to
do his duty for the Union. Of course, that’s very noble of him and one of the

reasons 1...”



“You love him,” I finished for her.
She blushed. “Yes. I do.”

I forced a smile to my face. “I’'m sure everything will work out fine.”

Lunch went off without a hitch. Tim looked even more shocked from all
the sudden hard labor that came with running a farm, but he was holding up
exceptionally well, everything considered. He didn’t even flinch when Duncan
told him they were heading out to work the fields for the rest of the day.

For me, working for the Watsons consisted mainly of food prep, kitchen
clean up, and more food prep... an endless cycle. The winters were miserable
because of the cold, and the summers because of the heat. I felt flushed, and
worried that I was leaving a trail of sweat in my wake.

I offered to get water from the pump out back, in the hopes of
encountering a cool breeze passing amongst the bordering trees. I pumped the
heavy steel handle until water started pouring out, then I cupped my hands to
collect it. I slurped it back, relishing the coolness that ran down my throat. I
filled the pail, wishing I could just lie back in the shade, but the guys would be
back for supper soon.

I took a few moments to splash water on my face. It felt cool and
refreshing but instead of rejuvenating me, I felt faint and a little dizzy.

I snapped to attention. “Tim!



I ran to the cabin hoping he’d returned early. I saw his work boots by
the doort, but he wasn’t there. I quickly scanned the loo and finding it empty, 1
ran toward the barn. “Tim! Come now!

The barn door was opened and I peeked in. Besides the animals, it
appeared empty. Then I heard giggling coming from the loft.

“Tim!” 1 climbed up the ladder as fast as I could in a skirt. The first
thing I saw when my eyes peered over the edge was Tim lying in the hay with
his arm around Josephine, a finger to his lips as if to “shush” me.

“Tim!”

“Wow, take it easy,” Tim said casually, mistaking me for being angry that
I had caught him making out with a Watson. Josephine blushed and buried her
tace in the hay.

Good thing, She missed seeing me disappear into thin air.

Tim hadn’t, though. He saw the whole thing, and he heard me

screaming, too.



CHAPTER SIX

CASEY

I STOOD THERE SCREAMING. My hands gripped the driver’s door
of my brother’s car, the engine was running and there was 7o driver!

My feet did a little tap dance. I pinched myself. I came back without
Tim. I left my brother in the nineteenth century! I willed myself, go back, go
back, go back!

Come on! If this wasn’t stress, then I didnt know what was. Why
couldn’t my body just listen to me for once?

“Casey?”

I jumped at my mother’s voice.

“Have you seen, Tim?” she continued, not noticing the absolute panic I
tried to erase from my face. “I’m not finished with him.”

I hid my raccoon eyes, the dark circles I got every time I returned from
a trip, behind my cutls. “Uh, nope, I haven’t...I don’t know...”

Mom moved from the doorway to the front step. She was the shortest
member of our family by a good number of inches, and she kept her blond
hair short and spiky. She wore a loose floral blouse over a denim skirt and flip-

tlops on her feet, looking every bit the home design artist she was.



“Why is Tim’s car running? Where is he?”

“Um,” I mentally raced for an excuse. “I was just fooling around...trying
it out... in case [...”

“Just tell him to come find me. It’s better for him if we can talk this out
before your father gets home.”

I nodded quickly and breathed out long and hard when she turned and
went back into the house. I slid into the driver’s seat and turned off the engine.
My fingers gripped the steering wheel and my mind raced. What to do, what to
do?

Glancing in the rear-view mirror, I saw my darkened eyes and my hair
springing every which way. What a wreck.

Normally, when 1 got back from a trip, I'd head straight to bed,
overcome with exhaustion, but this time my nerves were peaking. I could run a
marathon on the adrenaline pumping through my body.

My bag still lay on the driveway where I’'d dropped it in anger. I leaned
out of the car to reach it and pulled it onto my lap. I dug out my cell phone
and called Nate.

“Miss me already?” His voice was soothing and sexy. I took a breath,
trying to calm myself.

“I went back.”

“Back where?”



“Back.”

“Oh.” Nate paused and I knew what he was thinking,

It was the first time since we’d officially been together that I'd gone back
without him. And every single time he’d gone back with me, I'd gotten into
trouble.

“So, you’re back now,” he finally added. “I can assume everything went
all right?”

“No, everything’s not all right. I took Tim back!”

“Tim? How... oh, forget it. You can tell me later. Is he freaked out? I bet
that messed up his self-centered world a little.”

“No, he’s still self-centered. He’s just not here.”

There was another pause while Nate took that in. “You mean...”

I let out a sob, so unsexy sounding. “Yes, I left him there.”

“I'm coming right over. Don’t move.”

I didn’t know what Nate thought he could do. I wouldn’t mind a hug
and a few re-assuring if not accurate words. But I loved that he wanted to be
here for me.

“Aren’t you at work?” I asked.

“I'll tell them I’'m sick, just don’t worry.”

Tim would be all right. I mean, what could possibly happen to him. He’d

have to make up an excuse for my absence—at least he saw me go, he knew



what happened to me—and he’d just have to wait it out until I got back,
working with Mr. Watson and Duncan on the farm.

I closed my eyes and breathed deeply. Yes, it would be all right.

I heard the engine of a car drive up, and I turned my head, excited to see
Nate. But it wasn’t him. It was my dad.

“Hi, Casey,” he said, eyeing me as I sat in Tim’s car.

Tim and I got our height from our father and I got his dark curly hair,
though he kept his shaved so short you'd never guess what kind of hair he had.
“What are you doing?”

“Uh, nothing, Just dreaming.”

He paused to take the image in, me in the driver’s seat of a car. “Why
don’t you get your own license, Casey? I wouldn’t be worried about you.”

Oh, but you should, Dad, you should.

“Yeah, I’'m just not ready yet,” I said.

“Your mother called me.” He shifted his briefcase to his other hand.
“She’s upset about Tim again. Do you know what he did now?”

I didn’t want to get into Tim’s issues with Dad. I just shook my head.
Dad huffed and headed for the front door.

Finally Nate arrived, parking his BMW right behind me. I heard him cut
his engine, then slam his door as he jumped out and moved to the passenget’s

side of Tim’s car. He slid in and gave me a much appreciated hug. I let myself



relax into him, catching my breath for the first time since I came back without
my stupid brother.

If Mom or Dad happened to peek out the living room window and saw
us, they'd be wondering at the sight of us hanging out together in Tim’s car,
but I couldn’t seem to move.

“He’s going to be all right, right?” I whimpered into Nate’s shoulder.

Nate rubbed my back, “Sure.”

But I knew what he was thinking, Since when did Tim ever NOT get
into trouble? If he didn’t go looking for it, it came looking for him.

I started to tremble. “Oh, Nate, if anything happens to him, it'll be my
fault. I don’t think I could forgive myselt.”

“Nothing’s going to happen to him. He can be an idiot sometimes, but
he’s not stupid.”

Right. Tim may not be the wisest creature on earth but he was
intelligent. He’d figure things out.

“Tell me what happened.”

I related the episode that led up to my taking Tim back in the first place.

“Ah, man.” Nate gave my hand a squeeze. “And why couldn’t Tim get to
you in time?”’

“He was making out with Josephine in the barn.”

Nate’s face scrunched up in disbelief. “What?”



“That’s the idiot coming out in him.”

“But, she’s just a girl.”

I huffed. “Not anymore. You could say she’s blossomed since we last
saw her.”

Nate scratched his chin. “How long were you there?”

“Two days.”

“Man, the kid didn’t waste any time.”

I shook my head. “You know what, he z stupid!”

I pulled away, letting myself slump against the car seat. Nate drummed
his fingers on the dash.

“There must be a way to trigger you, to set off a trip,” he said. He gave
me a long look. “And you’d better be touching me when it happens.”

I almost cried then. I was so happy to have Nate, that he knew about
this side of my life, and that he was good with it. That he wanted to help, even
if it meant going back to the nineteenth century with me.

“I was so stressed when I returned without him; I thought for sure I’d
just shoot right back. But come to think of it, I’ve never had a back-to-back
trip. Still, time keeps marching on there, you know? We have to figure out a
way to get back, and soon.”

Speaking about time passing quickly, suddenly Mom was calling me in

tor supper. When she saw Nate, she invited him to come in, too.



He hedged but I begged him.

“Please?” I grabbed his thigh. “I need your moral support when my
parents go off about Tim. How am I going to explain why he doesn’t show?
They know he wouldn’t leave without his car.”

Nate’s eyes fell to my hand gripping his leg.

“Okay, I'll come.”

I'let him go, vowing to stop acting like a crazy person.

“Thanks,” I breathed out slowly.

I let out a long sigh as we headed for the front doort, already knowing
how this day would play out. The police would be called by the end of the

night.



CHAPTER SEVEN

TIM

“WHOA, JUST WHOA....” I sprung to my feet sending a cloud of hay
dust through the air.

Josie straightened her skirt, and fussed with her hair. “Where’d your
sister go?”’

I rushed to the rail, scanning the barn floor and wondering if Casey fell
off the ladder. But somehow my gut told me it was much worse than that. I
went to the loft window and searched the yard, hoping in vain she’d be
running across it for some reason.

Nope. Just a few playful Watson kids.

I hadn’t imagined it. It really happened. Casey just vanished before my
eyes. I laced my fingers behind my head and let out a long sigh.

“Man, bad luck.”

Josie scurried up beside me. “Oh, my goodness! She’s not going to tell
Sara or my mother, is sher”

“No,” I said slowly. “We won’t have to worry about that.”

It hit me that maybe I’d been just a little too reckless. Josie was cute and

everything but not worth getting left behind a hundred and fifty years in the



past for. I'd messed up pretty bad. I suddenly felt light-headed. I needed to lie
down, process what had just happened.

“Hey, Joste,” I said. She frowned. I didn’t think she liked it when I called
her that, but she didn’t tell me to stop.

“I think I'm going to go clean up for supper.”

“Yes, you are right. I must make leave of you as well.” She blushed when
she said it, and I couldn’t stop myself from brushing a loose strand of hair
from her face. This set off an adorable giggle.

I'let her go down the ladder first.

“I’ll see you soon,” I said, then I jumped the last few rungs to the floor.

Her eyes widened with concern. “You’ll talk to your sister?”

“Yeah, she’ll be cool.”

Josie’s face went blank. “She’s cold? Should I provide another blanket?”

“No, I mean, she’ll understand.”

Back in the cabin I fell onto the hard cot, groaning along with the creak
of the worn out springs. I slipped my hands behind my head, stared at the
wood-beam ceiling, and focused on a few deep, long breaths. Everything
would be okay. Casey would come back for me. I just needed to bide my time,
wait it out. And, at least I had Josie to keep me company.

If I hadn’t been so famished, I would’ve skipped supper altogether just

to avoid the questioning that was sure to come about my missing sister, but my



stomach overruled.

Everyone was gathering around the table by the time I entered. Sara
shot me a look.

“Cassandra didn’t return from fetching water. Have you seen her?”

I took a seat and lowered my eyes. “Yeah, she’s not well. Some flu or
something. Came on really fast.”

“Should 1 send someone to tend to her?” Before I could answer she
called for Josie.

“No,” I said, “Case, uh, Cassandra was very clear about wanting to be
left alone.”

Sara paused, then nodded. “Very well, then.”

The kitchen filled with the sounds of chair legs scraping along the
wooden floor, the bickering between little kids, and the final additions of

dishes to the table. Then Mr. Watson called his family to order to pray over the

food.

Afterwards, I headed back to the cabin smacking at the army of
mosquitoes that appeared with dusk. Inside I struck a wooden match against a
matchbox, sniffing in the faint smell of phosphorus, and held it to the wick of
the candle. I sat up on the cot with my back against the wall and watched the

shadows cast by the small flame flicker about the room.



It was strangely quiet, until my ears tuned into the sounds of the
outdoors. Crickets. A hoot of an owl. Another noise I couldn’t identify. My
nerves sprung awake. What kind of wild animals populated the forest around
here, anyway? Could there be thieves wandering about?

It was probably just the wind, but I went to the door to lock it. It didn’t
have a locking mechanism. Had locks not been invented yet?

I took the wooden chair in the corner and propped it up under the
handle. Back on my bed, I twiddled my thumbs. Actually #wddled. 1 itched to
have my laptop to play War of the Universe. The nineteenth century was boring,
man.

Truth be told, it was kind of freaky being alone in a dark cabin on the
edge of the woods at night. No streetlights or neon signs. No music. Too bad I
didn’t have my iPod with me. Wouldn’t Josie freak out if she saw that?

I smiled at the thought of her cute little upturned nose and bright eyes.
Not to mention her curvy body. Even that nightgown she wore all day couldn’t
hide it.

I shucked in under my blankets and then remembered I should blow out
the candle. Last thing I needed was to burn down the cabin and me with it.

Too bad Casey wasn’t here. As super annoying as she was, I wouldn’t
have minded her company right now. I didn’t like how the blanket that hung in

the middle of the room moved like there was someone behind it.



I lit the candle again, and tore it down, throwing it onto Casey’s bed.

That was better.

I tossed and turned, miffed that the cot was so hard. How was a guy
supposed to sleep?

Finally I dozed off, and it felt like I’d slept all of ten minutes. Next thing
I knew, the sun shone brightly through the window and I heard the rooster
crow. I covered my head with my pillow and rolled over.

Then a knock on the door with Duncan’s voice coming from behind.
“Timothy, are you in there? Pa is getting antsy.”

I forced my eyes to open and pushed myself into a standing position.
Last thing I needed was to get booted off the farm. What would I do if I
couldn’t stay here?

I dressed quickly and ran across the yard, trying to make up for lost
time. Sara confronted me at the kitchen doorway, her red hair pulled back
tightly with two ropes of braids running down her back. Someone should tell
her that wasn’t an attractive look.

“Where’s Cassandra?” she asked. “Is she still 1ll?”

Man. I should’ve spent some time working on an excuse. Being sick
wasn’t going to account for her being missing.

“She’s better now, but she had to go.”

“She had to go?”



“Um...”

“Was there another family crisis?”

I stared at my boots. “Uh, yeah, I guess so.”

“And she went by Jerself?”” Sara shook her head sharply. She had her tea
towel twisted so tightly I thought she might whip my legs. I took a step back.

“I would’ve sent someone with her,” she huffed. “Why doesn’t she ever
say goodbye?”’

I offered an apologetic shrug.

“Go on in,” she motioned to me. “There’s some oatmeal left on the
table, but don’t dawdle. You're expected in the barn.”

I held back from saying “Yes, ma’am.” And I certainly didn’t dawdle.

Man, I was starving again. Must be all this fresh air. I scooped a glob of
cold porridge into a bowl and frowned. Not too appetizing. I piled on the
brown sugar and super thick milk and forced it down.

Josie was there, feeding a little brother. She sneaked glances at me and 1
smiled discreetly. Though maybe not discreetly enough. Sara cleared her throat
and knitted her red eyebrows.

I shoved the last spoonful into my mouth and carried my dirty dishes to
the sink, an action that seemed to surprise her, if her eyebrow activity was
anything to go by.

I ran across the back yard, puffing lightly as I entered the barn.



Mr. Watson saw me and said, ““Tomorrow you will arrive for breakfast
on time. That’s not a suggestion.”

“Yes, sir” I wondered if it would be impertinent to ask for an alarm
clock.

Mzr. Watson handed me a pitchfork and I followed him and Duncan out
to a horse and cart. Mr. Watson straddled the horse whose mane was nearly
the same color as Mr. Watson’s red hair. He nudged the horse’s flanks and
trotted off. Apparently me and Duncan were walking.

Duncan pointed. “We’re weeding the potato field.”

I nodded, already anticipating the blisters I’d have on my hands by the
end of the day. I followed him until we reached the field, and watched him dig
into the earth between rows. Then I mimicked him.

I wondered why Willie hadn’t joined us, so I asked Duncan. “Did he
leave already?”

“Nah, he’s fixing up the chicken coop. Lucky son of a gun.” Duncan
covered his eyes with one hand from the glare of the morning sun.

“Cleaning the chicken coop makes him lucky?”

“No, he’s lucky because he’s over eighteen.”

I still wasn’t getting it. “So?”

“When you’re eighteen you can join the army.” He said this like it was

something 1 should already know, which explained the odd look that came



before it.

I grabbed a fistful of weeds and threw them into a pile. “I thought he
almost got killed? Isn’t that a reason to avoid the army?”

“Nabh, his injuries weren’t serious.” He tossed me a sly grin. “Just enough
to get the girls all crazy over him.”

Duncan took a hanky out of his pocket and wiped the sweat from his
brow. I did the same.

“Plus,” he continued, “it gets him off this farm doesn’t it? He gets to
have an adventure, shoot guns, fight for the glory of the Union.”

I loosened the earth with my pitchfork, bent down and plucked out
more weeds. “That does sound exciting.”

“And can you think of a better way to impress gitls than to show up at a
party dressed in your army uniform? The girls almost faint over a man in a
uniform.”

“You got a point there, Duncan. Where do we sign up?”’

“I can’t. ’'m only sixteen.” His gaze settled on me. “How old are your”

“Eighteen,” I said without hesitation, though I was actually the same age
as Duncan. That’s the thing about being tall, people always think you’re older
than you are. Plus, my facial hair was filling out. I rubbed my chin, satisfied

with the bristles I felt there.



The field grass we were weeding made me sneeze like every two minutes
and drove me crazy. Stupid allergies. My eyes itched and it was all I could do
not to stop pitching weeds, and pull my eyeballs out of my head.

Duncan laughed at me.

“Hang in there, Timothy,” he said. “Soon we will hear the midday meal
bell.”

I wondered if Casey would be back at the house by then. Just how long
would it be before she came back for me?

Then I realized I didn’t know how this time travel thing worked. It
wasn’t like there was a button she could push. How much time went by in
between her “trips?” Man, I couldn’t believe I hadn’t asked her these things.

I didn’t mind playing farm boy for a day, but I was ready to go home. 1
craved a grilled sandwich on white bread with processed sliced cheese and
tomato soup that only required a can-opener to make.

Casey wasn’t there when the noon bell rang for lunch.

And she didn’t show up for supper, a thick vegetable stew and bread as
heavy as a brick.

Josie made eyes at me across the kitchen but I was in no mood for
tooling around. My eyeballs still burned, and I needed a shower, bad. I was

exhausted and right about the prediction of blisters on my hands.



When I got back to the cabin, I slammed the door and smacked it with
my fist. Was I going to be left here for good? Well, at least my parents wouldn’t
have to deal with their problem child anymore. Casey could have the happy
tamily unit she’d been crying for these past two years without me around to
stir up trouble.

I used the outhouse behind the cabin, which was no fun in the dark of
night—I’d forgotten to bring the candle with me. Then I washed up with water
I had to pump out of the ground myself.

The hard cot suddenly felt like a feather bed. I closed my eyes and a
second later the sun was up and the rooster crowed.

I groaned. At home I pushed the snooze button on my alarm a dozen
times and then waited for Mom to rag on me.

But I didn’t want to face the wrath of Mr. Watson, and I had no choice
but to stick it out here. Where would I go if they kicked me out, and how
would Casey find me when she came back?

If she came back.

The third day wasn’t any better than the first two. In fact it was worse
because I was really stiff and sore. Maybe I should’ve gone to the gym more.

We’d moved from the potato fields to the strawberry patch. Though
there was more squatting and my quads burned, at least I wasn’t allergic to

anything there.



“You missed the main crop,” Duncan said, pulling his cap down on his
head. He’d lent me one for some relief from the sun. “These are the late ones,
only good for making preserves.” He looked at me like he didn’t know why he
was telling me these things, I should know all this if I were actually from
around here, but there was no way for me to hide my lack of farming skills. I
just shrugged and nodded anyway.

My hands were stained red with the juice and my back ached. So did
pretty much every other part of my body. I didn’t know where John Lennon
got off thinking strawberry fields were all romantic and poetic. He obviously
hadn’t spent any time picking.

After a lunch of biscuits and gravy, which I had to admit was pretty
tasty, I was about to head out with Duncan when Josie showed up.

“Timothy?”

“Oh, hey, Joste.”

“Are you coming to the send-off tonight?”

I shrugged. “What’s the send-off?”

“It’s a party at the Turners’ barn. For the soldiers before they head back
to camp and off to war.”

“Yeah, sure. I'll come.” Anything to help pass the time. Besides, Josie’s
cheeks were flushed from talking to me. I liked how I affected her. I smiled

and her smile grew even wider.



“That’s splendid. I'll leave a clean change of clothes for you on the cabin
steps. You look like you’d fit into Willie’s.”

Clean clothes and a party? Bonus. I mentally scheduled a swim in the
lake to wash up.

Josie twirled a little, the skirt of her dress flaring out, but I still couldn’t
get a glimpse of her legs.

“You’ll dance with me, Timothy?”

“Uh, I’'m not much of a dancet.”

“Me either, but it doesn’t look hard. We could learn together.”

Why not. “Okay, sure. I have to go now, or Duncan will chew me out
for talking to you.”

I left with a little skip in my step. I wondered how teens partied in the

nineteenth century.



CHAPTER EIGHT

TIM

I FOUND A SECLUDED SECTION of the lake, stripped down to my
birthday suit and jumped in. The initial shock of moving from hot and sticky
to cool and wet only lasted a moment and after a few minutes of kicking my
legs like an eggbeater, the lake felt like a bathtub.

It was fitting since I was completely naked. I'd never skinny dipped
before and it was strangely exhilarating, though I did find myself checking for
stray Watson kids, or day workers wandering by.

I'd snagged the bar of soap from the cabin, a rough, harsh looking bar.
Homemade, probably. Certainly no gentle dove image stamped into it. I
scrubbed my skin with it and did my best to lather my hair. Anything would be
an improvement. Then I dried off with a small towel. The warmth of the sun
smoothed out my goosebumps. The pants Josie had left on the step for me
were made of wool or something, kind of itchy with a button-up fly. The shirt
was white with some sort of tie thing I didn’t know how to do up.

Later, back at the cabin when it was almost time to go, Duncan helped
me to get it on right, and I was more than just a little uncomfortable with the

close encountet.



Nothing against Duncan, I just preferred his sister.

The whole family piled into two carriages. I sat next to Duncan and
across from Josie, who had a younger sister on her lap. I remembered what
Casey had said about being alone with the opposite sex unchaperoned and it
dawned on me how lucky I was that Casey had found us together in the barn
and not Mr. Watson.

I had a window seat and this was my first view of the road to Boston in
1862. Let’s just say it was bumpy. Not much to look at either. Mostly farms
and farmhouses and lots of trees.

Sara sat squished in beside Josie, her face blotching red. “I just hate
saying goodbye, especially in these circumstances,” she said.

“Henry and Willie aren’t leaving tonight,” Josie answered. “Don’t think
about that. Have fun.”

“Yes, you are right,” she wiped her nose with a small piece of cloth.
“Tomorrow has enough worries of its own.”

“Who’s Henry?” I said.

Sara blushed again but Josie answered, “Henry is Sara’s betrothed.”

Sara was engaged? I worked to keep the surprise I felt off my face. She
didn’t look old enough to be getting married to me.

We didn’t go all the way into Boston, more like East Cambridge or

somewhere in Somerville. We turned up a long drive made of two parallel



grooves in the grass, and finally arrived at the Turners’ barn. A load of horses
and carriages filled the yard. I took a whiff. And also a lot of horse manure.

I followed Duncan into the barn, which wasn’t as big as I'd imagined. I
pictured something more like a hall, but it was an actual barn. No wonder
there were so many horses in the yard. Theyd been booted out for the
evening. Open wooden beams ran up the walls and across an arched ceiling. A
loft filled with hay opened up to the room on the far end with a makeshift
stage set up under it.

A band consisting of four guys—a banjo, a flute, a fiddle, and a rickety
looking drum—were pounding out something musical. I'd never heard music
that wasn’t amplified before, but they managed to be loud enough to fill the
room. I noticed they favored tunes with strong patriotic themes.

Couples were already dancing in the middle of the floor, and I knew I
was going to be in trouble trying to dance with Josie. I pictured the kind of
dances that we had at school, where you just pressed up against a girl and
swayed back and forth a little. This was an actual move your feet and the six-
inch rule.

And much like a high school dance, the guys gathered in a group on one
side of the building and the girls huddled together on the other side, but both
sides were constantly glancing over to the other. Some things don’t change,

even in a hundred and fifty years.



Willie had his uniform on. The blue coat had brass buttons down the
front and on the cuffs, long to mid-thigh over gray pants. He wore a blue,
suede cap on his head that had two little brass muskets crossing each other on
the front of it. A wide leather belt with a rectangular brass buckle was cinched
at the waist.

He was talking to another guy about the same age, stocky and blond
with a full beard and mustache forming, and also dressed in uniform.

“That’s James Whitbey,” Duncan said, following my gaze. “Willie’s good
friend.”

“Also heading off to war,” I said, stating the obvious.

“James just enlisted. His father is very much against it.”” Duncan sighed.
“Yeah, lucky devils. They get all the fun.”

I didn’t remember very many details about the Civil War from my
American history class, in fact, I was pretty sure I'd slept through most of it,
only getting by because I sat next to Pamela Hines, who let me cheat. I did
remember that the war went on for a few years.

“Don’t worry, I’'m sure you’ll get a chance,” I said.

“Perhaps. When the war started last year, everyone expected a swift
victory. No one believed it would still be running through a second summer

season. So, maybe you’re right.”



I was right. It was slightly unnerving knowing the future. Too bad I
couldn’t take advantage of it, like to buy stocks or something.

Not that I had money. Or knew anything about stocks.

The group of guys started thinning out as more of them made their way
to the girls and asked them to dance.

Sara was dancing with some guy who must be the Henry fellow she was
engaged to. I hadn’t seen her in anything but a kitchen dress before, and
despite my earlier judgments on her plain looks, she actually looked attractive
tonight. I didn’t like the big hoop thing all the women had going on, but it
helped that she was smiling. Henry was on the short side with wide shoulders
and dark hair parted on the side. He wasn’t what modern girls would call a
hottie, but you could tell by the way he was staring at Sara he thought she was
something.

Duncan was watching them, too.

“You going to dance?” I said.

He shook his head. “No, I’'m not, I don’t, it’s no...”

“Whoa, don’t hurt yourselt.” I patted him on the back. “Someone has to
keep watch over here.” I looked over his shoulders and saw Josie staring our
way. She was extra pretty tonight with long ringlets that hung down her back
and a ribbon in her hair. I'd better get over there if I wanted to stay in her

good books.



I started across the floor, and she met me in the middle, her face
wearing a brilliant smile. Maybe wool pants were considered hot in the 1800s.

I offered both of my hands, hoping she’d guide me. She understood and
placed my right hand on her waist and took my left hand in hers. Her other
hand rested on my shoulder. A safe adult approved six inches remained
between our bodies like a force field.

“I don’t know what to do,” I confessed.

“You never went to a dance in Springfield? Did your mother not teach
you?”’

“Uh, my mother wasn’t well.”

“It’s okay, I'll lead.”

I followed her footsteps, only landing on her toe once, and we managed
to move in some kind of circle.

The music was loud enough that you couldn’t hear the shuffling of our
teet, but not so loud that we couldn’t talk, unlike at home when you had to
shout in your partner’s ear if you wanted to say something.

Thinking of home made me a little, I don’t know, home-sick? A pit had
grown in my gut and that surprised me. For months now all I'd wanted to do
was get away from my house and my family. Here I was, independent of them,

dancing with a pretty girl, and I felt a little depressed.



Josie noticed, her lips pulled down in a cute little pout. “Is everything
okay, Timothy?”

“Yeah, fine.” I forced a smile. “I was just wondering. How often does
my sister come to work for your family?”

“Well, it’s hard to say with her. She comes and goes a lot but doesn’t
really ever stay that long.” Her eyes sparkled with a memory. “Once, there was
this big scandal.”

“Scandal?” That surprised me. Casey was as good as they came. She
never did anything wrong. It wouldn’t occur to me to put the words “scandal”
and “Casey” in the same sentence.

“Yes,” Josies full red lips turned up. “A very wealthy man, who turned
out to be a scoundrel, asked Cassandra to marry him. In front of everyone at a
banquet he hosted at his mansion. Can you imagine?”

No I couldn’t. “A rich guy actually proposed to my sister?”

“She never mentioned this?”

I shook my head.

“Your brother Nathaniel was very troubled by the matter.”

“I bet he was.” I smiled at what must've been a nasty situation for
perfect Nate Mackenzie. “So what happened?”

“Cassandra said, ‘Maybe.” Softly, like a little mouse. But the hall was so

quiet that everyone heard her. Mr. Willingsworth’s face grew red with



embarrassment, but he recovered by making a joke and basically ordered
everyone to get back to eating.”

I chuckled. I would’ve liked to have seen that. What a surprise Casey had
turned out to be with this secret adventurous life.

Why did all the good things always happen to her?

“When was the last time Case, uh, Cassandra came to stay with you?”

“Eight months? A year? I can’t remember.”

“A year?” I was stunned. I imagined being left here for a day or two,
maybe a week, but a year? Suddenly my throat had grown very dry.

The song ended, and Josie led me to the refreshment table, where we
were given lukewarm, sweetened tea. No ice, of course. I chugged mine back
and asked for more.

In the corner a group of young guys had gathered in a crooked line up.

“What’s going on over there?” I asked Josie.

“That’s the recruiting table. President Lincoln has put a call out for
more volunteers.”

I put my empty cup on the table and started walking. A poster hung off

the end of the table.

GENERAL POPE’S ARMY.

"Lynch Law for Guerillas and No Rebel Property Guarded!"



IS THE MOTTO OF THE
Thirteenth MASSACHUSETTS REGIMENT.

This Regiment is second to none in
regard to discipline and efficiency, and is in the healthiest and most delightful conntry.
Office at Coolidge House, Bowdoin Square.
CAPT. C. KMUDGE.

LIEUT. A. D. SAWYER.

“We’re making it easy for fellows who can’t make it into Boston,” the
guy behind the table said when he caught my eye.

“Timothy?” Josie tugged on my sleeve. “What are you doing?”

“I’'m volunteering,” 1 just wanted one battle, then I'd sneak off and be
back at the Watson farm before Casey returned. If I had to choose between

weeding and shooting, I'd take shooting any day.



CHAPTER NINE

CASEY

MOM’S PANIC PEAKED at about ten o’clock that night. It started off
with frantic cleaning. First, she pushed all her home decorating samples—
carpets, paint chips, window blinds—into the corner of the dining room. Then
we were assaulted with the loud whine of the vacuum cleaner. After that she
madly scrubbed the kitchen counter tops and the window sills.

I shrugged apologetically at Nate. I hated that he had to be here to
witness our family drama, but I couldn’t let him out of my sight. I didn’t know
when the next trip would trigger, and I’'d promised him I’d take him with me. I
wasn’t sure how that would help, though. Then I’d just have two guys to have
to find and hold onto when the dizziness began, and there was always the risk
that I’d leave one or both of them behind again.

I leaned into him from our spot on the couch. “You should go.”

“But...”

“It’s okay. I'll go to bed soon. I never travel while I'm sleeping.”

Nate nodded then. I had a feeling the whole fracturing-family scene was
making him uncomfortable. “I’ll be over first thing in the morning. We’ll find a

way to trigger a trip back.”



I followed Nate to the front door and kissed him good night. Then I
took a deep breath, steadying myself to face whatever came next.

Mom?s lips thinned into a tight line. “We need to call the police,” she
said.

Dad had been staring at his touch tablet, but I don’t think he’d actually
touched it in the last half hour. “He’s only been gone a few hours,” he said.
“He’s sixteen, not six. They’re not going to take it seriously.

“But he left his car,” Mom insisted. “I found his cell phone and his
wallet in the glove compartment. He wouldn’t go anywhere without those.”

Dad rubbed his balding head and puffed loudly through his nose.
“Okay, I'll call.”

I felt sick. There was no way they were going to find him tonight, and
probably not tomorrow or the next day either. Before too long I'd be staring at
Tim’s face on the back of a milk carton.

Mom sat on the couch in the living room, leaning forward over her lap.
A tear escaped down her face and I offered her a tissue.

“I’m sure he’s fine, Mom.”

She blew her nose, her face turning an unflattering shade of red. “Yeah,
then where 1s he?”

I sat beside her, curling my feet under me. “I don’t know, but he’ll come

home eventually.”



“I called all his friends. None of them know where he is. Or, at least
that’s what they’re saying,”

Dad interrupted. “The police are on their way.”

I closed my eyes and muffled a groan. The police were going to question
me. I had to get my story straight. Did any of the neighbors see me fighting
with Tim at his car? I wracked my brain trying to remember. They always
seemed to be out and about at the most inconvenient times. Like last year
when Tim got escorted home by the police for allegedly stealing cigarettes.
News of yet another family humiliation (the first being the separation of my
parents), hit Facebook almost immediately. I thought of Chase Miller. Had he
been loitering outside, as seemed to be his habit?

The doorbell rang, and Dad let in two police officers who introduced
themselves then followed Dad into the living room.

They asked Mom and Dad a bunch of questions about Tim, and I
winced when they described him as angry and rebellious. My mother broke
down in tears again when she told them about finding drugs in his room.

Tim was going to be in a heap of trouble when he got back, and likely
he’d be blaming me. If he hadn’t gotten left in the past, the police wouldn’t
have been involved.

Okay, I kind of expected to be questioned but not to be treated like a

suspect. Two officers stood before me. A tall one with a comb-over and a



mustache, and his younger, shorter sidekick. I sat on the couch and the way
they stared down at me made me feel like I was back in fifth grade hiding a
wad of gum in my cheek when Mrs. Black demanded to look inside my mouth.

“When was the last time you saw your brother?” The tall one said.

I couldn’t help staring at his mustache, how it looked like it was growing
up his nose.

I averted my eyes. “I came home just as he was leaving.”

The younger cop jotted my answer down in a notepad hed
ceremoniously flicked open.

“What were you doing just before you got home?” the first officer
asked.

“Saying good -bye to my boyfriend in the front yard.”

“Who’s your boyfriend?”

“Nate Mackenzie.” The officer with the note pad jotted his name down.
I shifted nervously. I really hoped I hadn’t gotten him in trouble somehow.

“Did you know your brother was doing drugs?” The mustache officer
asked.

“No,” I stated emphatically. “And just to be clear, there’s no proof he
was doing drugs.”

The officer’s eyebrows jumped a little, giving away his personal doubt.

“According to your mother, he was in possession.”



“Well, that doesn’t actually mean they were his.”

My mother butted in. “Just like the cigarettes weren’t his.”

Please, Mom, you’re not helping.

“Do you know who he got the drugs from?”

I wondered why no one had told him the mustache just wasn’t working.

Didn’t he have a wife or a mother?

“No,” I said.
“Your boyfriend mayber”
“NO!”

My strong answer made the note-taker look up.

Mustache said, “You’re sure about that?”

I kept my voice steady. “Yes, I'm sure. Nate and Tim never hung out.
They don’t really like each other.”

“Why is that?”

Oh, why did I add that last bit? These guys were making me nervous,
and I wiped sweat off my top lip. I probably totally looked like I was lying.
Which I was. It was a necessary evil. If I told them the truth, they’d probably
lock me up.

“Miss Donovanr”

“Tim’s just not that friendly. Maybe he didn’t like me dating an older guy.

Nate doesn’t like how Tim treats the family.”



“How much older is Nate?”

Oh my God, how did this get to be about Nate?

“Iwo years.”

“Do you have an address for Mr. Mackenzie?”

“Why?” I started to freak. “This has nothing to do with him.”

“We’ll be the ones to determine if that’s the case, miss.”

I reluctantly told them his address and the note taker jotted it down. At
least I knew they wouldn’t find anything incriminating, but I felt bad that Nate
would have to go through an uncomfortable interrogation. And I hoped he
wouldn’t unintentionally say anything that could complicate matters.

Like I just did.

They left saying they’d contact us the moment they had any news. I went
directly up the steps to my room, with mom and dad glaring at my back. I

knew they didn’t believe me either.

I woke the next morning to Lucinda’s ring tone. I could picture her
petite self pushing her long black hair—hair I'd spent most of my existence
coveting—behind her ears and tucking her cell phone against the side of her
face.

“Lucinda?” 1 said.

“I think Josh wants to break up with me.”



I sat up against my pillow. “Why would you think that? I thought you
were doing greatr”

“I thought so, too.” Her voice broke. “But he’s not returning my calls or
my text messages. I haven’t seen him for almost a week.”

“Well, he could be busy with work and stuff.”

“That never stopped him before. I can just tell he’s cooled oft.”

I studied my nails. I probably should take a file to them soon. “You’re
sure you’re not just jumping to conclusionsr”

“I don’t think so. The last time we were together all he could talk about
was how much he preferred the balmy weather of Florida compared to the
extreme temperatures here, and how awesome UF was.”

“It’s natural he’d be excited about his time at college.”

“Yeah, and college girls.”

I bit my lip. I worried about that, too. Nate didn’t leave the state, but
how long before he got tired of hanging out with a high school student?

“You’re as good as any college girl. Josh would be an idiot to let you go.”

“You think so?”

“Of course I do. You're awesome.”

“You have to say that because I'm your best friend.” I heard the smile in
her voice. Crisis averted.

“Anyway,” she continued. “I hear your brothet’s up to no good again.”



My jaw went slack. “Word’s out already?”

“Yup, so what did he do this time? Steal a car? Mug an old woman?”

Wow, Tim’s reputation was preceding him. “Actually, Mom found a
suspicious substance in his room.”

“No way.

“Way.”

She snorted. “How long is he grounded for this time?”

“Well,” I made the mistake of trying to run my fingers through my cutls.
“They haven’t exactly found him yet.”

“He’s missing?”

I winced as I pulled my hand out of my knotted mess. “Sort of.”

“How can you be sort of missing?” she said. I could picture her
eyebrows furrowing,

“Um...”

“Casey?”

I cleared my throat. “I kind of took him back and left him there.”

“Um, I’'m sorry. It sounded like you said you took him back.” She paused
briefly. “And left him there.”

“That 7s what I said.”

Lucinda gasped. “How?”



I told her about how angry I’d gotten with him about the stash Mom
had found, and about how I felt like he was wrecking our family life after it’d
just had a chance to get back to normal.

“He tried to pluck my fingers off his car door, and it happened.”

“And you came back without him?”

I sat on the edge of the bed feeling irritated. “I didn’t mean to. It was his
stupid fault. I told him to be ready but instead he had to make out with the
tirst girl he saw.”

Lucinda clucked on the phone. “Sounds like he deserved to be left
behind.”

I agreed. “The scare might do him good, but I hate what it’s doing to
my parents.”

“So what’s the plan?”

That was just it. I let out a long sigh. I didn’t really have a plan.



CHAPTER TEN

TIM

TODAY WAS THE DAY. I for one was not sorry to ditch this farm.
With the exception of not seeing Josie, I wouldn’t care if I never stepped foot
back here again.

Which I knew was impossible. I had to come back eventually to find
Casey and catch my first class ticket back to the future.

The Watson house was thick with emotion now that they had to say
goodbye to their golden boy again. This time he was headed to a camp to help
train new recruits like me before we were all sent out to the front lines.

I really hoped that wouldn’t take long. I lifted my arms like I held an
imaginary rifle and shot at an imaginary foe. Pow!

I left the cabin and went looking for Josie. I wanted to make sure we had
time for a private goodbye.

Willie entered the back yard as I crossed it.

“Hello, Timothy,” he called, waving me over.

“Hey,” I said.

Willie’s ginger hair glistened in the sunlight. He’d taken time to grease it

back, and for a moment I wondered if I should’ve put more effort into my



appearance. Joining the Union Army was a big deal.

“I’ve been meaning to ask you,” Willie started. He ran one hand over the
other and studied the ground, looking uncomfortable.

I wondered if he’d found out something about me and Josie, and if I was
about to get a “talkin’ to.”

I pulled on the collar of my shirt.“Yeah?”

“Does your family know you’ve enlisted?”

Okay, so not about Josie. I let out a small breath and shrugged. “I
suppose they’ll find out eventually.”

Willie shook his head, clearly unimpressed. “Are you sure you don’t want
to notify them of your plans? There will always be another call to volunteer.”

“No, I want to go now. The Union needs men now.”

Besides, I'd rather go with guys I sort of knew, like Willie and his friend
James. If I waited, I'd be with complete strangers.

Willie’s frown grew deeper. “But what about Cassandra? Would she
approver”

“She’s not my mother.” I said, and Willie’s eyebrows shot up. I supposed
that came off a little disrespectful. I softened my tone. “I mean, she would
understand. She’s used to me making my own decisions.”

Willie’s shoulders lifted as he inhaled deeply. “Very well then. We shall

be leaving for camp within the hour.”



He disappeared to the front of the house and I stuck my head in the
kitchen hoping to find Josie. She was there, stirring something in a large bowl
with a big wooden spoon. I motioned for her to meet me outside.

Sara spotted me. “Is there something you need, Timothy?” she said,
wiping wet hands on her apron.

“Uh, I was looking for Willie?”

“He just went outside. You didn’t see him?”

“I must have missed him. I’ll go look around.”

Josie removed her apron and picked up a bucket. “I’'m going for water,
Sara.”

I moved out of her way as she pretended to ignore me. Sara’s eyes were
on me, and I feigned disinterest as well.

“I’ll check the front of the house,” I said, before leaving,

And of course, I headed straight for the water pump.

“You look so handsome, Timothy,” Josie said when I joined her. She
dropped her bucket on the ground and I shot her my winningest smile.

“I just wanted to say goodbye before I left.”

She giggled and her dark eyes shone. I loved how her face lit up when
she saw me, and I felt mine shine for her as well. I had a sudden and
unexpected surge of disappointment that I wouldn’t be able to see her every

day any more.



I crooked my finger. “Come here.”

She reached for my hand and pulled me into the cover of the forest.

“I’ll miss you,” she whispered, “but I’'m so proud of you.”

“I’ll miss you too,” I said, and I wasn’t lying; I leaned in and kissed her
cherry red lips.

“You'll stay safe,” she said through our kisses.

“Of course.” I was so tuned in to what was going on between us, I never
heard the footsteps approaching.

“Josephine!”

We snapped apart at Sara’s stern voice.

Busted.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

CASEY

I GOT CLEANED UP and dressed quickly in denim shorts and a
cotton blouse. I left my bed unmade, and my steel-blue quilt a knotted mess.
My discarded clothes from the day before lay on the floor. Normally, I'd take
the time to tidy things up, but not today. I stood in front of my mirror
debating what to do with my hair, and settled with pulling it back into a low
knot.

When I went downstairs I found my mom and dad sitting together at
the kitchen table, a coffee pot and two half empty cups between them. Mom’s
eyes were rimmed red and dad was grasping her hand, giving it a comforting
squeeze.

I cleared my throat. “G’morning.” No emphasis on the “good.”

“Casey come sit down,” Dad said. “We want to ask you a few
questions.”

Didn’t I get the third-degree last night? “Can I get breakfast first?”

Dad nodded, and Mom blew her nose. I gathered up a bowl of cereal
and a glass of juice before joining them. I scooped up my first bite of cereal,

and the crunching of the flakes and granola filled my ears.



“Casey,” my mom began, “if there’s anything you’re not telling us about
Tim, please tell us. We promise that you won’t get in trouble.”

“You’re not protecting him by keeping his confidences,” my Dad added.

I could barely swallow my next bite. The pain on my parents’ faces
broke my heart.

“I wish I could help,” I said shaking my head.

They stared at me stony-eyed, like they didn’t believe me and hurt
because they didn’t understand why I wouldn’t help them.

I finished breakfast, brushed my teeth and went outside to wait for
Nate. Usually, I spent either the mornings or afternoons working for my mom
at her interior-design business—making appointments, filing, data entry, that
kind of thing—but with Tim’s disappearance, she put her projects on hold. In
fact, she hadn’t even changed out of her pajamas.

The step was warm from the morning sun. I tilted my head and closed
my eyes, letting the rays massage my face.

“Mornin’, neighbor.”

My eyes snapped open to see Chase Miller standing six feet away gazing
at me.

For some reason the sight of him made my heart race. He just startled
me that was all.

“Oh, hi,” I said, feighing nonchalance.



The cuff of his T-shirt had pulled up and a black tattoo peeked out from
underneath. Some kind of bird. Chase saw me gawking at it and wiped a hand
to smooth out the cuff of his sleeve.

“Quite the party you had here last night,” he said, distracting me. His
mouth moved into a half grin that was somehow charming.

I pushed a cutl off my face. “What do you mean?”

His eyebrows danced. “Do you often have cops dropping in?”

“No.” T hid the discomfiture I felt knowing he’d witnessed our police
visitation. “Um, my brother’s missing.”

Chase’s flirty grin (yes, flirty!), morphed into concern. “Really? What
happened?”

“Well,” T stalled not knowing what the official word was. “We don’t
know. He may’ve just run off with his friends.”

He tilted his head. “The rebellious type?”

My eyes found their way to his and locked on. “You could say that.”

Chase’s gaze never broke from mine and I couldn’t stop the shiver of
nerves it caused. I forced my eyes closed.

“Let me know if there’s anything I can do to help,” he said.

Sweet of him, but too bad there was nothing he could do. “I'll keep that
in mind.”

Just then Nate pulled into the drive.



“Uh, that’s my ride.” I stood and brushed dust off my butt. “I gotta go.”

“Sure.” Chase said, stepping backwards toward his house. “See you
around.”

Chase was gone before I could introduce him to Nate, who must've
seen us talking as he drove up. His eyes narrowed as he watched Chase
disappear into his yard.

“Who was that?”” he said.

“New neighbor. Just being friendly.”

Nate stared at the Miller house like he wasn’t too crazy about the boy
next door, but I took his arm and directed us to the neighborhood park where
we could talk in private.

“I have to get Tim back ASAP,” I said. I didn’t have time to focus on
anything else, especially distracting new neighbors. “His disappearance is
ripping my parents up.”

“Slow down.” Nate tugged on my arm. I hadn’t realized I'd started
speed walking, “Let’s think this through.”

I stopped and faced him. “Youre right. We need to think. Okay, I’'m
thinking. Think, think think, thinking.”

He took both of my arms and forced me to stare into his beautiful,
bright eyes. “Breathe, Casey, it’s going to be all right.”

I just loved how he took charge. I suddenly wanted to kiss him.



Kiss him! That could work. I grabbed his neck and laid a good one on
him. At first he stiffened in surprise, but then he relaxed into it, wrapping his
arms around my waist.

I waited for the dizziness to start and held on to Nate tightly. He tried to
pull back but I just kissed him harder.

“Casey.” He pushed me oft. “What’s going on?”

My heart sank a little. “It didn’t work. It used to work.”

“What?” His eyes widened in question. “Kissing mer”

“Yes,” I said carefully. “Well, not only kissing you, just being near you.”

A shadow flitted across his face. “Are you saying I don't... affect you the
same way anymorer”

I frowned. “I guess not.”

I glanced at him in time to see hurt fill his eyes. “No! You do affect me,
I’'m still affected, very, very affected, it’s just...”

“My presence doesn’t shoot you off into the past anymore.”

I reached for Nate’s arm. “I'm comfortable with you now, in a good
way.” I smiled hoping for one in return. “It’d be really inconvenient if we
tripped every time we kissed. We’d be like yo-yos flying through time.”

The smile I was desperate for finally appeared on Nate’s face. “Good
point. As long as your flame hasn’t gone out.”

“It’s not out, I promise you.”



“Good. So, anyway,” Nate said as we started walking again. He threaded
his fingers through mine. “I didn’t get a chance to tell you that I had a little
visit from your cop friends last night.”

“Oh, no.” I squeezed his hand. “Was it terrible? I'm so sorry.”

“Relax, it was fine. I actually didn’t have anything but the truth to tell.
The last time I saw Tim he was walking into your house.”

“I'm not a good liar. They could tell I was holding back, but it’s not like
I can tell them the truth.”

“No you can’t, so getting back to the task at hand.” He ran a hand
through his hair. “How about bungee jumping?”’

“Bungee jumping?

“Yeah, doubles. That should get your heart pumping.”

“But you do remember when we return, it’s to the exact same moment
when we left. All of a sudden we’d be hanging upside down over a river or
something. And what about Tim? We’d drop him, and he could be killed.”

“Okay, maybe not a good idea.”

I didn’t notice the Toyota pulling into the parking lot, but when the
driver’s dark head popped out, I recognized Lucinda.

“Your mom said you might be here,” she said.

“Hi,” I said, realizing I’d left my cell phone in my bag at home. Then I

saw her eyes, all puffy and red. “Lucinda? Are you all right?”



She burst into tears, “Josh broke up with me.”

I was stunned. “Since this morning?”

“He dropped by on his way to work and said he didn’t want to drag
things out anymore. He met someone at UF and even though they aren’t
official, he didn’t want to lead me on. He likes her now, not me.”

She let out a huge sob, and I wrapped her in a safe, non-skin-touching
hug. “Oh, Luce.”

I felt badly since I was the one whod pulled strings to get them
together. Josh was a friend of Nate’s, and if it weren’t for me, he’d never have
noticed Lucinda.

I appealed to Nate with my eyes.

“Uh, Josh is...” Nate’s face flattened out. “He’s just... he’s not ready to...”

Lucinda drew a tissue out of her purse and blew her nose. “Thanks, you
don’t have to make excuses for him.”

The three of us sat on a bench, with me in the middle, all of us looking
kind of lost.

“I didn’t mean to interrupt.” Lucinda hiccupped.

“It’s fine,” I said, though I was starting to get antsy about sitting around
and not finding a way to get back to Tim.

Nate must’ve felt the same way. “But we really should...” he started.



“Oh,” Lucinda said, “I totally forgot about Tim. Oh my goodness,
Casey, you need to get back to him. “

“The question is how,” Nate said.

Lucinda wiped mascara from under her eyes with her tissue. “Have you
tried making out?”

“Lucindal” I said, my face growing crimson.

She flashed me a conflicted look. “Well, it used to work.”

Nate frowned and folded his arms across his chest. “We already tried
that.”

Lucinda’s dark eyes grew wide. “And it didn’t work?”

“Lucinda, please. I need stress. Nate doesn’t stress me out anymore.”
Though this conversation was.

“Okay, let’s think,” Lucinda said.

“We’ve ruled out bungee jumping,” Nate said. Lucinda sent him a “well,
duh” look.

“It’s not like it’s anything specific,” I said. “I mean, I’'m stressed out
about Tim and my parents already. Why isn’t it working?”’

“Time travel is anything but predictable,” Nate said. He got that right.

Lucinda jumped to her feet, almost knocking me off the bench. “I've

got the best ideal!”



CHAPTER TWELVE

TIM

YOU KNOW THAT “fight or flight” impulse they talk about when
youre caught in a difficult or dangerous situation? It’s true. I wasn’t about to
tight Sara Watson, so it was time to flee.

“I gotta run,” I said flashing Josie a disappointed look. I really wished
for a sweeter goodbye. “I don’t want to miss my bus.”

“Bus?” Sara said to my back as I took off.

“Bye, Timothy!” Josie called out.

I overheard Sara tear into her. “What are you thinking? Do you really
want to damage your reputation this way? Timothy Donovan is nothing like
his older siblings, but then again, neither are you.”

Oh, harsh. I felt bad I’d put Josie in that position, but there wasn’t much
I could do about it now.

I made a quick stop at the cabin to grab my small bag of personal
belongings (thanks mostly to Josie), and then kept going until I hit the main
road in front of the house. Willie was there along with most of the Watson
clan. I stayed off to the side so I wouldn’t get in the way of their goodbyes,

trying especially hard to be invisible when Sara and Josie finally joined us.



Willie received hugs and tears from Mrs. Watson and the girls, and
handshakes from Mr. Watson and the guys. I got glaring eyes from Sara while
Josie blew me a discreet kiss, and the rest gave me several pats on the back.
The carriage heading for training at Camp Cameron, a rendezvous and
instruction camp, stopped on the road in front of us, and Willie and I climbed
on.

Willie took a seat beside James Whitbey and I sat across from them.

The carriage was pretty full and was smaller than a city bus by a long
shot—shorter wooden benches, a narrower aisle with a worn wooden floor and
a lower wood framed ceiling. You could tell the new recruits from the old ones
by the eager and nervous looks on their faces. Those who were returning had
sober expressions like they wished they hadn’t gotten out of bed.

Not me. I felt like I was truly alive for the first time in my life. I knew
more than most about the hardships to come, but I was up to it. I wanted to
tight.

I tapped my foot and jiggled my legs, trying to release some of my
nerves until Willie shot me a look of annoyance. I didn’t want to get on his bad
side, so I stopped.

“How long do you think we’ll train at Camp Cameron?” I said to make

conversation.



Willie adjusted the cap on his head. “They move the boys through fairly
quickly. I'd guess only a few days.”

I hoped he was right. I wanted to get out on the field before I had to
head back to the Watsons to find Casey. At least for a couple days, just long
enough to get a few good shots off, maybe take down a confederate or two.
Then I'd sneak away. Defect. Another sort of rebellion that excited me.

The carriage turned off the main road and down a long drive through a
tarmer’s field. The funny thing was, this was my turf in my own time. But here,
I didn’t recognize anything, There weren’t any identifying landmarks. I had no
clue where I was exactly, though I'd overheard the camp was somewhere near
Somerville.

We came to a bunch of outbuildings and the horses stopped, letting out
several snorts and whinnies to announce our arrival.

A blue-eyed man with a mustache and hair long enough to stick out
from under his cap greeted us. He had golden buttons done up to the collar of
his uniform and decorative stripes on the ridges of his shoulders that meant he
was a fourth lieutenant or something. He stood with hands to his sides and
though I understood he was in charge, it seemed he was just as surprised as
anyone to be in his position of authority.

“Welcome, gentlemen. You are now officially part of the regiment

known as the Massachusetts 13 Infantry under the command of General John



Pope. You will be trained here to march and fight. The battle rages on, and
you are now required by God and country to fight for the restoration of the
Union.” He pointed to a younger soldier dressed in the same blue and gray
uniform as me. “Private Jennings will direct you to the barracks. Training
begins promptly at eleven hundred hours.”

Several long buildings, at least fifteen, stood side by side like gigantic
loaves of bread. Private Jennings called out our names and barrack numbers,
and I was relieved to be assigned the same barrack as the rest of the men on
our coach. The barrack felt even longer and narrower from the inside. The
wooden building had doors at both ends and bunk beds lined up along the
length of both walls. The middle walkway was straight and narrow;, like a long,
singular bowling lane. There was room for a hundred guys, and it smelled like
it. I wrinkled my nose at the lingering scent of body odor and bad breath.

These were built in a hurry. I could see daylight peeking through cracks
in the wall as I picked an upper bunk near the front and climbed up. The thin
mattress was hard, filled with hay or something equally unpleasant and bumpy.
The blanket was rough wool, worse than the stuff my itchy pants were made
of. Okay, so not the Hilton.

I studied the government-issued backpack full of goods on my bunk. I

pulled out a set of the long, cotton underwear the guys around here called



“drawers,” a button-down shirt, a pair of wool socks and one pair of wool
“trousers.” Man, didn’t they know it was summertime?

Over this I was to wear a boring-looking jacket and pair of tie up boots.
It was topped off with a cap deep enough to gather nuts and berries. Which
was why it was called a forage cap, I learned.

I put the uniform on and wished there was a mirror for me to check out
my appearance. I was skeptical and suspected I’'d become a nineteenth century
nerd. The jacket hung loosely, and the pant legs ended at my ankles. The cap
was meant for a man with a larger head than I had.

I dumped out the haversack they gave me. Lots of goodies in there. A
canteen, a comb, a sewing kit, and some kind of metal kazoo looking thing. I
held it to my lips and hummed out a tune. It tickled.

A small book. I picked it up and viewed the title. The New Testament.
That was part of the Bible, right?

A pipe and tobacco. Ah, now we were talking. I imagined myself
encamped around a fire, sitting back, smoking my pipe together with the other
guys. Male bonding at its finest.

I stretched out on my bunk. Even though it was lumpy and
uncomfortable, I liked how I could see everything in the barrack from the

vantage point of my head on my pillow—with the exception of the bunk



directly under me. Willie and James took the bunk opposite the bowling lane. 1
recognized the guy next to James. He was engaged to Sara Watson.

“Hey, Henry,” I said.

Henry raised a dark eyebrow.

“It’s Tim, uh, Timothy, from the Watsons. I met you at the barn dance.”

“Oh, yes, of course. Hello.”

Henry wasn’t much into small talk. He set his belongings at the foot of
his bed, then sat on the edge with folded hands.

I'leaned up on one elbow and called out to Willie.

“Is it really that bad out there?” I’d heard some of the guys grumbling
about the marching and waiting,

“Out where?”

“On the field, in battle?”

“I suppose it depends on what you mean by bad. 1 wasn’t particularly
fond of being shot at.”

I hrumphed. Willie broke his arm in a fall. It wasn’t like he took a bullet.
“But, wasn't it exciting? The whole battle situation, I mean.”

Willie raised an eyebrow and James started chuckling. “Got a live one
here, Willie,” he said.

Willie’s face darkened. “It’s not like target practice. Real people die real

deaths. They go home in a box.”



Eh, loosen up. I flopped down on my back and folded my arms across
my chest and worked to calm my nerves. I was ready to get this party started.

The next day I was hoping to get on with target practice, but the fourth
lieutenant guy made us march around a big field instead. We had to line up in
long rows, with our jackets and packs on, just like if we were marching in the
field. One of the lieutenant’s peons would shout orders and we’d have to
tollow them, turning left or right, then straight or stop. Boring stuff like that. I
supposed we would’ve looked impressive from the bleachers, if there were
bleachers here. A thousand guys marching in unison like a huge band.

My head sweat under my cap and I melted under the stupid wool coat.
My shoulders burned from the pack. I was more than relieved when the bugle
sounded and we were dismissed for lunch.

After a so-so meal in the mess hall, a male-only version of a high school
cafeteria with bad jokes and body noises, Private Jennings announced that the
lieutenant was waiting for us in the armory building. Finally, we were going to
be given weapons.

A musket was produced and a whistle went up in the crowd.

“Yes, men,” the lieutenant said. “These are 1861 Springfields.” He ran
his hand along the smooth barrel. “It’s thirty-eight inches long with a range of

tive hundred yards. Much more accurate than the 1855.”



An approving murmur ran through the crowd of men as we lined up to
receive our New weapons.

When he placed the musket rifle in my hands, I was like a mother being
handed her new baby. I fondled it, cradled it, adored it. I'» holding a brand new
1861 musket rifle! Come on!

Out in the field, we lined up twenty-five yards away from crude hand
drawn man sized paper targets. Another soldier demonstrated the technique. It
was a lot to remember. You had to pour the gunpowder into the musket; insert
a small, papery cloth called a wadding; then add the musket ball, which you
packed down with a long, thin, metal pipe called a ramrod. Then you cocked
the hammer halfway, and placed a bit of dry powder called a percussion cup on
the pan. Then you aimed and fired.

So, loading the gun was a hundred steps that took half a day. No wonder
so many men died. You could get shot twenty times in the time it took to load
one musket.

I prepared to take my first shot. I did all the steps, keenly aware that the
other guys went through all the steps in half the time it took me. I eyeballed
the target, my heart thudding against my ribs. When the command came, 1
tired. The kickback almost threw me to the ground and the gun powder that
exploded around me set me off on a sneezing fit. I'd completely missed my

target, not even nicking the paper. I couldn’t believe my aim was that bad.



James laughed like a hyena. “Maybe we could make a trade with the
Confederates. You for an old dog or something.”

Willie laughed too, but at least he tried to hold it in. “You’ll get better
with practice, Timothy. We all miss the first time around.”

I cleaned the barrel again, and followed the steps. This time when the
call came to fire, I was ready for the jerk of the gun. I held my breath until the
powder disbursed. I shook my head to clear the blast wondering if I'd be deaf
by the time this was over. I scanned my target, then kicked the dirt. Still a miss.

Outside of musket practice, the first day in camp was uneventful. We all
had chores and I was assigned to the stable, which, funny enough, I felt quite
at home in now.

The guys horsed around as we got ready for bed that night, much like
we did at kids camp when I was twelve, only now we had whiskers and
underarm hair. James chucked a pillow at Willie, whipping him in the face.
Willie returned the pillow with an impressive throw of his own. Henry stayed
to himself, reading. I recognized the book. It was identical to the one sitting in
my own haversack, The New Testament.

I managed to get a few hours sleep amongst all the snoring and sighing
from other restless sleepers, but I woke with a knot in my back where a major

lump in my mattress had been.



The next day I watched as they put a small white tent up in front of the
mess hall. A wagon was parked beside it and a civilian carried glass plates from
it and into the tent.

“What’s going on?” I asked Willie.

“We’re getting our pictures taken.”

“They have photo technology already?”

Willie squinted and said, “Excuse me?”

“I mean, they can take picturesr”

“Sure. They can take photographs outside now, too. Even though he’s
setting up the tent as his studio, that wagon carries all his cameras and
chemicals to any spot and converts it into a dark room.”

So that was how we got all those old pictures from the Civil War,
courtesy of people like the man in the wagon.

Private Jennings gave us instructions on how to line up, and look serious
when the photographer snapped a picture. I went along with it all and

presented my most serious soldier expression.

The lieutenant entered the mess hall later that day like a house on fire.
“Gentlemen,” he said, his eyes narrowing and his jaw tight. “I’ve just heard
from General Major Pope. As promised, we will be joining the Mass 13th,

already in Virginia. Prepare to leave for Boston in the morning,”



A thrum of nervous excitement moved like a wave through the room. 1
felt like a giddy five-year old about to be let into the candy store. It was
happening, faster than I could’ve hoped.

I was going to war.



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

CASEY

LUCINDA’S IDEA MADE my stomach turn, and that’s why I thought
it could work. It was my idea to stop by the costume shop to dress for the
event first. At least I wouldn’t have to worry about what I was going to be
wearing once I got there.

Lucinda said she had to grab something from home and to meet her at
Cambridge Common. Nate and I headed to the store.

The same lady with the deep set eyes and curly gray hair was working in
the costume shop as the last time I'd been here, and I must’'ve made an
impression because she remembered me.

“Another nineteenth century party?” she said with a smile.

“It’s kind of a club,” I said. “We love the nineteenth century.”

The lady led us to the appropriate section, pointing out the men’s
wardrobe to Nate. He pulled a pair of black trousers out with a matching
dinner jacket and tails. “I can impersonate Robert Willingsworth.”

I grimaced. “I’d rather you didn’t.”

In fact I still wasn’t sure that Nate should come with me at all. It'd be

simpler if I went alone, grabbed Tim’s hand and came back, but I could tell by



how earnest Nate was in selecting our costumes that his mind was set.

I chose a green dress and held it up to my chin. “What do you think?”

Then I had a flashback of the Fall Dance that had started it all. Nate had
asked me to dance (even though it was only a dare) and his evil girlfriend at the
time, had been wearing a dress this same color. It looked fantastic on her.

I started to put the dress back.

“It’s great, Casey. You’ll look beautiful as always.”

“I don’t know. I’'m not crazy about the color.”

Nate sent me a confused look. “It’s not a fashion event. We’re on a
mission here.”

I shook the memories of Jessica off. “You’re right. I'll take it.”

We paid for the costumes and walked out of the store wearing them, our
regular clothes in a bag. The lady just smiled as we left.

My stomach started to clench as we turned off Massachusetts Avenue
onto Waterhouse Street and finally into the parking lot of Cambridge
Common at Harvard. There were crowds of people just as we expected, and it
was especially busy since school was out for the summer and the weather had
been warm and dry. Mothers were pushing children in strollers, lovers were
holding hands, teenagers and college students sat on the grass in tight circles

and I dreaded the thought that I might actually know someone here.



Lucinda showed up with her kitchen step stool. That’s what she had to
go get? She might’ve needed something like that because she was so short, but
I was Amazon woman. I didn’t need any extra height.

“Stand on this,” she said.

I shook my head. “No.”

“Come on, Casey.”” She pressed her knuckles into hips. “It'll grab
everyone’s attention.”

Guess what was the most common fear shared by men and women?
Flying. Obviously, I was not about to catch a plane.

The number two fear?

PUBLIC SPEAKING.

Lucinda’s great idea was for me to recite the Gettysburg Address in a
public place. We had to memorize it in American history. I was the top of my
class and still knew it by heart.

My knees were already quivering, and as I glanced around at the crowd
leisurely meandering through the park, I started to feel sick.

This could work.

I was certain my skin was turning as green as my dress. “I don’t think I
need to stand on that.”

Nate took my hand. “Just do it Casey. I'm right here. I’'m with you.”



I smiled weakly and climbed the step-stool. If people hadn’t noticed me
because of my strange attire before, they were noticing me now.

I closed my eyes, and when I felt Nate gently squeeze my hand I began.
“Four score and seven years ago our fathers brought forth on this continent...”
I dared to open my eyes long enough to see that people had actually stopped
to watch. The teens under the trees looked at me like I was crazy. One of them
let out a round of mocking laughter. I snapped my eyes shut again.

“...a new nation...”

“Speak louder,” Nate said.

Why? Who cared if I was heard? That wasn’t the point of this exercise,
but I took a breath and practically shouted the rest.

“...conceived in liberty, and dedicated to the proposition that all men are
created equal.”

A small crowd had gathered and Nate encouraged me to continue. My
heart pounded and I felt my hands get slippery with sweat. I felt light headed
and was sure I was about to faint one way or another.

“Now we are engaged in a great Civil War, testing whether that nation,
or any nation so conceived and so dedicated, can long endure. We are met on a
great battlefield of that war.”

I felt dizzy and giddy, and that light was forming at my peripheral. It was

happening! I glanced, wide eyed at Nate.



And pulled my hand free just in time.



CHAPTER FOURTEEN

CASEY

I WAS BACK and without Nate. He was going to be so mad when he
realized what had happened, but by then I would already be back with Tim.
No harm no foul.

I hadn’t considered how Tim’ sudden appearance at Cambridge
Common would affect the crowd, but I decided we’d just have to dash out as
tast as we could before we were riddled with questions.

The Harvard College grounds were sparse compared to its modern
counterpart, like a giant hand had plucked away all the newer complexes
leaving only the oldest buildings behind. I spotted the three-story, red-brick
Massachusetts Hall in the distance.

Another apparent change was the number of students who meandered
the paths in the summer months. Not many, and all male. I picked up my skirts
and kept to the least populated paths.

My dress was a little too tight around the armpits and 1 pulled down on
the bodice to no avail. Despite the discomfort I was thankful to already be

dressed—it saved time.



My heart pumped with anxiety. I wouldn’t breathe properly until I had
Tim in my sights. Then I might kill him. If he’'d taken this more seriously and
not picked up the first girl he spotted, we wouldn’t be in this situation. As it
was, 1 could only imagine the trouble he could’ve gotten into since I'd been
gone. I hoped he hadn’t done something stupid and gotten kicked off the
farm.

My brow was sweating in an unflattering fashion when I finally turned
down the Watson drive. The younger kids were running around in the front
yard, and they waved when they saw me.

“Hi!” One of the little boys called.

“Hi, “I called back.

I headed straight for the kitchen doort, and tapped lightly before walking
in. “Sarar”

She had two fists in a large bowl filled with dough, kneading it with a
masterful rhythm. She stopped when she saw me. “Cassandra.”

Her expression scared me. Her head tilted to the left and her mouth
went soft. Her eyes looked like they were tearing up.

“What’s wrongr” My heart took flight. “Did something happen to
Timothy?”

“They’ve left.” She continued her kneading. “I’'m sorry I have to finish

this.”



I was gripped with apprehension.

“Who left?”

“Willie, Henry and Timothy.”

My mouth was so dry, I could barely swallow. A memory flashed of Tim
when we first arrived here, and how he brashly called out to a passing group of
soldiers.

“How long agor”

“Two days. They’re not far away, though, only at Camp Cameron.”

Camp  Cameron, eventually Camp Day, was on the
Cambridge/Somerville border. Not walking distance, but an easy day’s
horseback ride.

If I didn’t get lost.

“I need to find him, Sara. I need to take him home.”

She looked at me with pity. “We tried to talk him into going back to
Springtield, tried to convince him that he should talk to his family first or to
you, but he refused. He’s enlisted now. They won’t let him leave until his tour
of duty is up.”

My legs felt numb, and I slid into a chair. The enlistment tours were for
three years. I knew this from my studies. My brother was an idiot!

Josephine walked into the room and Sara told her to get me a glass of

water.



“Your brother is so brave,” she said to me as she passed me the glass.

You mean so stupid, I thought as I gulped the water down.

It was unnerving the way Sara stared at me, but I was more than a
mystery to her. I had to give her credit. She’d tired of asking me questions I
couldn’t answer long ago, but she still remained patient enough to allow my
habitual returns. Now I wished I'd brought Nate along after all. He’d know
what to do. Oh, why did I pull my hand away?

I didn’t want to do anything to ruin Sara’s trust, but I knew I had to do
something illegal now in order to get Timothy back.

“Sara,” I began, “I'm not feeling well today. Would you mind if I retired
to the cabin and returned later this evening?”

I must’ve looked like crap because she didn’t skip a beat before saying,
“Yes, by all means.”

A seed of an idea began to brew in my head, but I needed help to
execute it. I motioned for Josephine to follow me.

I walked toward the cabin and when I was certain we were out of
earshot of the kitchen I asked, “Can you ride a horse?”

“Of course.”

“Would you be free to go riding with me today?”

“I thought you weren’t feeling well?”



“Perhaps a ride will brighten my spirits,” I said. Then I turned to face
her. “Can you keep a secret, Josephiner”

By the way Josephine’s young face brightened, you would think nothing
interesting ever happened to her. “I excel at keeping confidences.”

Perfect. “I need to find my brother. Do you know the way to Camp
Cameron?”

“We pass it weekly on our way to church.”

“Can you lead me therer”

Josephine considered my request. “I suppose, but I don’t think they will
let us on the grounds.”

“Let me worry about that. It’s just it’s very important that I find him.”

“Is he in trouble?”

Tim was always in trouble. I nodded and showed her my sad face. “I'm
asking for your help because I believe that you’ve developed an affection for
my brother?”

I left it as a question, but if she wanted to dispute it, she didn’t.

Her mouth formed a sly grin. “Perhaps.”

“Okay. We must prepare two horses, and exit the farm stealthily.”

Josephine let out a little giggle. “There is a path that leads out from
behind the barn to a back road. It’s very secluded.”

“Perfect.”



The summer breeze blew gently; cool enough to counteract the
humidity. If it weren’t for the fact that I'd basically manipulated a minor into
helping me find Camp Cameron so that I could break the law, it'd be just
another lovely day for a ride.

I pulled up on my skirt a little more to get a firm grip with my shoes in
the stirrups. They weren’t custom made for the nineteenth century,
unfortunately. I wore a pair of strap on sandals from a twenty-first century
Wal-Mart.

Josephine stared, but there was no way I could conceal them. “Those are
odd shoes,” she said.

“Um, my, uh, uncle, is a shoemaker. He made these on a lark, when I
told him my feet were too hot.”

“Not a bad idea.”

Josephine took a sip of water from the leather canteen she thought to
bring along and then offered it to me.

“So, Cassandra, why do you and sometimes a brother, keep coming to
our placer”

I wiped my mouth and handed the canteen back to her. “Well, like I've

said before, we’ve a large family. Sometimes we’re out of work.”



“But with the war on every city is bustling. I heard Papa talking about
the ammunitions factory built a year ago in Springtield. Surely there must be
enough work for everyone now?”

Who knew? I'd never been to Springtield, in this time or my own. The
best tactic I'd learned in these awkward situations was to deflect.

“Are you sick of us?” I cocked an eyebrow. “You seemed pretty happy to
meet my brother.”

“Oh, it’s not that. It’s just your family is a curiosity. And I admit that
your brother Timothy has a certain charm.”

I wasn’t used to riding, and my butt was getting sore. Nellie’s tail kept
swatting at annoying flies, and lifting on occasion to do her business, a
procedure that didn’t require stopping or slowing down. A sweaty horse smell
wafted up in the heat.

We eventually came upon the farm where the army trained. I instructed
Josephine to canter by as I assessed the situation. A soldier manned the
entrance, and even from my vantage point on the road, I could tell he was not
much older than me. A meagre fence ran roadside, nothing that would keep a
man from leaving if he wanted to. But it was fairly bare of trees and bushes, so
I could easily be spotted if I just walked in from the road. The entrance
tollowed the edges of a treed area. I had to go in on that side, if I wanted to

stay concealed.



“What means of escape do you have in mind?” Josephine said.

“Well, I thought you might use your female gift of persuasion as a
distraction.” I felt a little bad at this suggestion, but it wasn’t like she had to get
off her horse. Besides, the boy at the gate looked harmless.

Josephine spotted the soldier and grinned. ““That sounds like fun.” Then
she stared at me. “What are you going to do?”

“If I can sneak by him, I can gain access to the forest immediately.
When he’s completely enamored by you, which will take all of two seconds,
I'm going to slip past him. Once I’'m in, you can go home.” I patted the flank
of my horse. “Nellie can carry me and Timothy back.”

When we were out of the soldier’s line of sight, we stopped and I slid off
Nellie and tied her to the fence. “Josephine, if for some reason, we don’t come
back tonight, you’ll need to come for Nellie tomorrow.”

She stared down at me. “Why wouldn’t you come back?”

“I don’t know.” I shrugged like it wasn’t important. “You never know
how things will play out.”

“Are you sure you want to do this? I can attest to the fact that Timothy
was eager to enlist. He was in no way coerced.”

“I believe you. There are things you don’t know about my brother, and

you have to trust me that what I’'m doing is in his best interest.”



She nodded, then nudged her horse with her knees and turned him
around. “Hopefully we’ll see each other again later.”” She clicked her tongue
and galloped away.

I followed on foot, watching from the bushes in the ditch as she
approached the soldier at the gate. In no time flat she was giggling and the boy
was staring up at her with a docile grin. I stepped carefully behind him, and
would’ve been caught if Josephine hadn’t executed a perfectly timed sneeze.

Once inside the gate, I took cover behind the trees and bushes making
my way toward several rows of long narrow buildings. I was careful to stay in
the shadows and out of sight.

There were a lot of men, more than I imagined, milling about. Some
running a track, other’s shooting off rifles on the other side of a field. Others
were doing foxhole maneuvers of some kind. I peeked inside a barracks
window, and saw rows of empty but made-up bunk-beds. Tim was sure to
come back to this place at some point. I’d just wait it out.

I was a little worried I'd never spot him in this crowd of men, but an
hour or so later I saw him coming from a large building, probably the mess
hall. Unfortunately, he was with Willie and another stocky soldier with blond
hair. The barrack furthest away was up against a grove of trees and bushes, and
I kept myself hidden. I whistled a bird call to draw his attention. He looked my

way, but didn’t falter. I whistled again and this time he stopped. Willie paused,



too, but the other guy kept going, Tim shrugged and started after Willie who
was now a few steps ahead. I whistled again just as Willie stepped inside. Tim
looked my direction; I stuck out my arm and waved him over.

“Who’s there?”” he said.

I popped my head out from behind the shrub. “It’s me.”

“Casey?”

“Yes, get over here.”

Tim looked over his shoulder before ducking in behind the barracks.

“How did you get in here?” he whispered.

“It doesn’t matter. We just need to wait until it’s darker, and then we can
sneak back out.”

Tim huffed. “I'm not leaving.”

“Are you crazy? You can’t be here. Theyll send you off to battle!” 1
spoke as sternly as I could in a whisper.

“I want to go to battle. It’s an adventure.”

“It’s not an adventure. It’s suicide.”

“Oh, come on. You said yourself that you couldn’t have died here since
you’re still there.”

“That’s just a theory. I also said I wouldn’t purposely try to get myself

killed.”



“I'm not trying to get myself killed. I'm getting an education. This is a
once in a lifetime opportunity. Who gets to experience firsthand, historical
events that happened before they were born?”

“Some things are better learned from a book. I'm not arguing with you,
Tim. You need me to get back.” I stared hard at him. “Unless you want to stay
here forever.”

He scoffed. “You’ll come again. I'll catch the ride back to the future
next time.”

So, not going to happen. I stomped my feet blowing hot air out my nose
like a bull. Here I went to all this trouble to find Tim, recited the Gettysburg
Address in public dressed like a dork, enlisted a minor to commit a crime,
committed the ctime, and now he wouldn’t come with me?

A branch cracked under someone’s weight and I dropped to the ground.

“Cassandra?”

Crap. Willie saw me. I stood with my finger to my mouth. Last thing I
needed was to attract the attention of the whole regiment.

“I’'m just here for Timothy,” I said quietly.

“I don’t want to go,” Tim said

“Willie, talk sense to him.”

Instead of taking my side, he said, “How did you get in here?”



“It doesn’t matter.” Was I the only sane one? Why were they wasting my
time? “I’'m here to take Tim home.”

Willie sighed. “He’s enlisted. They won’t let him go.”

I felt like stomping my feet like a child. “I don’t care.”

I zeroed in on Tim. “You are coming back to the Watson farm with me
tonight.”

Tim crossed his arms. “No I’'m not. Now if you’ll excuse me.”

“You are not excused!”

Tim just smirked. “I hope you can find your way out without being
caught. I'll deny knowing you if you are.”

I'd run out of time trying to make him come to his senses. I felt the
dizziness start. Oh, no, and with Willie standing right there.

“Would you give us a moment?” My voice was tight and I reached for
my throat with my hand.

“Are you alright?” Willie said. He stepped closer instead of leaving,

“Please, Willie.”

I didn’t have a choice. Tim and I were going to disappear before Willie’s
eyes, but I couldn’t risk leaving Tim here.

I grabbed Tim’s hand.

But he did to me what I'd done to Nate and tugged it loose just before 1

disappeared. For the second time, I left my brother behind.



But I wasn’t alone.



CHAPTER FIFTEEN

CASEY

I'D STARTED TO FALL when Tim pulled his hand away, and another
hand grabbed mine. Moments later I was looking at Willie’s wild-eyed face and
I started screaming,

I was back at Cambridge Commons standing on the step stool with
Willie beside me, his hand in mine. He wore his Union uniform, with his army
cap sitting at an angle on his red head. The crowd started clapping and I heard
people saying “Howd they do that?” Even the gawking teens looked
impressed.

Lucinda’s arms dropped to her sides, her jaw slack.

And Nate glared, his eyes darting from me to Willie and back.

I stepped off the stool and reached for him. “I’'m sorry.”

“You did that on purpose.”

“I thought it would be easier if I only had to worry about bringing one
person back.”

“Looks to me like you brought the wrong person.” He clenched his

teeth and a ripple of fear dripped down my back.



Then he turned to Willie and shook his hand. “Welcome to the twenty-
first century.”

Nate might as well have pulled a gun on Willie, that’s how frightened he
looked.

The crowds returned to their nattering as if they were totally used to
people appearing out of thin air and acting oddly in public places.

“Let’s get out of here,” Lucinda said, picking up the stool. Then to me
she whispered, “Well, at least he’s cute.”

Willie gulped “Did he say the #wenty-first?”

I gave him an apologetic look then ran after Nate, who walked briskly,
keeping a full pace ahead of my stride. “Nate?”

“You could’ve told me how you felt.” He stopped abruptly to face me
and let out a frustrated breath. “So, where is Tim, then?”

“He wouldn’t come with me!” I let my voice go all whiny.

I'd never seen Nate angry before. Frustrated, yes, exasperated, yes, but
not truly angry about something I’d done.

It scared me a little.

He spun away and I turned back to find Willie slumped to the ground.
Lucinda waited next to him, looking unsure about what to do.

“Willie.” I rushed to his side and pulled him to his feet. I didn’t miss the

strange stares and the rising curiosity of the crowd around us.



“It’s going to be okay,” I said, trying to sound soothing. “But we have to

b

go.

Willie scanned our surroundings as we marched through the park. The
way people dressed or barely dressed. It was a twenty-first century summer,
and Willie was seeing more skin than he’d ever seen in his life. The buildings
towered over us, and 1 imagined the traffic noise must've been almost
deafening to someone from 1862 who’d never seen a motorized vehicle.

He looked shell shocked, like he’d just survived a bad accident or
witnessed a tragic event.

“I'm sorry, Willie,” I said. “I never meant for this to happen.”

“What 7s happening? What is this?”” His face was filled with horror.

“This is the future,” I said. How could I explain this without sounding
completely insane? “I'm a time traveler. I don’t know why and I don’t know
how. I only know that I’'m on a loop between my time and yours.”

“A time traveler?” he sputtered, shaking his head.

“It’s weird, I know, but I move through time. Yours and mine.” I held
my hands together, three inches apart so that they made parallel lines. I
wiggled my left hand. “Your time.” Then my right hand. “My time. For some
reason I jump back and forth between the two of them.”

Willie wrinkled his forehead. “That’s why you’re always disappearing?”’



“Yes. And if someone is touching me, skin to skin, when it happens,
they travel with me.” I paused, wishing I could unwind the last twenty minutes.
“It was supposed to be Tim not you.”

“He’s from here?” He took in the crowds that surrounded us. “That
explains his odd behavior.”

I nodded my head. “He’s trouble.”

“Are you sure I'm not dreaming?” He squeezed his eyes shut and
pinched the bridge of his nose. “Maybe I’'m having a fantastic lucid dream.”

I patted his shoulder. “I wish.”

Just as we arrived at the spot where Lucinda’s car sat, a group of teen
guys rushed across the street. I recognized the buzz cut of the ginger-headed
one.

Lucinda collapsed into a squat out of sight. “It’s Josh.”

I shrunk down beside her, not wanting to be seen dressed like a geek.

And, of course, to be a supportive friend.

Willie dropped down too, probably thinking this was normal behavior in
the future. Or maybe he just felt light-headed. I wouldn’t blame him.

Only Nate remained standing, though I didn’t think he’d be too crazy
about getting caught dressed the way he was, either.

“Did he see us?” Lucinda squeaked.

“I don’t think so,” 1 said.



She peeked around the bumper of her car. Josh and a couple guys I
didn’t recognize, maybe new friends who also went to UL sauntered by,
laughing and joking like they didn’t have a care in the world.

I hated them.

Lucinda dropped onto her butt, and let out a slow, soft groan. “I still
can’t believe it’s over.”

“Well, maybe it’s for the best,” I said in my most comforting voice. “He
wasn’t really there for you anyway.”

Lucinda sniffed into a tissue she’d plucked from a pocket in her shorts.
“No, he wasn’t, was he?”

“You can do better than him.”

“Oh, it just hurts so much.” She leaned into my shoulder and cried. I
patted her on the back while Nate stood with his arms folded, leaning against
the car. His eyes narrowed as he shot irritated glances our way. He wasn’t
hiding the fact that he’d rather be anyplace but here.

Lucinda hiccupped, and put on a brave face. “Sorry for the public
breakdown.”

“No problem. But Nate and I need our clothes now.”

Lucinda got to her feet. “Yeah, sorry.” She unlocked her car so that Nate

and I could get our real clothes. I hated leaving her with nothing but a wet



tissue, but I really couldn’t wait to step into the public restroom and change
out of this stiff dress.

She climbed into the driver’s seat and I opened the passenger door for
Willie. “Hop in. Just think of it as a carriage without horses. By the way,” 1
waved over to Lucinda, “this is Lucinda. She knows about my ‘gift,” if you have
any questions.”

Which I was one hundred percent sure he had. He cautiously scrutinized
every bit of the door before getting in.

Nate was already half way to the restrooms. “Nate?” I called, my voice
thin and cracking. I’ sorry.

He flicked a hand up in my direction. “Not now.”

I'd really ticked him off, and I wasn’t sure how to go about making nice.
I did regret not taking him. Maybe he could’ve talked some sense into Tim, or
even forced him to hang onto me.

As it was, my brother was to remain a missing person.

I stepped inside a stall to change. My long arms managed to undo the
zipper at the back, a sure giveaway I was wearing a costume and not the real
thing as zippers weren’t invented in 1862, and I let it fall to my feet. It was
such a relief to get back into my shorts and blouse.

Nate was already sitting in the back seat of Lucinda’s car by the time I

joined them. I climbed in beside him, super aware of the frosty wall that had



sprung up between us.

Lucinda’s eyes were still a little red, but at least she wasn’t crying
anymore. In fact, she and Willie seemed to be very friendly. Lucinda was in the
middle of explaining how a car engine worked, and I was impressed. I didn’t
know she knew that much about mechanics.

“Home, James,” I said lightly as if Lucinda was our chauffeur. I'd hoped
to lift the heaviness in the car, but it was to no avail. With Lucinda’s heartache,
Willie’s freaked out bewilderment, and Nate’s anger, I could barely breathe.

Lucinda pulled into traffic and drove us back to the park by my house.
She turned off the ignition, and we all sat there, quiet. Our arms were crooked
at the elbows, and each of us leaned out of our windows. A slight breeze edged
in on the muggy air.

Finally, Nate spoke. “Willie can come home with me for now. My
brother’s room is free.”

Willie swivelled to look at me. “You’ll be able to get me back, won’t
you?”

“Sure,” I said with too much enthusiasm.

All T had to do was make sure Willie was touching me next time I
traveled, even though I don’t get hardly any warning going from the present to
the past. No problem.

“I need to get home.” LLucinda said, nudging us to get out.
g ) ) ging g



Nate and I grabbed our costumes and climbed out along with Willie.

“Thanks, Lucinda,” I said.

“Sure thing,” she said back. Then to Willie, “Bye, nice to meet you.”

Was it my imagination, or did she and Willie keep eye contact for a little
longer than necessary?

I thought Nate would grab Willie, march back to his car and hightail it
away from me. Instead he sat on a nearby bench. Willie wandered around
staring at the houses in the neighborhood across from the park, taking in the
cars that slowed as they passed, the kids riding on bikes and playing in the
colorful, high-concept fiberglass playground. An airplane flew overhead on its
way to Logan Airport and Willie dropped to the lawn like a rock.

I ran to his side. “It’s okay.”

He panted. “What was that?”

“It’s called an airplane.”

“What 7s it?”

“It’s a mechanical vehicle, like Lucinda’s car, except it can fly.”

“There are pegple in 1t?”

I nodded. “It sounds crazy, but it’s scientifically sound.”

Willie shut his eyes and blew heavy breaths into the grass. I hoped he

wasn’t about to hyperventilate.



“Sit up and put your head between your knees,” I said. He did it without
question. “Now breathe into your hands.”

After a few moments, his breaths slowed to a more normal state. “This
is so fantastical,” he croaked out.

“It’s a lot to take in at once, and well, there’s a lot more out there than
you’ve seen so far.”” I thought it best to give him fair warning, “But you’ll be
okay, and I'll get you home.” Somehow.

Once Willie looked like he’d survive, at least for a while, I went back to

Nate.

“Is he okay?” Nate said.

“For now.”

“This must be super crazy for him. I bet he’s really happy he knows
you.”

I felt slapped. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

Nate shrugged and crossed his arms over his chest. “So, what happened
to Tim? Why 1s Willie here instead?”

I slipped onto the bench beside him, exhausted. The last thing I wanted
to do was fight with Nate. All I wanted to do was go home to bed, but I could
see by his frown that he’d have none of that. Plus I knew I looked like crap. I
always came back with raccoon eyes, black like I'd run into a door. Twice. Best

to just get this over with.



“Tim enlisted in the army.”

“What?”

“He thinks it’s some big adventure. When we first went back, he asked
all the same kinds of questions you had, like was I afraid of changing history or
afraid of dying there. I made the mistake of telling him my theory that I
couldn’t have died there, since 1 was still here. Now he thinks he’s invincible or
something.”

“Oh, man.”

“He’s acting like he’s on some kind of field trip.” I mimicked Tim while
finger quoting, “‘A once in a lifetime educational experience.” But I don’t know
if my theory is sound. Not for sure. And even if he doesn’t die there, he could
get hurt.”

A yawn overtook my face and my hand flew to cover my gaping mouth.
“Anyway,” I continued, “Josephine and I rode to the camp where his regiment
is training, and I sneaked in...”

Nate’s eyes snapped wide. “You sneaked in?”

“Yeah, Josephine distracted the soldier guarding the entrance.”

Nate pinched his eyes together. ““That sounds dangerous.”

“He was just a kid. I could’ve taken him,” I joked, but Nate didn’t laugh.

“I found Tim by the barracks, erroneously assuming he was of sound

mind and would like to come back to his own time, but no. He fought me on



it. We had to talk in this forced whisper; I was constantly worried I'd get
caught. The more he resisted the angrier I got.

“Then Willie appeared. The trip had already triggered, so I grabbed
Tim’s hand. But he pulled it away, pulling me off balance in the process. Willie
only thought he was keeping me from hitting the dirt when he caught my arm.
That’s how come he’s here and not Tim.”

Nate let out a low whistle. “That sucks.”

I stood hiding another wide yawn with my hand. “I have to go home.”

“Sure,” Nate said. I waited for him to stand, too, expecting him to walk
me back to my house where his car was. Instead he motioned toward Willie.

“I’ll take care of our accidental tourist.”

I swallowed the lump that had formed in my throat. “Okay. Thanks. Call
me later?”

“Yeah.”

He turned his back on me to fetch Willie. No hug or kiss goodbye. I'd
really blown it this time.

In five minutes I was home, but before I reached my front door I was
stopped by Chase, who waved a hose in my direction. He was washing a car,
and his T-shirt was soaked and clinging to his chest in a way that wasn’t at all

unflattering, His long jeans covered bare feet.



“Hey,” I said. I imagined it sucked being new in the summer, when you
didn’t have much chance to meet people. I was tired, but I didn’t want to seem
unfriendly. “Who’s winning?”

He laughed and turned the nozzle on the hose off. “It s, I think.”

“Nice car.” Up close I could see it was an older model Mustang, in good
shape. “Is 1t yours?”

His lips turned up into a crooked grin. “Yup,”

Wow;, nice wheels for a teenager.

“Gift from your parents?”

“Nope. I had a job in New York.”

He dried his hands on a towel and strolled over, capping his eyes from
the sun “No boyfriend?”” he said, nodding to Nate’s car.

“Oh, he’s coming later.”

“Hey, wait a minute.” Chase leaned toward me and peered deeply into
my eyes, and I noticed how blue his were, like the sky on a sunny day. “Did he
hit you?”

Right, my raccoon eyes. I stepped back and cupped my eyes like the sun
suddenly got too bright. “No, of course not. He’s not like that.”

Chase folded his arms across his chest. “That’s what they all say.”

“All whor”

“Women who are abused. They never blame the guy.”



“He didn’t do anything. I'm just tired.”

“Okay. But if you need someone...” he punched one hand with his other
fist. “I’ll take him out for you.”

It was shocking yet sweet, how he so willingly came to my defense.
“Thanks, Chase, but I’ll be fine.”

“If you say so.”

I said goodbye and headed for the front door. I sneaked a look back as I

went in. Chase Miller hadn’t taken his eyes off me.



CHAPTER SIXTEEN

TIM

I'D SCREWED UP. Worse than my other screw ups. Way worse. 1
almost had a coronary watching Casey and Willie disappear before my eyes.

I actually felt sick, and jogged to the latrine.

Willie was gone. Willie was gone!

I brushed past James and headed for the first stall. A disgusting noise
erupted from my throat that accompanied an upheaval into one of the toilets,
a smelly hole in the ground that didn’t help my nausea az a/l.

“Everything all right, Timothy? James asked. “Meals here aren’t fit for
my dog. I feel like vomiting myself.”

“Uh, yeah,” I mumbled as I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand.
“Stomach’s off.”

“Hope you’re not contagious. Last thing this regiment needs, now that
we’re shipping out in the morning.”

The pit in my gut sunk deeper. I had a strong suspicion Willie wouldn’t
be back that soon.

I joined James at the mirrors. Other men were waiting in line, ribbing

each other. I poured water over my hands into a bowl, then splashed my face.



I had an idea to sow a seed for Willie’s story.

“You know, I heard Willie saying something about feeling sick.”

James shook his head. “I hope not. Disease is a bigger threat to an army
than guns.”

He left and another guy nudged me.

“You done?”

I grunted and left for the barracks, where I climbed on my bunk and
collapsed flat on my back. Why did Willie have to interfere? Why couldn’t he
just mind his own business?

I tilted my head slightly until my sight lined up with Willie’s bunk. It was
perfectly made with his knapsack and haversack sitting upright at the foot.

A groan escaped my lips. How would I explain his disappearance when
he didn’t take anything with him? I considered the possibility of hiding it, but
where? Then Willie would be accused of desertion, and he wouldn’t thank me
for it when he got back.

James had already bedded down. Henry and Joseph entered along with
most of the other guys. Henry had this night time ritual that consisted of
reading from his little New Testament. When he shut the book his eyes would
close and his lips would move. I hoped he was praying for Willie right now.

I could us