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      It was 1895, and a month before the annual vacation of the League of the Daring members. Because they were scattered across time and space, they met at least once a year on Catalina Island, always in Toby’s time.

      This year, the ferry ride to the island had been bumpy. Toby had spent the twenty-six mile trip sitting with his eyes closed and avoided looking out at the sea. He’d lost his breakfast during the first couple miles.

      His head pounded and his stomach revolted against the ups and downs of the ferry as it made its way toward Catalina. He’d made the trip dozens of times, and didn’t understand why he suddenly suffered from sea sickness.

      He philosophically told himself that “It was what it was. Extremely unpleasant.”

      The ferry was the most crowded he’d ever seen. Wooden chairs lined the deck for the passengers. It was a rather primitive arrangement. He was certain that Pedro, a member of the League and a gifted engineer, could make a better ferry with better seating that included an inside space for people who didn’t want to sit facing the sea, seeing and experiencing every rolling, swaying moment.

      His thoughts were to distract his mind from the gurgling pain in his stomach. The ocean seemed like a torture device. His ideas about improving the ferry did distract him for a few moments. He wondered if he and Pedro could develop and market a more luxurious ferry.

      When he took a chance and glanced up, he realized the ferry was entering the bay and soon he would be able to stand on firm ground. He’d grabbed his suitcase, vacated the wooden straight backed chair and moved toward the railing.

      This had been the first time Toby had experienced motion sickness. This experience had nothing in common with his experience of sitting on the beach soaking up the sun, listening to the calming sensation of the waves, or of hearing the gulls calling to each other. A sailor’s life was not for him.

      Now that he approached land and relief spread through his body. He vowed to never look down on anyone who suffered the brutal attacks of the ocean. In the past, his stomach had always behaved like a perfect gentleman. This time he couldn’t wait to hurry off the ferry, wanting to get onto stable ground.

      He knew what Zella and Pedro would say. Use a portal to travel to the island. As much as he loved time travel, there was something satisfying about having an adventure in the average usual way.

      The vista as the ferry entered the bay made him instantly forgive mother nature’s choppy seas. He told himself to stop being so melodramatic. Zella often told him his fantastical idea came from his overblown imagination. Perhaps she was right, but he preferred his way of viewing the world.

      As the ferry pulled up to the dock, passengers began gathering their belongings getting ready to exit directly onto the pier.

      He glanced out at the beach and sighed. Too many people lined the shore and beach area. The newly opened Glenmore Hotel loomed up in the distance. He thought the hotel was too grand and obscene for this wild island. It turned out, his assessment had been shortsighted. People from far and near flocked to the “Island Resort” as the advertisements called the island.

      He’d been dead wrong. Vacationers loved the place. He couldn’t decide if the Glenmore Hotel had ruined the town of Avalon or if it only represented the march of progress moving forward.

      Of course, the answer was more complex than a yea or nay. Wealthy investors planned to make money. In the end, time would tell the final outcome. The newly developed areas were partly luxury, and partly primitive. Perhaps that was what drew people here?

      If he looked beyond the town bursting with tourists, he saw the rugged coastline with huge boulders and sharp rocks. The rugged mountains with their scattered bushes and rocks stood solid, ignoring the invasion of humans. The same could be said of the wild rocky shores.

      He grinned. He’d read that the new owners of the island wanted to protect nature. He hoped those rumors were real.

      As much as he complained about the tourists, he enjoyed people watching. He always came away from here with so many stories ideas it would take three lifetimes to write them all.

      He couldn’t begrudge other people the joy and pleasures of the island. After all, he was here to enjoy those same pleasures. He realized this was a haven from the hot summers in Los Angeles and the surrounding area. Most of all, he imagined that most people wouldn’t be interested in the wild countryside. They wanted beaches, calm waters, sun, and relaxation.

       He stepped onto the wooden planks that lead to the pier and prayed that the people in front of him would hurry.

      They did not.

      The family of five, a mother, father, and three children slowly made their way to the pier. The boy, who was probably five, stopped every few steps to point to the water, or to the white gulls calling out and gliding overhead. Any other time Toby would have thought the boy was charming.

      Toby took a deep breath and let the salty, fishy air remind him to embrace the moment. The boy ignored his younger sister, even though his father had told him to hold her hand. At that age, he probably ignored his father too.

      Everything seemed to be fine until the girl tripped, her pretty lacy dress getting soiled as she fell against the boards. Toby stopped and waited as she stood. She noticed the dirt smeared across the pink fabric of her skirt, and in a panic tried to brush the dirt away.

      It was at that moment that she swayed and lost her balance. She stumbled toward the water below. She would have tumbled in if he hadn’t reached over and grabbed her around the waist and deposited her on solid ground.

      The poor parents, the mother carrying the infant and the father trying to restrain the rambunctious son from pushing the people ahead of them, had been too preoccupied to notice that their daughter had almost toppled into the ocean.

      The man behind Toby made a clicking noise and said, “Parents nowadays, they should control their beastly children.”

      Toby glanced back at him and frowned. The man with a huge mustache looked away as if something on the beach was fascinating.

      The little girl looked up at Toby with her round blue eyes and said, “Thank you, sir.”

      She held out her hand, which he took and escorted her down. The sunlight made her hair shine like polished copper. She reminded him of his friend Zella. Her hair looked the same in the sunlight. He didn’t have the heart to be annoyed with her.
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